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N OW then, boys, hurry up! Down with the shutters! Throw the 
. portals wide and admit everybody! ‘‘Just a-goin’ to begin,” 


(once more. Walkup! Walkup! Walkup! Only one penny! The 
Great Enlightener of the Age will address his worshipping admirers, 














otherwise the entire popu'a ion of the Universe. The Great Fun, for 
the thirty-sixth time (since the commencement of the New Series), bursts 
forth in the 
full blaze of 
his personal- 
ity (and no- 
body objects 
to his per- 
sonality in 
the least), 
with thanks 
for past fa- 
vours and 
heaps of pro- 
mises for the 
future—there 
they are, 
piled up on 
the counter, 
every yard of that counter is stamped with the word Fun, and that pile 
will never come off. Promises are made to be broken, and Mr. FuN’s 
promises are made to be broken even more than any one else’s—broken 
gently to a world which the shock of their mighty grandeur, if suddenly 
revealed, would pulverize with wonder ; though not one of them would 
ever bring a blush of shame to the cheek of Modesty. For the thirty- 


sixth time, therefore (since the commencement of the New Series), Mr. 
Fun, though he 


never makes 
mistakes or 
commits an in- 
discretion, has 
turned over a 
new leaf. For 
the thirty-sixth 
time (since the 
commencement 
of the New Se- 
ries) he _ has 
drawn one of 
his pages to- 
wards him— 
the Great Illu- 
minator's work- 
ing staff consists 
almost entirely 
of pages, and it 
is a large staff. 
Mr. FUN never 
lets money 
stand in his way 
(he always picks 
it up and pock- 
ets it), and for more than twenty years he has drawn into his service 
over five hundred pages each year, always retaining the old ones, every 
one of them being picked up by him perfectly naked, and clothed, out 
of charity, in his honourable livery of black and white. For the 
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FASHION, LAw, AND Pg.Isse. 


SPoRT AND THE DramMmeER PorTRAIT OF TROPHONIUS). 
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thirty-sixth time (since the commencement of the New Series—don't 
make any mistake upon that point) he has turned over in his mind how, 
homceopathically speaking —on the inoculation system—on the principle 
that (herehe has m ferred to his Latin Quotations) similia similibus curantur 
—he shall drive 
out humours VIC TORIA STATION 
with humour— ie w4 


and he has de- ——-- ee ey OP pe, 
. = P , ’ Soa =F 
termined to ' f tavesivs ) My 
k ae Gvy MOOCH EEZ A \ (iit farp rer (yMAte thing AH 
make promises. Can TOE CROFENCRY kon ive sw ccnsiffh) Measely ad : 
Here are some OTEL? _—— “. rT] mic Lar ’ (i t il | 


of them :— 

He will be as 
funny as ever— 
he will even try 
to be funnier, 
but has no hope 
of succeeding, 
as, even for him, 
the impossible 
is difficult of at- 
tainment. 

He will give 
little or no at- 
tention to 
Fashion, Law, 
or Police, such 
subjects offering 
so little scope 
for humour, 

He will rarely touch upon Politics, their innate humour rendering it 
a work of supererogation. 

He will quietly ignore Sport and the Drama, in deference to the 
retiring disposition of those adjuncts of private life. 

He will pay no attention whatever to Foreign Affairs, as they are 
nothing to do with us, 

He will ut- 
terly ignore 
Home mat- 
ters, as we 
have quite 
enough of 
them as it is. 

He will 
take no no- 
tice of the 
weather, hav- 
ing laid in a 
new stock of 
umbrellas 
and goloshes 
for the sum- 
mer; also a 
thick overcoat. 

He will not take much to the road or the river, though he will be now 
and then found ‘‘ on the rail.” 

He will rely upon Trade and Finance as the basis of all his humour. 
They present a rich and promising mine hitherio wholly unworked ; and 
everybody knows there is many a pun in the Funs. 

He wonders how he will do it, and hopes you'll like it. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFES. 


OBODY can fail 
Te] to enjoy the 
very complete 


and thoroughly 
artistic revivals 
to which Mr. 
, Thorhe is at 
present treating 
Vaudeville au- 
diences. Every- 
thing, from, the 
acting to the 
mounting, is 
done with such 
quiet, unobtru- 
sive care that 
we almost for- 
get to notice it 
until it is all 
over, and we 
feel the delight- 
ful and virtuous 
satisfaction 
which comes of 
the reflection 
that we have passed a well-spent and pleasant evening. 
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SLASHES AND PurFrFs. 


Money, in spite of being a bit old-fashioned, is full of flesh and blood 
and diversified character. Evelyn is a dreadful bore, mostly, with his 
‘* speechifying ” mania; but he couldn’t be less of a nuisance than he 
is in Mr. Henry Neville’s experienced hands, whose performance has 
many excel- 
lencies. But 
Mr. Farren 
often looked 
when Evelyn 
was giving 
forth one of 
his short 
pamphlets 
on ‘* Man,” 
‘* Honesty, ”’ 
&e., as if he 
thought he 
had lost him- 
self in an- 
other play— 
The School 
for Scandal—and ought to exclaim, ‘* What noble sentiments !”’ 





THe VAUDEVILLB.—CLARA AND DECLARA, 


The Graves of Mr. Thorne (which is probably not ‘‘ the Graves of our 
fathers”) is a very good example of the value of repression in comic 
acting : there is an irresistible drollery about its quietude and sincerity 
which curls round the heart, and warms it, and tickles the diaphragm 

into delightful enjoyment. If Mr, 

3 . 4 Thorne were surrounded by the ‘‘out- 

and-outest duffers,” the piece would 

be well worth sitting out for the 

pleasure to be obtained from this one 
performance, 








But Mr. Thorne is mof surrounded 
by duffers; on the contrary, the cast 
is exceptionally good. Mr, Farren in- 
vests the rather transparent-actioned 
Sir John (to him a new part) with 
his best finish ; Mr. Archer repeats a 

\ very clever study of Dudley Smooth ; 
Mr. Righton, unctuously funny, and 
with many a subtle touch, makes a 
picture of Stout; Mr. Grahame is 
very clever and taking as the fop Sir 
Frederick; and Mr. Crauford as 
Cool from London Assurance dis- 
guised as Lord Glossmore, Mr. Ma- 
clean as Sharp, and Mr. Lestocq as 
the “‘Old Member,”’ are all good in 
their various ways. 








Tue VAupevitte.—A GenTLEMaN : “ye wre,” 
or Vasey Breapin: Miss Ada Cavendish gave to that 
strangely reticent young lady, Clara 


' i. ’ 77 4} > 
y C ’ , . -_Ae . f . 2 c : — 
Vougias, all ippearance and force of her sympathetic 





acting at its best. What a pair she and Evelyn make! What a married 
life of **holding forth ” and patient listening! Mrs. John Wood’s Lady 
Fra*klin is a very comely and amusing lady of American extraction, 





THe Vaupevitie.—‘ THe INDULGENCE OF THE AUDIENCE IS REQUESTED 
RETWEEN ACTS 3 AND 4.’ SKETCH OF THE AUDIENCE INDULGING. 


and Miss Alma Murray succeeds in investing a character somewhat out 
of her usual line with a pleasant interest it would probably present in 
real life, where its motives could he a good deal hidden. 








THE VAUDEVILLE.—LEADING HIM A DANCE. 


I wish Mr. Thorne would revive 7he Love Chase. 


The Merry War, by Mr. Robert Reece, is to be the next Alhambra 
novelty ; it will, I suppose, as Sir Frederick Blount might say, ‘‘ hold 
the mewwy waw up to nature!” 


Messrs. Grundy and Solomon’s Vicar of Bray is to be played for the 
first time at the Globe on Saturday next. I expect many people will fall 
vicartims to its humour. 


They do say that a piece called Xar/, by Mr. Herbert Mooney, is to 
be produced soon at the Standard, but I’m Mooney repeating rumour, 
and you can’t take Karl you hear for granted. NESTOR, 








Key-ind ! 


THe Bermondsey Vestry is an exceedingly generous body. It was 
said some time ago, that on the opening of their new Town Hall, the 
guardians gave a dinner to 150 people, and also invited some 650 to 
a ball. Now it has oozed out that they also presented to the church- 
warden a gold key set in diamonds. And the parishioners have been 
indulging in lock-quacity as to the cost of this present. Certainly it is 
time they were on the key-vive. 





Mark-it ! 


IN the Meat Market the other day there was a falling off in the de- 
mand for beef. This news ought to please vegetarians, who consider 
all persons must beef-oolish who ask for it. To them, in fact, the place 
is anything but a meet market. At the Cattle Market, too, there was 
little demand for pigs. Perhaps they are not considered stye-lish just 
now. 





Foreign Intervention. 


THE magistrate at West Ham evidently regards a coloured seaman as 
**a man and a brudder.” For stealing a pocket-comb from one of these 
foreign sailors, a Victoria Dock rough has been sentenced to two months’ 
hard labour. Bravo! It is very right to guard these blacks from these 
blackguards. 





THe Most PopuLtar MILITARY *‘CLUB” N THE PROFESSION.— 
A Field-Marshal’s ** baton.” 
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PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


IT is really deplorable to see the intelligent and capable 
members of the Upper House languishing for want of some 
genuine employment. Poor fellows! all the occupation they 
have at present consists in tinkering up little Bills of no general 
interest, and in carrying on desultory conversations about the 
news of the day. We wonder whether a deputation of Peers 
in the guise of frozen-out gardeners, calling upon the Speaker 
and singing to him in melancholy chorus ‘‘ We ‘ve got no work 
to do-o0-00!” would have any beneficial effect? But perhaps 
the best plan would be to send them away for their Midsummer 
holidays at once, and to make them return at grousing-time, 
when the Commons might possibly have some of their work 
ready for survey. 

Interrogatories about the doings at Cairo and Alexandria ard 
Constantinople continue to flow in at such a frightful pace that 
Ministers must heartily wish the Egyptian Question were at 
the bottom of the Suez Canal, instead of the Suez Canal being 
at the bottom of the Egyptian Question. 

Mr. Fawcett declares that he is unable as yet to see his way 
to reducing the price of telegrams, although he readily agrees 








with us all that 
It would be a good job 





If by some altered manner 
That which now costs a bob 
Could be sent for a tanner. 








Her Majesty’s Government, after consultation with Sir Henry | 
Bulwer (chief physician in ordinary to the ex-King of Zulu- | 
land), have come to the conclusion that there is no longer any 
reason for postponing the visit of Cetewayo to England. That | 
personage has accordingly ordered a large-check tourist suit, | 
bright green necktie, and a tall white hat, and may be ex- 
pected in this country about the end of this month. Special 
interviewers and photographers, take note ! 

Not, we presume, with any intention of facilitating public 
business, the members of the Land League party continue to 
manifest a persistent dislike to the Prevention of Crime Bill, 
as well as to many other persons and things that fall within 
their comprehensive ken. Nothing appears to be beneath 
their notice, excepting the misconduct of any of their partisans. 
Meanwhile, the Parliamentary coach seems to have stuck in 
the mud, and scarcely any progress is really made—though a 
lot of progress is reported. Some people, consequently, are 
of opinion that the Cabinet should decide on holding an 
Autumn Session, while some say not. We say, Ought-em ? 





Keeping Cool, 
As the summer is coming, it will be well to know how to 
keep cool. The best person to give you practical instruction 
in the art is a ‘‘dominie.” Beg him to tell you how he seeps 
school, 
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OF COURSE THE GOOD GENTLEMAN DOES GOOD. 


Enthusiastic Tutotaler.—‘*DeAR Miss MApcGe, I AM SO DELIGHTED 
TO FIND YOU HAVE SUCH AN ADMIRATION FOR OUR CAUSE,” 

ME sthetic Young Lady.—‘* No, I'VE AN ADMIRATION FOR SIR WILFRID, 
THAT’S ALL, 
HIM AS ‘ PEREGRINATING PuMP-HANDLE,’ ‘PERMISSIVE PLATITUDINIST,’ 
*‘PERIPATETIC AGITATOR,’ ‘DRIVELLER OF DREAKY DROSSINESS,’ IT 
MAKES ONE REALLY FEEL THAT HE HAS DONE SOMETHING TO ADVANCE 
THE POETRY OF LITERATURE IN THIS COUNTRY.” 


WHEN YOU SEE IN PRINT SUCH EPITHETS APPLIED TO 








A Bird's-eye View of a Bad Situation. 


ONLY fancy ! to think that a solemn and grave M.P. 

Should have, in these busy times, a care for the likes of me— 
Me, a poor fowl of the air, whose feathered kith and kin 
Have been snared, on Hurlingham’s sward a doleful fate to win! 


Mr. Anderson wishes to bring into Parliament 

A Bill the purpose of which is, so I’ve heard, to prevent 

That cruelly murderous sport, the shooting of pigeons from traps ; 

And there’s sense and right on his side, and he ’ll get what he wants— 
perhaps. 


True, animals aren’t immortal, ’tis the common lot todie, __ 

All come to some sort of grave, and the pigeon’s grave is the pie ; 
To be shot from a trap is one mode of death, but I’m bound to say, 
For myself, that I’d rather die in a more legitimate way. 


It’s bad enough at the best, of course, to be shot at all ; 

We pigeons know that we probably must like soldiers fall ; 

But give us a moderate chance to keep out of the enemy’s sight, 
Set wit against wit, and then if we’re shot—why, serve us right. 


Sport ! is it sport for a man to lounge about at his ease 

With a row of small cages in front on the grass, and inside these 
A row of quivering birds, which are let out one by one 

As he leisurely gives the word and aims with his double gun? 


Sport ! in an afternoon for a man to gain a prize 
3y killing as many pigeons as would stuff out twenty pies ? 
Not that he wants to eat them ; he has eaten, be sure, his fill ; 
ee a oe to show his skill. 








cket the money, and he loves 


To call such lackadaisical slaughter ‘** sporc”’ is absurd— 

At least, it appears so to me, a slightly prejudiced bird ; 

Still, a noble pastime it seems to some less philosophical men, 

And the pink of fashion applauds it, so what can we hope for then? 


My Lady So-and-so, gay Mrs. This, and pretty Miss That, 

They come to look on at the shooting, and ogle, and flirt, and chat ; 
And each one will bet on her favourite—Algy or Gus or Fred, 

And frown when a pigeon escapes him, and smile if it drops down dead. 


| You might have supposed such scenes a feminine heart would shock ; 
| But many will rush to see a criminal in the dock 


Being tried for his life, and will wait to hear the sentence of death, 


| And can such as they feel a qualm when a pigeon gives up its breath? 


Most women are tender and modest and sweet, wherever they roam, 

But your fine ladies, bless you |! they never blush—unless it's at home— 

Where their pleasure’s concerned ; amusement they wish to have and 
will, 

And ae be surprised, after all, if these fine ladies threw out the 
Bil 
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A Chop=-" par.” 


At the Liverpool Uniona day or two ago it was discovered that chops 
totally unfit for human food were given to the paupers for dinner. Perhaps 
the authorities consider paupers are not human, and that anything is 
meet for them. They say ‘‘ Union is strength,’ but in this case 
the Union, or its food, was u little too strong to be pleasant. And 
yet when told that this diet was not ‘‘ first chop,” some of the officials/ 
allen. ; 








were quite chor 
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AMERICA’S MASTER. 
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TO DO WITHOUT US!! 
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THE SONG OF THE CONFERENCE. 


CONSTANTINO- 
Ple tidings show 
A Conference is sitting, 
Not on a plan 
Which that Constan- 
Tinople’s lord thinks fitting ; 
The Euro-pe- 
An Powers he 
Prefers to chaff and flout ’em, 
And so deri- 
Sively doth cry 
‘“1’m going to do without ’em.” 


That flouted Eu- 
Ropean crew, 

Not feeling certain whether 
Their famous con- 
Cert’s blown upon, 

Thus make reply together : 
** Dares this old rip 
In these Egyp- 

Tian affairs to doubt us ? 
At any rate, 

We know our fate,— 

He’s going to do without us.” 
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| DITTIES OF THE DAY. 

ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT, 
New SERIES. No. 1.—AN ABSURD-DITTY. 
AIR—'* Will you be my Hollyhock ?” 








ILE Conference of 
drunkards* in 

The Yankees’ 
favoured land, 

Some under- 
grads.’ unruly 
din, 

The meet of four- 
in-hand, 

The tenth retire 
of Mr. Bright, 

ThelastEgyptian 
freak, 

The sculptors’ 
lengthy libel 
fight 

Havealloccurred 
last week, 





Willyou have the 
Telegraph ? will 
you have the 
Standard ? 
Will you have the Daz/y News ? or will you have the Zimes ? 

Will you have the Tory’s boast ost ? 





otherwise the JJorving Lost: 
Will you read the politics, the fashions, and the crimes ¢ 


Can it be drunkards? Echo answers. 





AN AMERICAN ROMANCKH. 


Knows’ thou the burning lay of Dante’s own, 
** Nix mangiare o diavolo! 
Ma poggwr /a donna’? that’s to say, 
‘*’T is hard to be hard up, but harder still 
To get ahead of women.” Never much, 
While in Night’s cushion stars like pin-heads shine. 


Oh, listen to me, for the tale I tell, 

Is of Chicago, and the latest out, 

And by the noble 77z/ume novelist. 

| ‘Say, do you mean it, honest Injun, now?” 
Said Vivian O'Riley to his sire. 

| ‘*And faith I do,”’ the earnest sire replied : 

‘* Marry this girl if so ye choose, me son, 

sut—if ye do—the divil a ha’penny 

Of all me fortune will yees ever see, 

While in Night’s cushion stars like pin-hids shine. 


) 


Two hours have passed, and so have eight or ten 
Slow-rolling tramway cars, until there comes 
The one which Vivian wants, and soon it lands 
The lover at the door of Pericles 

O Rourke, the father of delitssima, 

The Lady Ethelberta. Lo, she sits 

In her boudoir (the high-toned word for 
Casting her soul in reverie o’er the trees, 
While in Night’s cushion stars like pin-heads shine. 


‘room ’’), 


‘*T have bad news for you, my utmost own,’ 
Said Vivian in sad tones unto his love. 

‘* Cusses and crocuses upon my luck ! 

And damns and daffodils on everything !”’ 
And as he spoke there came nto his face 

A grey old scaly look which seemed to say, 
Don't bluff or you'll be called, ‘My dad and I 
Have had a round about, and he has dis— 
Sis—sis—inherited me; and I have 

Been given the g.-b. on your account, 

My be—b—beau—tiful. And Iam now 

A beg—egg—eggar for you, Bertie dear ! 

While in Night's cushion stars like pin-heads shine.” 


Hler soft dusk eyes grew wide and serious. 


‘** Yes,” he continued, ‘‘I am regular poor, 

Poor as a |} € idian, and of course 

It follows in the logic of our life 

That I must give you 
2» in tb } 
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A thousand annual dollars. Ne’er a case. 
While in Night’s cushion stars like pin-heads shine.” 


She looked at him with an incarnadine, 

Kich, passionate, scarlet-sanguina crimson flush 
Surging into her cheeks. If it had been 

A /ucl, ‘tis probable that Vivian 

Would have gone under; but a flush 

Could never scare him or his similar, 

While in Night's cushion stars like pin-heads shine. 


**Oh, Vivian!” she gurgled, like a dove, 

**Oh, do you think I will let up on you? 

And do you deem I would go back upon 

The note I signed, and run to protest >—no— 

Not while the snowy paper of my truth 

Is quired by the young-eyed cherubim, 

And in Night’s cushion stars like pin-heads shine.”’ 


Three months or ninety days went by, and then 
Upon a golden Californian 

December afternoon, with azure skies 

Like those of summer as they are produced 

In less expensive countries, men beheld 

A diamondaine wedding at the house 

Of Ethelberta’s sire. As Vivian 

And his fair bride sat in the car—ri—age 

Which bore them to the station, ever on 

She gazed upon him like a Lamia 

With a strange look, which one might call, in fact, 
A weirdly precious smile. He gazed at her. 
‘*And so you would not leave me, love ?”’ he cooed, 
‘* Even when you thought me poor?” And she replied, 
‘Never, my precious one. I learned lang syne 
That when a sucker once drops off the hook 

It never bites again. And well you know 

That you were on the point of dropping off, 

And so your pa and I put up the job 

So as to land you, dear—as faith we did— 

A little quicker. Oh, men, men, men, men! 


If ye thus round, girls wz// get square with you, 
While in Night’s cushion stars like pin-heads shine.” 
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THE GREAT BELT CASE. 
‘OLOSSAL (;ROUP TO BE ERECTED IN THE NEW 
LAWES COURT. 
Done entirely without the assistance of Messrs. 
Bu h, ait t Coa. 
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CAUGHT 


(;av is yon Waltonian brother, 
And bis visage shows delight 

He's caught one perch; he’il quit his other 
When he feels that coming “* bite.” 

‘Then to the warnings placards mention 

He will wish he'd paid at-tench-ion. 





When he finds the Avenger waiting 
Close by that fortidden nook, 

All his glee will be a-** bait’ -ing, 
And he'll quickly ‘‘ take his hook.” 

Thus many folks let pleasure bind them, 

Little dreaming what's behind t/:erm, 


AN IMP-ISH TALE. 


AN impecunious /m/overished impostor 
impetuously implored an imperial beauty’s 
hand. , 

‘* Impossible !”’ she answered, #mperturbably. 
‘‘ Let me impress upon you I am 7/regnable.” 

He, impassioned, impatiently asked the 
7vipediment. 

‘* Jmpertinent !” she cried. 
ticable !” ; 

Jmpulsively he muttered an zmfrecation, 
heedless of the zfrudence of the impression | 
he might create. 

‘* Jmpudent zmfostor !” she exclaimed, ** you 
shall not zmfortune me with 7m/funity. Your 
improper tmpertinence and tmpious z7folite- | 
ness warrant your 7mfeachment, the zm/fanel- 
ling of an zmfosing jury, and the z#/fosition 
of imprisonment.” 

‘Ts the zmfortant zmpfediment zmpassable?” 
he implored. ‘*Heed not the ¢mpfarity: 
imperceptibly imfalpably you might learn to 
be less zmflacable to my zmferfections. I 
should izm/frove, though you think it zmfro- 
bable. Judge me zm/fartially; my 7frovi- 
dence was the result of zmfrudence; but who 
is zmpeccable? I am zmferatively zmfelled to 
importune you again.” 

Jmperturbably 7#fersuasible to his zfolitic 
imploring, she zaplied the zmfutation that it 
was impossible he should zm/rove his zfros- 
perous z#fecuniosity ; whereupon, 777 fulsively 
seizing an zzplement, the zmfenitent zmfostor 
im/ferforated his flesh and zmflanted the dagger 
in his z#zf/rudent heart, hopelessly z7zfeding 
| its already zmferfect action. 

‘‘Tlow improper!” said the zmfenetrable 
impassive 7mperious beauty ; ana she married 
an impressionable coffee z#:forter. 


** It is zmprac- 
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Junro’s Po.itics. —Elephanti-republican. 











Highly Fffectual. 


AN outrage had just been committed in the Sister Isle. The autho- 
rities, roused to a pitch, determined that this sort of thing should at 
length cease. An escort was sent at once to protect the threatened land- 
lord. All was safe now, and further outragers would have to look to 
themselves. 

. . + * * 


And a fresh outrage occurred; and the escort—hem !—a—well, the 
escort, you see, had not been supplied with a rifle. But the authorities 
made haste to remedy the defect ; the rifle was at once forwarded to the 
escort, and all was now ready to give outrage a warm reception. 


* ” * a * 


And a fresh outrage occurred ; and the escort—oh! well—the escort 
had a rifle all right, but no cartridges. But this slight omission was 
soon rectified, and now it might indeed be said that outrage would have 
to look to its own safety. 


+ ad - ™ ad 


And a fresh outrage occurred ; and the escort—well, you know, he 
had his rifle and lots of cartridges, but, unfortunately, he had also strict 
orders never to load until he had allowed the enemy time to shoot him 
through and through. So the authorities made haste to send off per- 
mission to the escort to load as soon as ever he had been shot through 
once; and so now, indeed, it looked rather fishy for outrage, if it should 
dare to show its ugly head, 


- * » a * 


And a fresh outrage occurred ; and the escort—a—well—he tried to 
fire ; but, by some regulation of red tapery, the cartridges hadn't any 
powder in them, as it was a strict rule that the escort should not begin 
to fill his cartridges until he was sure that he was wounded. However, 
the authorities promptly rectified this little matter; and then, indeed, 
outrage might well shake in its shoes, 


* - * ” * 


Anda fresh outrage occurred ; and the escort—oh !—a—yes—the fact 
is the powder hadn't any saltpetre in it, so that it wouldn’t go off. And 
now the authorities determined to go fully into the whole matter, and 


. nize from the very beginning. And they did * if 


many years—not so very many years—not more years than one can put 
down in figures—with patience, and time to spare; and when all the 
arrangements had been made, and re-examined carefully to see that 
there could not be any possible hitches now, unfortunately outrage had 
died out because all the victims were dead ; and, moreover, the world 
had ceased to exist too. 








The Anarchy in Ireland. 


THE late Mr. Bence Jones advocated wholesale emigration as a cure 
for the Irish business. Well, there is no doubt the merry Celt is as 
lively as ever in Ould Erin. He estimated that 500,000 pretty little 
Hlibernians could be shipped out to America for £6 per head. Now 
we should imagine that to be a heavy price, when we consider the small 
amount of working brains the heads might contain—for, of course, the 
bodies would be sent over attached to the heads. Probably the genuine 
Americans may object, very naturally, to have thousands of useless fero- 
cious ruffians thrust upon them by the English Government. What they 
wish for is a supply of intelligent working emigrants. The Irish element 
is not so popular in America as is supposed by many people. We do 
not think the Government will take up Mr. Bence Jones’s scheme. 


A Definition. 
WHAT is §‘ vicissitude ”’ ?— 
This to elicit you ’d 
Doubtless expect in a trice ; 
But I frankly confess it’s 


Beyond me, unless it’s 
The French for ‘‘ study of vice.” 





The Black and White. 


THE Chess Tournament at Vienna must have been a ‘‘move -ing 
sight. It occupied many days—thirty-four, we believe, in all—to say 
nothing of ** knights ;” and besides the *‘ pieces,” even the players were 
noted chess-men. ‘Those who witnessed the mimic war saw that a 
Warsaw player, Herr Winauer, was too skilful to let us win our game. 


Doubtless the money prizes have been paid by ‘‘check.” But why was 
’ Whvy not Chess-t 





yienna chosen ? ? 
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The Garroters Alphabet. 


was ’ard lines on a prig who took ‘“‘tin,” 
was the bobby who soon ran him in ; 

was the cell, with a plank for a bed, 

was the very ‘‘ big D’’ that he said ; 

was the ’elp that he wished he could get, 
were the ‘‘ fakements” looked forward to yet ; 
were the groans for some porter or stout, 
was the ‘‘ hale” he would guzzle when out ! 
was the ’inge of the door of his cell, 

the ‘‘stone jug” that ne’er went to the well ; 
was the ‘‘konk ” he had beaten till blue, 
was the ‘‘ lagging” he now has to do; 

was the magsman who led him astray, 

was the noggin he stood him one day ; 

was the ’orrible mess he had made, 

was that Polly, the treacherous jade! 

was the ‘‘ queer street” in which he was fast, 
was the rollicking days that were past ; 

was the ‘‘skilly”’ they gave him to eat, 

the ‘‘soft tommy ”’—a rich prison treat ! 
was the *‘ uncle” who had all his ‘‘ breeks,” 
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was ‘‘ His Vorship,” who gave him six weeks ; 
W warrant on which he was nabbed, 

X the xpression he shouted when grabbed ! 

Y was the yell when he felt the first lash, 

Z was the Zero expressing his cash. 





Pars-on, please ! 


IT is said that three clergymen recently gave in their names 
| as competitors in a one-hour’s pedestrian contest with Weston, 
| at the Church of England temperance /é¢e. It is to be hoped 
'that when they knew their fate these pedestrians from the pul- 
pit did not pul-pit-iful faces. One cannot rev-aisle them for 
pew-sillanimity, although perhaps their action was scarcely 
re-church-y, (Please excuse the accent; it was a ‘‘clerical”’ 
error.) 





Todum-cum-Sapone. 


INDIVIDUALS who steal marches are not dishonest ; quite | 
the contrary, they are the pioneers of the world. Messrs, 
James Lewis and Son have stolen a march upon rheumatism 
by inventing an iodine soap which is of marked value in 
curing chronic cases. It is bracing to the system, and if you 
feel a twinge of the deadly enemy coming on, purchase a few 





A TENT-ATIVE EXPERIMENT.—Wimbledon., 
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INVITING. 
SCENE—Not a Hundred Miles from the Law Courts. 





Free-born British Workman.—‘* WRL1, IF YOU AIN’T GOT A BIT O’BACCA 
TO GIVE AWAY TO A WORKING MAN, YOU DON’T NEED TO LOOK 50 
scan end We en. ‘AUGHTY. YOU DUNNO WHAT YOU'VE MISSED. I KNOWS AS YOU STICKS 

7 0’ SALERY DON'T GIT MUCH, AN’ I WAS A-GOIN’ TO ARST YOU TO DINE 
WiTH ME AND THE Missus. AH! HER HOMLETTS SOUFFLEES IS THINGS 
TER THINK HOVER!” 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL ON CRUELTY TO ANIMALS. 


FEELING strongly as I do, Sir, on the subject of cruelty to animals of 
all sorts, I made a point of being at the annual meeting of the Royal 
Society for preventing it, held last Thursday, and I must say that I am 
| surprised that the speech I then made has not been more fully noticed, 
dealing as it did with the cause of the weak and the helpless. 

It was somewhat late in the meeting when I caught the noble chair- 
man’s eye (it was a one-handed catch, low down, worthy of A. P. 
| Lucas himself); and rising to the occasion, delivered myself of the fol- 
|lowing extempore remarks, amidst frequent applause: ‘‘My Lord 
| Aberdare,” I said, ‘‘ladies and gentlemen, I am here this afternoon to 
call on this Society to still greater exertions. Mr. Colam does much, 
but, as you will soon hear, there is much more forhim to do, Only last 
week two ladies—yes, my lord, two /adizes—positively roasted a wretched 
bore (alive) on their own hearthrug! And though I instantly reported 
the case, nothing has been done in the matter.” (Shame !) 

‘* Again, I was assured only yesterday by a friend of my own, that a 
betting man of his acquaintance had not only skinned a lamb at Ascot, 
but had publicly acknowledged the deed without a blush ; whilst I am 
ashamed to add that a professor living within two doors of me delibe- 
rately broke a butterfly on a wheel, and then went and boasted of it at 
a public meeting. 

‘**T hardly know how to go on, or how to tell you calmly of the heart- 
less artist who first painted a wretched polar bear, and then hung it to 
a hat-peg in his studio, his only excuse being that he could not get any 
| one else to hang the poor beast; or of that she-fiend in human shape 
| whe, whilst out walking, severely ‘cut’ a young monkey of her acquaint- 
| ance, because, forsooth! he had been up to his tricks. 











‘** Perhaps the most purposeless act of cruelty, however, was that ofa | 


youth of some eighteen summers, who on three successive occasions 








beat a really funny dog very badly at an examination held at Burlington 
House. (Groans.) After such a catalogue of cruelty as this you will 
perhaps think nothing of clothes-horses held for hours in front of a fierce 
fire; of dogs on which red-hot pokers are habitually placed ; and of 
larks kept up unnaturally all night. And I will not harrow up your 
feelings further; I will say nothing of the crane I saw at Poplar, with 
a fire lighted underneath it; and I will spare youa recital of the horrible 
details attending the ‘plucking’ of an ‘ass’ at Magdalen College, Ox- 
ford; in short, I will say no more. It is now for you to act, and 
amateurs though you may be, I hope that with Mr. Colam’s assistance 
you will soon render impossible such scandals as I have described.” 
(Loud applause, amidst which your Extra-Special made his exit, thus 
unconsciously escaping the collection.) 








Dogged. 
Tue Duke of Albany remarked at the Newspaper Press Fund banquet 
that ‘‘the gentlemen of the Press were the watch-dogs of civilization.” 


To some extent this is true, for many of them are often very dog-matic, 


and seem to think that all they profess to ken’ll be acceptable to the 
public, and some, alas! besides being proud of their tales, write dog- 


| gerel. Moreover at the banquet we should not have known what they had 


a-mast-iff we had not read the subscription list. Henceforth, we su pose 
the ‘‘tuneful nine” will be known as the ca-nine Muses, and PH one 
seeking information from the Press will be said to be ‘‘going to the dogs.”’ 


A Re-Dux-io ad a-Bird-um|! 

_Seeinc how Dukes can run through their money, the phonetic com- 
bination, ** Dux and Drakes,” used with reference to the squandering 
of fortunes, would not be unsuggestive, though the Dux, in several 
cases, may be deemed still more intimately associated with ‘* Geese !” 
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Artist.—‘' TIAVE YOU EVER BEEN SKETCHED BEFORE?” 


"” 


SFAUTY! 





HEARD NEAR HAMPSTEAD. 


Artist.—‘* THEN JUST TAKE OFF THAT SMOCK, ANI) STAND FOR HALE AN HOUR, 
Kustic.—" PLEASE, MASTER, CAARN’T YOU TAKE ME AS I HAM? I DON’T CARE FUR TO SHOW MY NECK3TI AIN’T A PERFESSNAL 

















Rustic. —* VYRES, Sir.” 


WILL YOU ?”’ 








CURT COMMENTS. 


THE great Sculpture Libel Case, on account of its gigantic dimensions, 
has had to be adjourned till next November. It is a remarkable trial 
for several reasons ; among them being the facts that there was a good 
deal of hard hitting, but not below the 3e/s, and the circumstance that 
in the course of the case there were an extraordinary number of Oh, 
Jawes! heard. 

The aldermanic dispute has ended in the declaration of the validity of 
the election of Mr. de Keyser, notwithstanding he holds an innkeeper's 
licence. The applause that greeted this announcement showed how 
innterested the City was in the matter, 

The Australian Cricketers are f“<amime with success. fter beating 
the Gentlemen Players at the Oval in one innings, which was Ovally 
grand, they have scored 501 against the United Eleven at Chichester. 
Talk about a sun of luck, this must mean several runs of Juck. 

The Duke of Edinburgh has had a wonderfully narrow escape at 
Santiago, where he fell into a weir sixteen feet deep, and for half an 
hour was in the utinost danger, being dragged under no less than four 
times, One and all wi’!  congsatulaie his Koyal Highness on the pluck 
and courage he displayed, and will heartily rejoice that he was eventu- 
ally rescued from what would have been a weir’d fate indeed. 





ONE SHILLING, POST-FREE, 


“FUN’S” ACADEMY SKITS. 


Skitched by GORDON THOMSON. 


‘This book is full of hearty fun.” —Puddic Opinion. 
** All the principal pictures in this year's Exhibition at Burlington House are more 
or less cleverly caricatured. ly Dispatch. 
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JUST OUT, ONE SHILLING. POST-FREE, 1s. 23d. | 


“FUN'S” COMICAL CREATURES. 


One Hundred and Forty Grotesque Pictures 
by ERNEST GRISET. 


‘In which some amusing prose and verse serve as accompaniment to more than six | 
score of very amusing woodcuts, from grotesque drawings of animals by krnest 
( iriset — Weekly Dispatch. 
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LIME-FRUIT | 
WwIce 


SAUCE 


Unrivalled for Pungency, Fine Flavour, Strength, and 
| Cheapness. The usual 2s. size bottle for 1s. £old byall Grocers, | 
Druggists, &c. 


* THE CLIMAX OF PERFECTION.” 


tt, at 153 Fleet Street, E.( 


MONTSERRAT 


For Cutlets, Chops, Curries, 

Steaks, Fish, Game, Soups, Gravies, 

&c. Adds an appetising charm to the 
plainest and daintiest of dishes. 
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FIENDISH REVENGE. 


Major Doodlefog.—‘‘ WHY ON EARTH IS THAT PRETTY Miss IIARRINGTON TALKING TO THAT ANIMATED HAYSTACK ?” 
Captain Dunderhead (who would like to be in his place).—‘* SHE’S LOOKING FOR THE PROVERBIAL NEEDLF, I supPPOSE, AS I SRE HER 
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| Of course it isn’t, but all Miss H.'s pleasure for the evening ts spoilt. 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT WIMBLEDON, 


Yovr ‘* Extra-Special,” dear Sir, has long been a marked feature of 
the Camp at Wimbledon, and I am, in fact, such an old campaigner— 
why, I hardly recollect the day when I did not go ‘‘ali-campaning ” in 
my sweet youth !—that younger volunteers are brought in squads to study 
my way of making myself at home on the Common. It was, so to speak, 
a liberal education to watch me pitch my tent in the old days. Now, as 
I have secured a waterproof one, it needs pitching no longer, but it is 
still considered an undoubted boon to note the Oid Campaigner in his 
lair. 

Visitors to the Camp, then, should ask for ‘* Extra-Special Lodge,” 
| for even if I should chance to be away when they call, they are at 
perfect liberty to see over my tent if they like. I have left a pair of 
strong steps with my servant to assist them in so doing, and I hope they 
will admire the view. 

To tell the truth, Sir, I shall not be at home as much as usual this 
season, as I intend to go in more for shooting. I told the Council as 
much when I called at their tent on Saturday, and suggested that the 
latest returns of the official scores should be styled ‘‘ bullet-ins.”’ 

*“(juite so,” returned the worthy secretary, waiving my proposal as 
airily as though it had been a flag; ‘‘ but before you go in for shooting 
you must enter, you know. Have you entered?” 

I smiled at him scornfully. ‘As an old campaigner,” I replied, ‘I 
' do not quite see how one can ‘enter’ without ‘going in.’ When I have 
| gone in you may be quite sure I shall have entered.” 
| But the secretary wouldn’t see it in this light, and as a consequence 
| the Queen’s Prize will not be on view in your publishing office window 
| this year, Sir. 

But Iam not discouraged, Sir, as you would have known had you 
| been last night in the lines in which ‘‘ Extra-Special Lodge” is to be 
|found. At our camp fire the merry joke went round repeatedly, some 
| were so weak that they only got half-way round, I admit—but these were 

not mine; and the loving cup was so relished that, at my suggestion, it 
was encored, so that we virtually had a ‘‘ loving cupple.” 


were made and arree 








My suggestion 





for a match between a glass-blower and an Irish M.P., to see which can 
make most ‘‘ bulls” in ten minutes, was carried mem.con. Another of 
my motions, that the markers should score in ‘‘ marking-ink,” was 
ordered to be sent to the Council; a rider to the effect that the ink 
with a stretcher should be used in case of accident, being carried by 
forty-two to six. Even after we broke up I caused much muffled laughter 
by addressing the patrol as a ‘‘roll-and-pat of butter!” 

We are scarcely in full swing yet, but already a number of the marks- 
men have shot off their ties—and collars, too, for that matter—and will 
probably shoot the very coats off their back before they have done. 
(N.B.—I pride myself on having worked in this @frofos quip thirteen 
times in all since I was first delivered of it. Let us hope I may live 
twice as many more years, Sir, to introduce it to the public.)—[Let us 
hope nothing of the sort!—Epb. Fun. ] 

I made a queer mistake yesterday. Going up to, as I thought, an 
American marksman, I exclaimed cordially, ‘* Hail Columbia, old 
hoss!’’ On which he retorted savagely, ‘‘Ye be blawed! I’m jesta 
bonnie mon fra’ Glaskgee.”” And so he was, Sir; but how was I to 
tell that the stars and stripes all over his arm had no national signi- 
ficance ? 

I say, Sir, I hope you will soon come down. And you may as well 
come down handsome whilst you are about it. There is plenty of ice in 
my tent, and I am quite ready to revive my fame as the ‘‘ Old Cham- 
pagner.” ‘‘ Verb, sap. sat./"" as the man said when he whispered the 
forgotten word to the **sap” who ‘‘sat”’ next him at the Exam. 

You will find me improved in my shooting. I have taken such pains, 
in fact, at the pool target—dampish work, you know, to be in a pool— 
that I am quite ‘‘rheumaticky.” I have found out, in fact, Sir, that 
taking pains at shooting is as easy as catching cold at lawn tennis. So 
there ! 








THE picture entitled ‘* The Last Eleven at Maiwand,” now on view, 
is not a cricketing piece. It is something warlike, we believe, and 
therefore deals rather with battery than batting. Still, no doubt it will 
make a | 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


R. EDWIN 
BOOTH was 
heartily §_wel- 


comed hack to 
England on his 
reappearance at 
the Adelphi as 
Cardinal Riche- 
lieu—a ‘‘ wel- 
come back,” in 
giving which 
Englishmen 
were assisted by 
a considerable 
number of Mr. 
Booth’s own 
countrymen. 
The verdict is 
general that the 
actor has lost 
none of the 
ht 7p power which so 
i Se rapidly placed 
é him in the front 
Mr. Pi MIPTON, AS WE EXPRCTRD HIM TO yank of English 
[ATIVE ROLLER-SKATI , , 

public favourites 

some eighteen 
months ago. And his acting is undoubtedly fine—very steady, very 
powerful, and very closely thought out in all its details; it is art that 
falls short of perfection only in that it fails to conceal itself. Mr. Booth 
never loses himself in the character; he knows exactly what he is going 
to do next, 
and how he 
is going to 
do it; he is 
never so ab- 
sorbed in the 
scene that he 
cannot ejacu- 
late an im- 
patient 
wat: Sw 
come!” in 
an undertone 
to a dilatory 
‘super; 
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point after ns f i 
point, and fur ADELrHt.—ARMAND DE RICHELIEU MAKES THE 
‘effect after ARMAND HONOURALLE. 

effect, are 


| made with a sort of equable neatness and cleverness that border on 
monotony, till we come to some strong ‘‘situation;” then the actor 
rises, and the grandeur of his power is felt. Ile dominates the situa- 
tion, the stage, and every actor on it, and seems to fill the house with 
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Hii—A Bootu PerrorMaANce—tTHR Sworp Trick. (Note that the 
pen is very small—much mitey-er than the sword, in fact.) 


Tue Avg! 


the overpowering force of his personality ; but it is Mr. Booth’s per- 
I tj with | per! t kyr yl ré f stave effect and skilled 1 +) ] 








Mr. Booth’s ‘‘support” is an improvement upon that which he re- | 


ceived when 

he was here Oe. nas | 
last, but no 
great inge- 
nuity would 
be needed to 
do still more 
in that direc- 
tion. Miss 
Bella Pate- 
man’s emo- 
tional powers 
are consider- 
able, and her 
Julie de Mor- 
temar is julie 
effective, it 
being mostly | 
emotion; but her manner in the lighter parts is not to be despised, | 
and she speaks her blank verse naturally. Mr. Eben Plympton (whom | 
I half expected to see make his entry on a pair of his namesake's 

roller-skates) showed some points of excellence as De Mauprat (who’s | 
given to maup-rather at times !), but is often too loud. Mr. |’ateman 

does most ample justice to Joseph. By the way, it is a very Amerioan 

cast; those I ’ve named are all American, and the only other lady in the 

piece may be described as a Meyrick-’un too, and a very pleasing and 

effective Marion de Lorme she makes. Mr. I. H. Brooke (and that’s 

an American ame) gives us a good old-fashioned stage villain in Baradas 

—pursed lips, moving brows, and all complete. Mr. Younge is a very | 
fair Francoise. | 





Tue ApeE_trui.—ANoTHER BootH PERFOoRMANCE—Tuk H\1 
‘TRICK (RATHER THE-HAT-TRICKAL). 


Mr. Charles Brooke's scenery is very good indeed, especially the Car- | 
dinal’s library, which is both elaborate and subdued; but, bombastic | 
and unnatural as this play is admitted on all hands to be, Mr. Brooke 
need scarcely have suggested its apocryphal nature by treating us toa 
‘*blue moon ” (!) in the last act. 


There are to be grand doings at the Gaiety to-morrow (Thursday 
morning. Mr, Odell is shortly going to America, and the ‘‘Savages ” 
here are going to give hima benefit (asa possible foretaste of the 
‘‘benefit” the savages may give him there!) Mr. and Mrs. Kendal 
will play a comedietta (possibly Uncle's Will, in complimentary and 
conciliatory allusion to ‘*Uncle Sam’’). Mr. Odell himself will read an 
Ode eloquently—at least, I think it is an address—written specially for 
the occasion by Mr, H. S. Leigh. Mr. Charles Warner and Miss 
Alleyn (who will thus make her first appearance in London) will give 
the balcony scene from A’omco and Fuliet, and the forest scene from A+ 
You Like /t will complete the programme, with Mr. Odell as Touch- 
stone, Miss Litton as Rosalind, and the remaining characters by 
**Savages’’—though which of them will play Celia I have not been 
told; only a squaw, I should say, is squaw-lified for the part. The in- 
cidental songs will be sung by Mr. F, Celli, the cellibrated baritone, 
Mr. H. Walsham and Mr. II, Pyatt. May Mr. Odell have a ‘“‘bumper 
at parting.” 








Won by LHonours, a four-act comedy-drama by L. S. Dee (the nom de 
plume of ‘ta 
niece of the 
late T. W. 
hobertson,”’ 
which phrase 
seemstohave 
some affinity 
to Napo- 
leon’s  ** Zz 
Neveau ae 
mon Oncle),” 
is to be pro- 
duced, forthe 
first time in 
London, at 
the Comedy 
Theatre this 
(Wednes- 
day) morn- 
ing. This is 
the initial effort of the author (I do not mean the nom de plume, though 
that is an initial effort too), as far as the metropolis is concerned ; but | 
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Tiik ADELPHIL.—How THE BLACK-HZADED Brass ARMOUR EN- 
TRRTAINS ITSELF WHEN THE CURTAIN IS DOWN. ‘THRY NEVER 
PERFORM OUT OF LONDON, TROSE BLACK-ARMOURS. 
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They have ‘‘ Marion, the Giant Amazon Queen,” appearing in the | cellent actor as he is—was simply lost in Macbeth (one of the most un- 
he re- ‘Silver Armour Scene” of adil and Bijou, at the Alhambra. The pleasant characters to play, I should say, in one of the most unpleasant 
| | young lady is announced as being | plays); but Mr. J. H. Barnes made a big success with Macdutt. His 
between sixteen and seventeen utterance of ‘‘ //¢hasno children!” was a revelation of tenderness well 
years of age, 8 ft. 2in. in height, deserving the instant recognition it obtained. Macbeth is now played 
and still growing! The spectacle by Mr. Swinbourne for a most regrettable reason, and we heartily wish 
of a young lady “still growing” is Mr. Rignold speedy recovery from his unfortunate accident. 
so seldom witnessed within the ombaegueen 
walls of a theatre, that I am going Mr. Thorne had a “‘ good time” at his benefit on Saturday, as his ; 
every night, to note how much she __ enterprise deserves ; and the performance is full of promise for the time 
‘*makes” each twenty-four hours. | when we shall see the company on 7he Koad to Nui every evening. 








I expect she’il be rather tall by | NESTOR. 
the time Zhe Merry War is pro- —————— 
Gunes. | A Nocturnal Whistler. 
When Madame Ristori, some IN the small hours of the night, during the long sitting, the irrepressi- 
eight or nine years ago, played the | ble Healy charged an hon. Member with having a penny whistle. No 
Hv sleep-walking scene from Macbeth, | doubt he would have exclaimed, “ Hould your whist-le !” but he was 
in English, at the Opera Comique, | promptly called to order, and substituted the words “*a pair of castanets,” 
the impression made was such that , Perhaps the I. H. thought the hon. Member was inclined to cast-a-net 
ised, | to this moment it has hardly faded | and fish for popularity in this rubber at whist-le. But, after all, it may 
whom | from the memory of those whosaw | have been only a flowery figure of speech—a kind of Healy-o-trope, in 
sake’s it. The weird horror of the situa- | fact. 
vho ’s | tion, and the truthful intensity of eee at 
eman ee ee ee en the actress, have no less an effect WE read that ‘‘ The Provisional Committee for Inaugurating the 
‘rioan Porucar Ristori now when the vast audience of | Movement for ‘ Paying the Members’ have issued a manifesto to the 
in the Drury Lane is struck into an atten- , people of Ireland,’’ giving the reason why the Irish Members ought to 
y and tive silence, during which it is scarcely an exaggeration tosay one might | be paid. One of the reasons is that ‘If not paid, they must lie out.” 


hat ’s hear the traditional pin drop. This scene no doubt makes the strongest Now, whether it is our impenetrable ignorance, or our native idiotcy, 
impression, as giving the actress her greatest opportunity, but the whole | or some other objectionable quality of ours, we can’t quite make out ; 




























































radas 
| very | performance is as near perfection as possible, every varying mood and _ but we’ve been positively overworking our brains in trying to see how 
motive of the character being indicated with a subtlety and finish which | this can be a reason for paying them. It actually appears to our 
| | is the power of genius, —___—_— disordered minds in the light of a reason for no¢ paying them, and a 
” | There is little to be said of the general cast. Mr, W. Kignold—ex- jolly good one too! 
ar: | en TA tty: —— 7 Pa 
astic | > acteoaneonnnd>-dalinp-csipnattnes ooneqpeall ope 
ae PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. cor on = Tye Wh | 
IN the interests of country cousins and intelligent foreigners | | || i 
we have much pleasure in printing the following manifesto, | {! 
| which has reached us from a distinguished source :— an ’ pr) om NT 
day ‘*VistroRs TO LONDON should on no account omit to take | : oe : vm e | 
ges notice of the celebrated pictures, ‘ The Scotching of Obstruc- | 1 FYUCLAND er | 
the tion,’ by Lyon Playfair, and ‘The Thirty Hours’ Sitting,’ done | af . me : 
ndal ) by several hands, Relays personally conducted by leaders of | Se en 
and the Government and of the Opposition. Private parties ad- | | 
id an mitted on the most reasonable terms. For further particulars | 
y for send seven stamps, and address (in strict confidence) W. E. G., 
Miss care of the Doorkeeper, House of Commons. N.B.—No Irish | | 
give need apply.” | 
n As With reference to the temporary but unavoidable retirement | | 
uch- of Mr. Parnell and his four and twenty friends from that cele- | 
3 by brated discussion on the I’revention of Crime Bill, it is ru- | | 
been moured that, while obstruction was at.its height, Sir W: | 
heed | H—— whispered to Dr, L P , ‘Are you going to | | 
one, | lct these Irish bugaboos go on playing the fool?” And the | 
nper | latter answered, ‘*I’ll see them hanged first!’”’ And he did | 
—they were all suspended. 
The Chairman of Committees has about as thankless a 
ae | task as could fall to the lot of any one. He has to keep un 





| conscionably late hours, and sometimes to be in his place 
| unconscionably early; he is impartially blamed for undue 
| lenie icy and scandalous severity; and after nearly killing 
| himself by his efforts to preserve order and promote work, 
scme ungrateful creature moves a vote of censure upon him. 
Tren, as a last straw, he has to sutfer the unretracted abuse 
of an O'Donnell! However, such abuse is apt to cut both 
ways. O'Donnell, for his, was suspended for a fortnight, and 
Lili the wags immediately began to report that he had got fourteen 
a days without the option of a fine. 
| Public business has at last been declared urgent ; the effect 
upon the two Irish Bills surpassed that produced by any much 
be-advertised mineral water or patent medicine whatsoever. 
Sir E, Watkin wanted to know what was the decision of | 
the Government with regard to proceeding with the Channel | 
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‘ Tunnel ; but the Government shut up Sir Watkin, and Sir _; a | 
Watkin has vicariously retaliated by shutting up the Tunnel | | — . 
EN- — legal pressure. ‘ , rr te wy 7 
VER e Lords have decisively refused to accept the Duke o . 
Argyll’s proposal to amend ‘the Pudiomaatenr Oaths Act of | WARD-ED OFF. 
1866. They say they don’t likea Bradlaugh Relief Bill unless | Governess.—‘** ALLEZ VOUS COUCHER, EDOUARD.” 
ugh it would actually relieve them of Bradlaugh, which they believe E-dward.—‘* WHAT?” Governess.—‘' ALLEZ VOUS COUCHER.” 
but cannot be Edward.—‘'I DON’T UNDERSTAND ‘GO TO BED’ IN FRENCH.” 
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THE WRONG END. 








ry" , _ } lian ¢¢¢ ters mh om 4 i Say gee ) as | f oe sawn \ , ve rer ¢ tern +} I ere mrata iy -_ 
There is a noisome weed called ‘*Seditious l’ublication ’ (of which , Is a Variety), and 1 inny to watch the Law’s mistaken 
; 1e by one: ~_ 
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THE POLITICAL WIMBLEDON. 


(See Cartoon.) 


HE’s a pretty knowing shot, 
Is that Volunteer whose name 
Is accustomed to begin with a G; 
Off the awkward Irish butts 
He at last has tinely scored, 
And no doubt it must be “ nuts,” 
Since his chance was once ignored, 
Thus to prove that he is not 
So uncertain in his aim 
As his enemies had hoped for to see. 


This Volunteer (you ve met 
With his title, I suppose : 
His patronymic ends with an I. 
Apparently now thinks, 
As Egyptian questions burn, 
‘That that riddle of a Sphinx 
May need riddling in its turn ; 
If he shoots at him, you bet 
He will hit him on the nose 
Or rather, where his nose ought to be. 
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DITTIES OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MCMENT, 
New Serigs. No. 2.—A RiGip-pitry, 


Airn—‘‘ JZ can’t stand that ” 


OME things 
we do not 
mindatall, 

Lut some we 
much _re- 
sent : 

If poor” 
Cetewayo 
makes a 
call, 

We shall be 
well con- 
tent. 

TheConference 
may “keep 
it dark,” 

We do not 
care, that’s 
Hat, 

But wronging 
Maories— 
we'd re- 
inark, 





We won't put up with that. 
We can’t stant that, we won’t stand that, 
We ’ll stand a lot of nonsense, but we won't stand that ; 
If that Maori deputation has its cases pretty pat, 
And proves that they ’ve been ‘‘ put upon,’’"—we won’t stand that. 


The smell! of powder ’s in the air, 
The clash of arms is heard, 
And if the cause is just and fair, 
Objection were absurd ; 
Sut whether it be good or grand, 
Or whether the reverse, 
IIm !—taxes—yes—we cannot stand 
Attacks upon our purse. 
We can’t stand that, we won’t stand that, 
We'll stand your ‘‘ preparations,” but we can’t stand that ; 
A **tenpence in the pound,” or so, we steadily coméaz, 
So don’t begin a-taxing us, we can’t stand that. 


We do not mind Conservatives 
Who bait ‘‘the other side,” 
For that’s the way a party lives, 
(Or Liberals had died). 
sut when they ‘‘ orate” by the score, 
Then say they ’d no intent 
To be ‘‘a party meeting,” or 
‘*¢ Embarrass Government,” 
We can’t stand that, we can’t stand that, 
It may be very funny, but we can’t stand that ; 
And when Fgyptian politics we find them “‘ getting at,” 
To say they ’re not a party !—oh ! we can’t stand that. 








Rosy. 

THE Rose Show at the Crystal Palace did not prove a thorn in the 
side of the visitors, who, looking on in rose (beg pardon—rows), enjoyed 
the sight. It was so innocent an exhibition that not a blush-rose to the 
cheek of any; and yet it was not devoid of Cant. In fact, that party was a 
very successfil competitor. 


DURING the recent all night sitting in Parliament it is said that several 
Irish M.1’.s were angry with Sir W. Harcourt for taking advantage of 
them by going to sleep. And yet the Home Secretary is usually con- 
sidered pretty ‘‘wide awake.” Perhaps they thought his slumbers 
should have made him more doze-ile to them. But there, the Irish are 
naturally partial to a-‘‘ wake,” and, alas! just now they seem a more 
un-**nap’’-py lot than ever. 


Mr. BuntTING has been fined £30 at Lambeth for being concerned 
with another in the manufacture of illicit spirits, The spirits of Mr. 
3unting will now be likely to flag. 


10 AD ABSsURDU M.—The Hamilton sale 


























CURT COMMENTS. 


Mrs. LANGTRY is going to America in October under engagement to 
Mr. Abbey, who gives her, it is said, higher terms than Adelina Patti 
or Sarah Bernhardt received. ‘‘ My face is my fortune, sir, she said.’’ 
Precisely, for these are feature terms. 

Yet another Claimant for the Tichborne estates! A Mr. Burden, of 
California, who was a page to Sir Edward Doughty, has made affidavit 
that this one is the same ‘‘ Sir Roger” known to him in England. We 
have no Doughty thinks so, but will not the public think they have 
been ‘‘tried” sufficiently, and that the case Orvion't to be reopened ? 

The City authorities are much exercised to know what to do with the 
costermongers who sell fruit, their number having so increased as to 
become a regular nuisance. It seems hard to stop them getting a living, 
but unfortunately they stop the trafiic. If the men were to carry baskets 
instead of wheeling barrows, that would obviate the difficulty, and re- 
dound to the common wead, 

Two prize fights between women took place on Monday at Middles- 
boro’-on-Tees, The higher education of women in that district is un- 
doubtedly desirable, for at college they can only become “‘ Wranglers.” 
This is a blow, or rather several blows, to our boasted statements about 
the rapid strides of civilization, 





To Holiday Makers.—Important. 


it is Mr. l'UN’s special mission to diffuse light where darkness is 
blackest, and joyful mirth where sorrow is keenest. With this object 
he calls his readers’ attention to the fact that the South London Associ- 
ation for Assisting the Blind are making strenuous efiorts to give their 
poor members their annual summer excursion. Now, Mr, FuN invites 
his rich and happy readers who are enjoying the delicious summer sun- 
shine by the sea-shore, or amid the fragrance of wild flowers, to remember 
their afllicted fellow-creatures whose lives are so dark and cheerlese, and 
to help them to exchange for one day the atmosphere of the courts and 
alleys of South London for the fields and gardens ; the din of the noisy 
heated streets for the rustle of the trees and the song of the birds. It 
is sad to be poor, far sadder to be blind: these are foor and blind! 
Contributions will be received with gratitude by the Hon, Secretary, 
|. T. Edmonds, Esq., 15 Brixton Road, S.W. ; or the Hon. Treasurer, 
George Tozer, Iisq., London and Wesminster Bank, Lambeth Branch, 
Westminster Bridge Koad, S.E. 


Ti£ Home Secretary is considering the question of compensating the 
man Charles l‘rost, who has been convicted of crimes he did not com- 
mit, and eventually ‘‘pardoned”’ for the same. One may be pure as 
snow and as sharp as I*rost, and yet not escape misplaced ‘‘ pardon.” 
While we are on the matter of Frost, let’s hope the compensation idea 
may not end in one. 


























fHE GENTLEMAN WHO “DREW HIMSELF TO HIS 
FULL HEIGHT. 
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CONVBRSATIONS 
FOR THE TIMES, 





OMNIPOTENT COMPANYISM. ath 
L Ue 


Mk. SHAIR ROWLDER. Very smart of Watkin to follow Lesseps’ ad- 
vice as he has, and get the (hannel Tunnel finished in spite of the 
| (;overnment. Assure you, as a fact, the Home Secretary went round 
| to Watkin’s diggings seventeen different times, and went on his knees 
| each time to beg Watkin to let the Government inspect the tunnel 
works, 

Mr. Dr BentcHER Stocker. Ah! so I heard. ()uite a scene, 
wasn't there? Harcourt sobbing like anything, and Watkin throwing 
all the boots he could find at him in token of defiance. 

Mr. SH. RK. Yes, that was it. Seventeenth time Harcourt called, 
Watkin would not let him in ; so what does Harcourt do but disguise him- 
self as the sweep, and get in down the area way, and then discover 
himself! Wouldn’t do, y’ know— Watkin simply kicked him down- 
stairs. 

Mr. De B.S. Ah! by the way, wasn’t there a committee, or some- 
thing, inquiring into the danger to the country involved in the construc- 
tion of the Chan 

Mr. SH. R. Why, to be sure there is! It’s progressing wonderfully 
in its inquiries—getting along like wildfire. Expects to issue its report 
about—some time or other. 

Mr. DE B.S. Ah! Well, it’s just as well there should be such an 
inquiry—so useful in ensuring the safety of the empire ! 

* . * * * 

Mr. SH. R. Got any shares in the new company ? 

Mr. De B.S. Eh? Which new comp 

Mr. Su. Kk. Why, the new “Forts and Arsenals Conversion Company 
Unlimited.” Just seen a copy of the prospectus. Capital scheme, and 
most comprehensive : propose to appropriate the Government forts and 
pull ’em down and re-erect them in various continental countries. One 
of the directors tells me they ’ve just concluded a contract with the French 
Government to transfer the Dover forts to (alais, and another with Arabi 
Pasha to put up the Thames ones at the side of the Suez Canal. It’s 
also intended to extend operations to the arsenals, and, in fact, the 
company hope eventually to deal with a// our military and naval es- 
tablishments, and offensive and defensive works of every description. 
It’s a noble plan! 

Mr. De B. S. What do the Government say? 

Mr. SH. KR. Oh, they intend to use their utmost influence to persuade 
the company to allow them to consider their prospectus, and make 
humble suggestions, There ’s a Parliamentary Committee appointed to 
look into the question of possible danger to the country resulting from 
the scheme. They ‘re progressing splendidly ; such a safeguard ! 


+ * + * + 


Mr. De B. S. I see the Government ’s been attempting to persuade 
that company to forego its plan of sinking all the Woolwich Infants in 
the Suez Canal to block it. Chairman snubbed ’em right and left—— 

Mr. SH. R. Yes. Harcourt wrung his hands and offered to clean 
all the directors’ boots for ever, gratis; but the chairman gave him in 
charge. But the committee are getting on famously ; expect to send in 
their report by next—some day. 

Mr. DE B. S. Ah! I’m really glad of that. Inspires one with such 
confidence, don’t it ? 
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Mr. SH. R. Got any shares in the new company ? 
Mr. De B.S. Eh? Which new comp— 
Mr. SH. R. Why, the new company for the sale of Great Britain to 





the Russians. Thing's sure to bea big success. Such a fine oppor- 
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the Channel Tunnel’s quite undefended. All you've got to do is to 


sign the transfer. 7 
Mr. DE B. S. What does the Home Secretary 
Mr. Su. R. Oh, he’s been round to the chairman and cried till he 


got quite hysterical. No use, of course ; mustn’t be allowed to interfere 
with commercial interests. But there’s a committee appointed to 
inquire into the possible danger to the country, and so on. I hear 
they ’re progressing famously—such a weight it takes off your mind, 
doesn’t it ? 
*€ * * * 
Well, I’m glad to say the company have completed the transfer, and 
the Russians enter into possession to-morrow morning. By the way, 
the Parliamentary Committee have sent in their report; expect it ‘Il 
throw a lot of light on the subject. 











Dough-ty Deeds. 


Tiik other day a densely crowded meeting of journeymen bakers of the 
northern district of London was held at Wellington Hall, Islington, to 
protest against the way in which they are overworked ard underpaid. 
From the report in the dailies it seems that, like the bread they make, 
they are determined to 77sv, and from the floury language used many are 
evidently extremely crusty. Mr. Chalmers undertook the vé/e of chair- 
man, and though not a /meady man himself, expressed his sympathies 
with those that are. Mr. Colley, the district secretary, read out an 
amended scale of pay, which was unanimously agreed to; so that the 
penny loaf, which for a long time has been getting small by degrees and 
beautifully less, will now probably assume the size of a moderately large 
marble. The country generally will feel this, the co¢fage customer as 
well as the A/ain householder, for it affects those without Zz” (loaves) and 
those with particularly large ¢zwrsts, 





‘* UNIFORM ” POLITENESS.—That received from men in livery, 
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FOURTEEN DAYS. 


Hvumery our Premier asked an explanation 
Of his dear friend O’ Donnell’s aberration ; 
But as none came, he had but one course left, 
And, with a voice of all its charm bereft, 
The Grand Old Man said he had no intention 
Of really asking for his friend's suspension, 
gut he, for form's sake, would just put the motion, 
And trusted to his colleagues’ great devotion 
Not to disgrace the House by its adoption. 
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Using ’Em Up. 
(See recent affair at the Guildhall Court. ) 


(0, fetch a jury, worthy men 
Of honest British race ; 

Such men as show their mettle when 
We try a knotty case ; 

Good solid minds that grasp a thing ;— 
But mind, before you go, 

It isn’t any use to bring 
A paltry ¢welve or so. 


We shall have spoilt, beyond a doubt, 
And damaged through and through, 
Before the day is fairly out, 
Those twelve good men and true ; 
The court is stutly, smelly, sour, 
Unhealthy, crammed, and hot; 
| We use a juror once an hour, 
So bring a goodish lot. 


They ’re forced, whatever they ’re about, 
To come at any price: 
A score of them would soon give out ; 
A hundred might suffice ; 
The weather’s warm, the courts are now 
Particularly close ; 
A little margin we ’ll allow— 
Suppose you bring a gross, 


Just pile the jurors in a heap, 
And load them on a cart; 

You needn’t pack ‘em; they will keep 
Until we make a start. 

In view of how we treat ’em, when 
In court, we needn’t care 

In whatso plight they reach the den, 
Or how we get them there. 


This twelve will do—they ’re rather thin— 
Now squeeze and tightly fix | 

Those twelve enlightened jurors in | 
A box designed for six ; 

With human strength it ’s such a long 
Titanic job to do— | 

We have it! lun and get a strong | 
Hydraulic jack or two. 


Another ton—a couple more— 
| They ’re in—we’ve done it. What! 
Good gracious! Fancy! MHere’s a bore— 
| We ‘ve been and spoilt the lot! 
| The Court will chafe at this delay, 
And know the reason why ; 
Look sharp, and throw this lot away, 
And bring a fresh supply. 




















Awful Object (anxtous to know Swell’s Club), —**1 sAY, WOT COLOURS ’RE 


THOSE, MAre?” 
Outraged ** London” Man (shorily).—** BLUE AND WHITE, SIR.” 





























CHECKMATE. 
(A Reminiscence of Henley Kegatta. ) 


[He would have liked to have kept in disdainful silence, but he thought 
he had a good reply, and the temptation was too much for him. 











Pro Patria; or, The Royal Engineer. 


ONE sweet evening in summer a pair of lovers (Binks and his Saccha- 
| rina) sauntered along a secluded portion of the coast about two miles 
from where the statue to that knight of olden days, Sir Edward Watkin, 
marks the English entrance of the Channel Tunnel. She was fair, the 
light in her eyes beamed as soft and pure as the moonbeams reflected in 
the restless waves, eyes and waves being alike deep, blue, and drowning. 
In addition she was most respectably connected. But her companion 
| Was of a more Bohemian cast. His roving disposition was incompatible 
| with a steady-going craft, such as a welsher’s, a confidence trickster’s, 
|Or even a lawyer's. Disdaining the advice of his friends, he had en- 
| listed in the Royal Engineers; and, though past twenty-one at the time, 
| became again a miner. 

For a while only the murmur of the waters and the clang of shore- 
cast shingle broke the stillness of that night. At last she sneezed, and 
when the reverberating echoes that shook the cliffs for miles around had 
died away, she sighed, ‘* Dearest, bravest, and best, we must part.’’ 
“* I never do if I can help it,” he replied; ‘‘ besides, I’m not aware I 
owe you anything; if I do, my dividend’s twopence in the pound.” 
‘* Jest not,” she murmured, and he echoed, ‘‘ Jest so.’’ At last she told 
him they must sever, and that, though she ’d love him ever, they would 
be united never, which he declared was very good poetry but bad sense; 
| an fact, her lines were for him hard lines. This so affected the maiden 
| that she turned and left him, and, a few minutes after closing-time, was 
| “uscovered weeping on the steps of the nearest public house. 
| * * % * * 


| 
| 
| 
| 








At last the sparks that had smouldered for so long broke into a flame, 
England and France were at war. An invasion was threatened ; but 


with our circle of screw electric ships, and our balloon army, we were 
confident in our impregnability. In one spot, however, like Achilles, 
we were vulnerable. This was the Channel Tunnel, the bore of which 
was swept by the French artillery, while their infantry were advancing 
behind. A panic set in, and heaps of stockholders in a few hours made 
fortunes out of Consols. Even this did not check the French. 
At the Tunnel-mouth assembled a mighty crowd, among them 
Saccharina and her relatives. Private Binks essayed to approach her, 
but his essay was declined with thanks by her friends. When he asked 
them if Saccharina might be his, they told him they would see him at 
the bottom of the sea first. ‘‘ Happy thought !”’ he cried, ‘‘ you shall. 
if I check the invader and get from Government a peerage or else a 
crossing at the West-end, may Saccharina then be mine?” And her 
pater replied in the affirmative. 
* . + % * 
Binks approached the General at the mouth of the tunnel, where he 
had a general shop. ‘*Give me a diving-suit,” he cried, ‘‘and I will 
save you.” They offered him a Chancery suit, but that didn’t satt, so 
they gave him what he asked for, and he disappeared beneath the wave, 
looking like a magnified insect, and bearing in his right hand a pickaxe. 
Presently he reappeared, and various objects were to be observed floating 
on the surface of the ocean. He had made a hole with his pickaxe in the 
side of the tunnel, and the invading foe found their ardour considerably 
damped, The fater gave him Saccharina, and the Government rewarded 
him with the West-end crossing, and recommended him to make as 
clean a sweep of that as he had done of the invaders. As for the Com- 
mission on the Pipeclay Department, they were simply rewarded with 
a few paltry peerages ; so that you see, in the long run, virtue is gene-# 
rally its own reward, and oftentimes its only one. 
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HENLEY REGATTA. (By One who wasn’t there.) 
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The Young Man and Girl of the Period Race, The Steam Launch Tournament. 
in Costumes of the Period. 











TURF CUTTINGS. | By the way, Sir, you might use that stereotype for the first time to 
jubilate over my Northumberland Plate Tip; you know what I said— 


wy ; ‘6 ’ 
50 ‘THe Saree Oy "ree ‘*Or, putting it stricter, Emanuel ’s Victor, and what can be plainer 





Sir, — Will you kindly have the sentence ‘‘ Right again!” stereotyped? | than that?” Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 
I am so invariably right in my vaticinations that I am sure such a course eae ee i eS 
would save your compositors much manual labour, and me a consider- 
Baa-baa-rous, 


able sum in pen and ink. Trusting you will see the force of this obser- 
vation, I herewith present you with my 


TIP FOR THE LIVERPOOL CUP, 


In most astutely totting up 
The chances for this noted Cup, 


Mr. LAmp’s attack on Mr. Wells, at a Brighton meeting the other 
day, made every one look sheepish. Folks are blaming the former, 
saying his behaviour was lamb-entable. The prospect of peace between 
these two is not, we regret to say, a Bright-’un. 








NE eee 


The difficulties that we view ee 
Are, on the whole, extremely few. Who Refugees to Admit it? 
iter Ir the European refugees from Egypt see fit to gather at Malta, we 
They principally seem to be cannot call them Malta-gether wrong ; but if it is true that on account 
An ignorance of pedigree, of their numbers the rations show signs of running out, it is obviously a 


Of mounts and their respective jocks, 


ey pl ma gh ng mg ges | matter imperatively requiring some Malta-ration. 
And 1 s right abo e hocks, 








. ‘ rare . ' 
And what their previous form " has been, | Yes, the Lady Rosalie was angry. By nature a coquette, she had 
And if they ‘ve ever seen the ()ueen, oF : 

. ee eee | eaten freely of slate-pencils and chalk for months, in order to make 

And if the weights will snuff them out, , ; ; rot 
Aad cas tax Gitte e's oth chau herself look delicate and interesting. She had also consumed quantities 
rac 8 ' _ of inferior pickles, with a most satisfactory result. But when Saville, 
These minor matters cast aside, her maid, brought a bottle of Edward Pink’s genuine pickles by mistake, 
The winner’s easily descried : the scintillations of twelve and a half furies wobbled in her ladyship's 
The well-aimed Buckshot ought to tell, eyes. ‘*‘Take them away!” she shrieked. ‘‘ Edward’s Pickles are 
Or, ’gainst them all, there’s Ishmael. _ among the best in London, the very aroma of them gives mean appetite.” 
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C OATE D P E N S ad t Ouse For Cutlets, Chops, Curries, JUICE 


ELEGANT! CLEAN! DURABLE! M y Sa Adis so sonmssnn aeaas eat 
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r O IMBLEDON MEETINGS are a snare,” muttered the man with a wooden 
+: a spoon, who is always fretting because he doesn't happen to have been born 
\7PR OF! with a silver one: ‘‘the weather is generally unpropitious, and it's beastly 
to be always missing the mark ; but it’s all the weather—bah!"’ ‘Then the 
big target gave way to a fiendish chuckle, and hissed up at him, ‘‘ You ain't 
\ - the only one. Why, Bull himself’s missed a good many times lately, but 
% he’s struck home at last."’ They all pricked up their ears, but evidently did 














































































































not care so much about the subject of the target. 

‘“Ah!” said the umbrella, with a look of conscious pride, ‘‘I am the most im- 
portant person in the camp. You are unable to do without me in hot weather, or 
in wet—I am indispensable."’ ‘‘ You're a conceited fellow,” returned the pipes, 
who were fiery little chaps; ‘‘ why, they'd rather do without you than us—bah!”’ 
The ice looked with a cynical air at them. She was of a most cold nature; she 
knew too, perhaps, that she was only important on hot days ; besides, being friendly 
with the cigars, who would not condescend to argue with low pipes and a baggy 
umbrella, she merely looked and said nothing. ‘‘Cast your eye on those cards,” 
remarked the umbrella, ‘‘they are made a great fuss with during the show; but 
they get left behind for the touts and loafers to pick up after all is over. Oh, what 
a fall in life! I'd rather be a dice-box.’’ And the cards curled and crumpled as 
they thought of their fate. The lamp, coffee-pot, cups, and saucers looked up ad- 
miringly at the oracle. The champagne-bottle remained silent: he knew he would 
be cockshied at as soon as his wine was drunk. 

‘*Hark!"” continued the umbrella, ‘‘ they are cheering one of the winners, I hear 
the strains of the bagpipes’ ‘ Bonnie Dundee.’”’ ‘‘ It sounds to me more like ‘I'l! 
tell your mother what you ve done,’”’ growled a short pipe, who was low and music- 
hally. At this juncture the stentorian voice of John Bull was heard proposing above 
all the others, ‘‘ Queen and Country, Army, Navy, and Volunteers,” in one grand 
mixed toast. ‘‘ Haul up the ered aye he cried; ‘‘Gladdy has pottered often, 
but he’s going to make a real pot-shot this time!” And the largest target smiled 
on him approvingly, and said, ‘‘ Improve your shooting, John; don't be afraid to 
shoot when necessary. With Gladdy as chief marksman, you should be able to hold 
your own against all comers. Look what you did with your big guns in a few hours 
at Alexandria.”” The cheering here became immense. ‘The umbrella rattled his 
wires with pleasure. And when darkness had settled over the camp, the cigar unbent 
his pride and asked the umbrella why they cheered so. ‘' Because we are fighting 
the Egyptians, and got the best of it at Alexandria."’ ‘‘ But what is the cause of 
the war?” ‘It's a complicated question,’’ replied the astute umbrella : 


‘‘We've got the money, 
They ‘ve got none, 
And that is how the row begun! 


And he turned himself over and went to sleep. 
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| SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


f FF they go! 
One after ano- 
ther they put 
up their shut- 
tersand depart. 
TheSt. James’s 
closed on Sat- 
urday ; all gone 
—dispersed, as 
it were, ‘‘into 
thin Hare,” 
their Kendals 
all put out. 
Then Odette is 
going to leave 
her lodgings in 
the Haymarket 
very shortly ; 
when this lod- 
ger is gone Mr. 
Bancroft will, 
no doubt, soon 
‘*put up ano- 
ther bill.”’ Next 
Saturday Zhe 
Colonel departs, and when the kernel ’s gone there will be an nut-terly 
utter empty shell in Tottenham Street. On the 29th Mr. Irving takes 
his benefit, and : 
departs with ap » 
‘*adoo!”’ to re- & SEED \ “ 
turn in the au- 4 < Ay VW 
tumn with an- 
other . ado— 
Much Ado 
About Nothing 
-in which he 
and Miss Terry 
will surely re- 
ceive much de- 
|served ado-la- 
tion; and, lastly, 
Mr. Toole is not 

















SLASHES AND Pures. 





‘going  Toole- 
linger much 
longer. 

But, I say, 


where have all 
the ‘‘summer 
season”’ com- 
panies got to? 
Where ’s _ that 
eminent trage- 
dian from the T.R. Mudville-on-the-Ooze, who hasn’t had a fair chance 
before? Where’s 
that promising 
young lady who 
only wants some 
one to ‘‘stand 
the racket,” in 
order to ‘‘show 
them how to do 
it,” and live in 
fame for ever? 
Where’s _ that 
fifth-rate  pro- 
vincial company 
that wants to 
advertise its 
piece in the 
coming autumn 
as ‘*played at 
all the principal 
London the- 
atres” ? Eh? 
Where are they? 
I don’t see them 
anywhere about. 
And, here, I 
say,  where’s 





THe HAYMARKET.—PuTTING tur aA New BILL, 























AT LAST, 


Tue Prince or WALES S.—Tue COLONEL ofr 


that ‘new Juliet”? Surely she’s due about now? 











Well, well! if they don’t come, we must try and do without them. 
Meanwhile here ’s Mr. Toole going to produce Mr. Paul Meritt’s Rough 
and Ready on the 20th—that’s to-morrow (Thursday) —so we must 
down with our *‘ ready,” and rough it as well as we can with that, 


A performance by the pupils of Mr. George Neville was given the 
other night at the Falstaff Club. Mr. Neville is evidently ‘‘the right 
man in the right place’’ as a teacher—these pupils of his had learnt all 
of acting that can be /aueht, so that the entertainment was less of a 


taught-ture than is usual with amateur efforts. 





The Midgets, having been patronized by royalty, are now established 
at the Imperial. They are wonderful little people, and any one who 


has not seen them should do so immidgetly. 





a 


M. Planquette’s English opera is said to be on the subject of Avs 
Van Winkle—I always like to give you winkle-ings of what’s likely to | 
be coming. I hope the piece will enhance the composer’s Kip-utation. | 





The Gaiety company return to town on the 7th of next month, ap- | 
pearing in Mr. Burnand’s Whittington and his Cat,— | 


‘* They will return, I know them well,”’ 


they ’ve writturn to say so. NESTOR, | 








The Solution by Arms. 


‘T was an Ancient, bleared and seared, 
With a weary air and weird, , 
As of one who’s listened long unto the things the Times thinks smart ; | 
And he fondled his dull chain, 
As he struck up the blunt strain 
Of familiar verse-narration, in the manner of Bret Harte :— 


** Yes, I recollect the time 
When we all Prevented Crime 
In a way that almost drove one to fresh murder on the spot ; 
When the freedom of debate 
Served to teach us how to hate, 
Burke the curious policeman and prudentially Boycot. 


‘* And I fancied, at the first, | 
This last fire-escape, coerced, | 
Might fall over and reverse us ere we reached the final rungs ; 
When, to quiet our alarms, 
Kindly Members took up arms, 
Chiefly Home Unruly Members, who had hitherto used tongues. 


‘* Biggar brought his Belfast-made 
Elegant Toledo blade ; 
Healy practised in the lobbies with a twelve-shot Derringer, 
And said some harsh men inside, 
‘Let him go on shooting wide, 
ITe can’t draw his longbow on ws, though he pot a Messenger.’ 


‘* The O’Kelly’s falchion waved, 
And the Parnell razor shaved, 
And John Dillon slid his frigid fierce stiletto up his cuff ; 
The O’Connors sheathed their swords 
Jointly in the House of Lords 
(Tommy tommyhawked Lord Selborne, whom King Arthur cut up 
rough). 


‘* As for us, Sir? Well, we lay 
Dead in heaps, a score a day, 
And our surgeons’ bills in budgets proved a formidable drop ; 
And our widows’ pensions came 
Almost up to a duke’s claim 
For possessing a grandfather, till the Premier said—‘ Stop !? 


‘* He’d been up, you see, all night 
In a Radical free fight, 
And the shindy and shillelahs told upon his tortured head. 
‘You may carry what you like 
In the shape of pick or pike, 
But you ust wear a six-shooter,’ were the solemn words he said. 


‘* And that week the Bill was passed— 
Twenty—fifty—and the last 

Measure placed with pious wisdom on the library’s lost shelves 
Was the measure that gave room 
In St. Patrick’s for the tomb 

Of the Irish Party pistolled in the lobby by themselves,” 
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So Unconstrained ! | 


OH, true hospitality ’s simply a gem 

Befitting the Britons, and cherished by them ; 
Oh, long is the zone that entirely surrounds 
Our fair hospitality’s uttermost bounds. 


Our fair hospitality stands unexcelled 

Because of the fact that it’s never compelled— 
It isn’t Unwilling Necessity masked ; 

No! no! It is ever extended unasked, 





Whenever a Briton invites you to come, 

You never say ‘‘ha,’’ and you never say ‘‘ hum,” 
Still less does it strike you to send him a ‘‘no’”’— 
You know you are thoroughly welcome, and go. 


Regarding this gem: where on earth shall we seek 
A setting more fit than the ‘‘silvery streak ” ? 
The gem ’s of too sterling and sparkling a worth 








yi 
Wy) Wy ss 
Y ane . 
| yA 0353764 % 
SUSE RL FU ee Foren ge es 











To be hidden in tunnels or under the earth! 


Although hospitality, tendered with grace, 

Is ever acceptable, ever in place, 

It still was reserved for Sir Edward to show 
The fittingest channel in which it should flow. 


We hear Colonel Yolland embraced with delight 
Sir Edward’s most kina and spontaneous invite— 
(So wholly removed from a summons that shirks 
The visit suggested)—to look at ‘‘the works,” 


This warm invitation, so open and free, 

So teeming with welcome, is lovely to see ; 
It differs so much from a summons withheld, 
Or grudgingly given when simply compell’d ! 





Some folks won’t invite you, as people declare, 
Until you bring absolute pressure to bear ! 
Some people—although, as a Briton, you scoff 
At notions so horrid—keep putting you off, 








Some people postpone you until you are raw, 
And driven to go and appeal to the law; 

And w/«ex they invite you, it’s plain as the day 
They long for the time of your going away ! 


In view of such churlishness being about, 

How sweetly Sir Watkin’s behaviour stands out ! 
From memory’s page can we ever efface 

Such genuine heartiness, frankness, and grace? 





"Arry 


ALIVE.” 
Missus.—** LOOK ALIVE, INDEED, YOU ’ARF-DRIFD HERRING! 


SORRY IF I DIDN’T LOOK MORE ALIVE THAN YOU; I’D LET MYSELF OUT 
AS A SCARECROW.” 
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COUNTRY PEOPLE LIKE POLITENESS. 
(io stout Country Landlady).—‘‘Now TuEN, Missus, LOOK 


I’p BE 


| Vet ’Arry can't understand whit she copped the needle about. 
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JEM BROOKS'’S FIRST MADNESS. 


AND the way ’e went out of ’is mind the first time was certainly very 
curious; the doctor said ’e ’ad met with one or two cases like it, but 
they were very rare. Shall I tell you ’owit was? Well, then, just listen :-— 

Old Jem Brooks went in very strong at one time on teetotalism, and 
used to lecture and spout away about it to no end, ’e did; and ’e made 
a vow that on no earthly consideration would ’e ever enter a pub., and 
said all sorts of ’ard things against them. You must know that when 
Jem Brooks made up ’is mind about anything ’e was a very difficult 
customer to move, and I don’t think anybody would ’ave got ’im to go 
into a public ’ouse if they ’d tried ever so much. 

Well, as I was sayin’, ’e worked so ’ard at this teetotalin’, and never 
takin’ nothing to drink, that ’e began to get quite thin and looking very 
bad like, till at last ’e thought it would be as well to see ’is doctor. 
Well, the doctor looks at ’is tongue, and feels ’is pulse, and all that sort 
of thing, you know, and asked ’im how ’e lived. At last ’e says, says 
’e, ‘I'll tell you what it is, Brooks,” says ’e, ‘‘ your a-killing of your- 
self with this bothering teetotaling,”’ says ’e, ‘‘and you must give it up, 
or die, that’s what ’e said.” 

Then wasn’t old Brooks wild, and wouldn’t believe a word on’t ; but 
the doctor stuck to ’is point and argued the old chap regularly down, 
and told him plainly that he was dying for want of a little simulant— 
that he ought, in fact, to take a glass of hot whiskey and water every 
day. Jem shook his ’ead, muttering, ‘‘ Impossible! impossible! Not 
to be done at any price, I tell you.”’ But at last ’e said, ‘‘ Look you 
‘ere, doctor, I’ve been an apostle of teetotalism, up ‘ill and down ‘ill, 
an’ through all sorts of weather, thick an’ thin, and I’ve made a vow 
never to enter a public ’ouse under no consideration whatever, and 
altogether I’ve said so much against taking alcoholic drinks in every 





I couldn’t look ’er in the face an’ do it.” 
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form that I should be ashared to ask my servant to bring me ’ot water | 


‘‘Well,” said the doctor, “‘that is rather awkward, certainly; but 
can’t we manage it in some other way, think you?” So, after con- 
sidering a little bit, he said, ‘‘I’ll tell you what it is, old fellow, you 
must get a bottle of whiskey in your bed-room, and when you have the 
‘ot water brought up for shaving, don’t you see? use that. Now, then, 
I’m off out of town for two or three days, and I'll call and see ’ow 
you’re getting on when I come back.” 

But ’e didn’t come back for a fortnight, and when ’e called Brooks 
wasn’t at ’ome, so ’e asked the servant girl ’ow ‘er master was, 

‘‘Oh,” says she, ‘‘he’s very much better, sir,—wonderfully better, 
so lively and cheerful, quite a different man from what ’e was. But,” 
and ’ere the girl looked very serious and her face was as long as ’er 
apron, and, shaking her ’ead, she says, . but, sir, ’e’s gone quite off ’is 
’ead, quite ; and ’e ’as such strange fancies, sir.” 

‘© Indeed !” said the doctor, with a puzzled look ‘‘ What does’e do?” 

‘‘Well, sir, it’s so strange, master’s always a-shaving of himself; 
why, ’e shaves himself six times in the day, sir.” 

‘‘Umph!” said the doctor, ‘‘ six times a day? that is madness indeed. 
We must see about this at once.” 

And while ’e was talking to the girl, who should come up but Jem 
Brooks himself, quite jolly, and slapping the doctor on the back, ’e says, 
‘* Glad to see you, old man—by jingo ! this is luck—come in, old fellow. 
Come up into my room and we'll ’ave along chat. And, Mary,” ’e 
called out to the girl, ‘‘ bring up my shaving water immediately, I’m 
in a ’urry.” 

When the doctor came downstairs again, smelling very strong of 
peppermint lozenges, ’e advised Mrs. Brooks to get ’er ’usband into the 
sylum for 2 few weeks ’afor ’e got any worse. 

So they sent ‘im to the ’sylum, and when ’e came out again ’e said 
'e’d changed ‘is mind on the teetotal question, and ’e was going to 
chuck it over altogether and let ‘is beard grow—which he did. 
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THE PREVENTION OF CRIME BILL. 
The Irish Members and the “ Search’’ Clauses. 
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i ‘IN SELF-DEFENCE,’ 
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lad the ships, and had the men, who acted as was bid, 








want to fight, but, by Jingo! when we did, And batter’d Alexandria where Arabi was hid, 
| Against the orders from Constantinople. 
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IN SELF-DEFENCE. 
(See Cartoon.) 


You probably remember a once popular refrain 
Connected with Lord B.’s Administration, 
Which gave peace-loving Radicals considerable pain, 
And thus in dogg’rel fostered agitation— 
“We don’t want to fight, but, by Jingo! if we do, 
We’ve got the ships, we’ve got the men, we’ve got the money to »,’ 
Suggesting that we’d surely blaze away till all was blue 
Not to let the Russians take Constantinople. 


Perhaps you too remember how the Opposition then 
Objected to such bellicose effusions, 

And gave the name of Jingoes to the riotous young men 
Who thus endorsed Lord Beaconsfield’s conclusions ; 

Who wish’d not to fight, but, by Jingo! if they could, 

There scarcely was a doubt that they precipitately would, 

For warlike expeditions they considered very good— 
Especially about Constantinople. 


But circumstances greatly alter cases, as you ‘Il learn ; 
We’re Ministers just now, not Opposition ; 

And, strange though it may seem, we half suspect ourselves in turn 
To suffer from a Jingoish condition. 

We didn’t want to fight, but, by Jingo! when we did, 

We had the ships, and had the men, who acted as was bid, 

And batter’d Alexandria where Arabi was hid, 
Against the orders from Constantinople. 
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PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


Tue Egyptian Crisis having at last come to a head, our political 
doctors have of course been thirsting to lance it, and the volleys of 
questions that have been poured forth must have worried the Govern- 
ment almost as much as the volleys of shell worried Arabi’s artillery- 
men. But there was this difference ; for whereas Arabi’s artillerymen 
were unable to hold their own, the Government stood to their guns and 
succeeded in repelling a spirited attack, from the land side, led by Mr. 
Gourley and Sir Wilfrid Lawson. The Premier declined to allow him- 
self to be blown up like some of the Alexandrian forts; and he ex- 
plained, to the mystification of several of his customary allies, that we 
were not at war with Egypt, and that the concert of Europe was main- 
tained. So the said allies had to content themselves with observing 
that we were enjoying a very peculiar style of peace, and that the con- 
cert was playing a rather Wagnerite tune. 

With respect to Admiral Seymour’s ultimatum, Lord Granville re- 
marked that it was very painful for a powerful military nation to be 
obliged to exercise force against those who are weaker. One cannot 
help reflecting how still more painful it might have been had the cir- 
cumstances been reversed. 

The Lords have passed the Prevention of Irish Crime Bill through 
all its stages with the most commendable expedition. Newspaper pro- 
prietors, journalists, and special correspondents in the Lower House, 
please copy. 

Before the above-named Bill left the Commons there was a great fight 
over a clause granting the right of night searches for arms, regarding 
which the Government proposed to make some concession in deference 
to the protestations of Parnelland Co. But those grateful patriots, seeing 
a chance of damaging the power that is, let their country slide for the 
nonce, and, by declining to vote, left the Government in a minority of 
thirteen, This caused Mr. Gladstone to do what hecalled ‘‘ consider 
his personal position’”’—an easy task enough, he being a person of much 
consideration; and, as might have been expected, he came to the con- 
clusion that a minority of ‘‘a baker’s dozen,’’ under such conditions, 
dozen’t matter at all. So hedidn’t resign, and things went on as before. 
The Arrears of Rent Bill has been stoutly contested in Committee, a 
good many divisions being taken on what are termed ‘‘strict party lines.” 
These party lines the Conservatives probably look upon as hard lines, 
for their amendments are rejected in wholesale fashion. 

In consequence of the shocking backwardness of public business, it is 
decided that the House shall adjourn when the two Irish Bills are cleared 
off the board, and shall meet again in the latter half of October, when 
the Rules of Procedure will be brought under its impassioned examina- 
tion. Won't their Lordships grin when they see the Commons set to 
work again, long before their own holidays are over ! 




















NEW LHAVHES. 


Macmillan’s this month is full of admirable writing, and consequently 
of admirable reading, in the midst of which is Mr. A. Mathison’s ‘*‘ A 
Song for Women.” It reads like a ringing echo of Hlood’s ** Song of a 
Shirt,” but with a thrilling voice of its own. 
The Theatre, besides all its interesting readable matter, has an excel- 
lent photo of Mr. Charles Wyndham and Miss Mary Rorke in Fourteen 
Days, and a highly humorous facsimile of a drawing, by F. Barnard, of 
Toole in the Villainous Sgutre. 
The Century has, as usual, a wealth of powerful and tender illustra- 
tions. The set which depicts horses in action may be commended to the 
attention of those interested in the subject of animals in motion. _ Sy, 
Nicholas also has a rich bill of fare in literary and artistic provisions. 
The Sjuire is a most desirable acquaintance and companion, full of 
| entertaining matter. 
Household Words, full of variety; The Leisure Hour, The Sunday at 
Home, The Boy’s Own Paper, and The Girl’s Own Paper, are all good 
for their good purposes. 














A Dogged Policy. 


THE persistent statements as to the Government having had recourse 
to bloodhounds in Ireland is contradicted. Things have gone badly 
enough across St. George’s Channel, goodness knows ! but the Govern- 
ment has not quite gone to the dogs yet in Ireland, for all that ! 





Lacs a Daisy! 


THOSE two pieces of furniture at the Hamilton sale which fetched 
nearly £10,000 each were described as being of ebony and lacquer. But 
judging by the prices realized, the /ac employed in the operation of 
lacquering must surely have been a ‘‘/ac of rupees.” 


DITTIES OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT, 





New Serigs. No. 3.—AN Opp-pitry. 


A1r.—‘* Zhree Nice Old Ladies,” 


THRRE nice old cabbies went 
To their employing gent, 
Oh, dear me! oh, dear me! 
Kequesting he ’d require 
Less cash for his cab’s hire, 
Oh, dear me! oh, dear me! 
** Unless you do,” said they, 
‘*Hfow can we make it pay?” 
But he’d not yield, worse luck ! 
And so those cabbies struck. 
‘*Oh, dear me !”’ said the three, 
‘* This is a thing as ought never to be.” 


Three nice old farmers went 
And full a day they spent, 

Oh, dear me! oh, dear me! 
At Reading, where, you know, 
The ‘‘ Royal” have a show. 

Oh, dear me! oh, dear me! 
While each possessed a son 
Encamped at Wimbledon, 

And one who fished for carp 
And prizes at Hendon’s ‘‘ Harp.” 
‘*Oh, dear me!” said the three, 
** Each of us seems to be having a spree,’ 


Three nice old pictures went 
To swell the complement, 
Oh, dear me! oh, dear me! 
Of that collection large 
In Mr. Burton’s charge, 
Oh, dear me! oh, dear me! 
By which you ’ll understand 
The Hamilton ’s sold them, and 
They have been purchased by 
The Nash’nal Gall-er-ry. 
Oh, dear me! oh, dear me! 
This is a thing that is pleasant to see, 


Three nice old Easterns went 
With peaceable intent, 
Oh, dear me! oh, dear me! 
And, placing thumb to snout, 
They spread their fingers out, 
Oh, dear me! oh, dear me! 
‘* But,” says the British Tar, 
‘* These chaps have gone too far ; 
With them we’ll have a row,” 
And, pray, where are they now? 
‘*Oh, dear me!” said the three; 
‘* We shouldn’t have bearded these dogs of the sea, 


Pcha, for Shame! 
































































A RABID dog is the enemy of mankind generally, and really it would 
seem, if we consider the mischief he has done, and is doing, th; 
A-rabi(d) Pacha is not very much else. 











CAUSE AND Errect,—The baby which was born with ‘‘a call” 
grew up to be a company promoter. 
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I-mber (a Shoemaker who aoes not * stick to his last,” 
YOU MIND HANDING MF THE CHEESE? I AL\AYS FINISH 
Brother Member, —**\V ES, MATE, AND OFTEN BPGIN WITH I 
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Volunteer Corts. 


after freely partaking of the soups, entrees, sweets, & ce. ).—‘ COMRADE, WOULD 
VITH 1 AT HOME,” 
roo, I’M AFRAID,’ 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL’S BENEFIT. 


THANKS to your kind permission, Sir, I am able this week to announce 
the preliminary details of the GRAND COMPLIMENTARY BENEFIT which, 


with the kind co-operation of my numerous journalistic and artistic 
friends, I shall take in the course of a few weeks. 
I am quite aware that such benetits have hitherto been confined, as a 


rule, to members of the dramatic profession; but I have never seen the 
force of this condition ot aftairs, and hope that now I am about 
i ditferent example, my lead will be largely followed by my brethren. 
[ am very sure we poor journalists, many of us, stand in much greater 
need of benefit performances than the thriving managers and successful 


} 


we see, have such substantial compliments pressed upon 


to set 


ctors who, as 
them. 

At any rate, Sir, I have almost settled that my benetit shall be held 
at St. James's Hall, as soon as it can be arranged, and I am proud to 
dd that the following items, amongst numerous others, will be found in 
he programme. 

Of course the stati of your excellent journal will rally round me like 
me man; and it is like your own amiable self, Sir, to have so kindly 
promised to appear early in the proceedings and correct one of my proofs 
in your most dashing manner. 

Trophonius, if he can only be kept up to it, will come on just after 
the interval for refreshments, and name the 1, 2, 3 for the Cesarewich in 
nexameter verse, whilst Nestor has nobly agreed to write his ‘‘criti- 
witticisms ” of the last new play on a black-board. 

Your artists have also consented to do all they know with the brush 
ind pencil; and though I am not at liberty to publish in advance the 
subjects of their sketches, I am quite sure of one thing, viz., that they 
will succeed in ‘‘ drawing a capital house.” 


The name of the other journalists who have proffered aid is legion. 


ly friend Steenie Graff, so well known in the Press Gallery at the 
House, will be present and report one of the Premier's most valuab! 
Y - | UL , 7 +} vé ‘ WT lea r 








and the author of the ‘‘ Man and Dog Fight” will oblige with one of 
his most sensational articles. 

A leading City Editor will show, coram fopfulo, how the ‘* money 
article’? is done, and the Editor of the .S*. Yames’s will pen a Jingo 
leader, accompanied by the full brass band of the Grenadier Guards. 





Mr. Archibald Forbes, at great personal inconvenience, has promised | 
to take part in the programme, and will be timed to arrive at St James’s | 


Hall in a balloon during the performance. He will then make an e72/7/ 
eguestrien, and write a despatch describing a battle whilst riding round 
a ring on a bare-backed steed. He will also pen a telegram bound 
hand and foot, and carry a packet of MSS. through ‘‘ fire and water.”’ 
(N.B.—The igneous and aqueous effects kindly supplied by a well- 
known London stage manager.) 


A large number of amateurs have volunteered their services, and will | 


write as many letters to the Zimes as time will permit. I hope it is not 
premature to announce the appearance of Mr. G. A. Sala, who will 


perform his well-known feat of making a D 7. leader out of a Lem.- | 


pri¢re and a back number of the Continental Bradshaw. 


During the interval the waste-paper baskets from all the editorial | 


rooms in London will be exhibited on the platform, and the audience | 
will be permitted to make a dive into each on payment of a small fee, | 


with full liberty to retain the MS. grasped in the operation. 

This hurried summary, Sir, is necessarily incomplete, for every post 
brings me more offers of help ; and I may at once tell you that I have 
accepted the services of a ** London Correspondent”’ who will invent a 
‘* Cabinet Crisis,” a ** Nihilist Plot,” and a ‘* Scandal in High Life,” on 
the spur of the moment. But for the present I must conclude, pro- 
nising to keep you well informed, Sir, of the further development of my 
beneht. 
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evidently favourable to Mammon; yet, strange to say, the motion to 
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Lords’ amendments to the Riverside Fish Market Bill were 
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Way should Mx. Fun avoil the companionship of those brave defenders of our hearths and homes as long as they remain at Wimbledon ?—Because it would never “yg 
do for him to mix with the Common herd ! 











A Rainy Rhyme, 
(Dedicated to this present Fuly.) 
AN intelligent foreigner lately came here, 

To study the pleasures to Britain pertaining ; 
When he landed, the sky (though ’t was summer) was drear, 
And lo! it was raining ! 

He waited some time, then he purchased a *‘ gamp”’ 
(Iie was much too polite to indulge in complaining), 


But our weather continued exceedingly damp, 
It was heavily raining ! 


‘*T’ll seek shelter,” said he, ‘‘it will soon be all right, 
And a glimpse of the sights I may then be obtaining.’ 
He waited ; and still, he observed with affright, 
It hadn’t done raining ! 


Said the foreigner, startled, ‘‘I’ll wait, say, a week, 
And the power of Pluvius yet may be waning.” 
Weeks passed ; but no pleasure outdoors could he seek, 
For still it was raining ! 


He waited and waited, with many a tear ; 
In fact, under shelter he still is remaining ; 
And he fancies, I fear, that our climate is queer, 
For it hasn’t done raining ! 


CURT COMMENTS. 


WHEN once the ball was set rolling at Alexandria, the bombardment 
was suggestive of a game at billiards. Cannons were the order of the 
day ; Pyramids were adjacent, and ultimately it was a case of she//-out, 
At the time of going to press, the Lgyptians were not anxious to Sey- 
mour of the game. 

Further arrests of Nihilists have taken place at St. Petersburg; they 
include, says the telegram, ‘‘several Azgh personages and comspicuous 
officials,” Evidently they have made some /a// captures and an odd- 
looking lot of persons in power. 

A prize of 100 guineas was offered by the Royal Agricultural Society 
for the best hay and corn drying apparatus. ‘This is very appropriate, 





for when the trials were to have taken place, the rain was so heavy the 
| operations could not be continued. This is very funny on the part of 





Aquarius, but really we could do with a little d~y humour for a change. 
It is stated by Soczety that down in Cambridgeshire one gooseberry 

merchant has given £100 for ten tons of gooseberries. After this there 
no need to ask where ¢he *uice all the champagne comes from. 


“ Force ”-ible. 

THE police recently held an Exhibition of pictures painted by them- 
selves, and other articies of their own make, in aid of their Orphan Home 
at Strawberry Hill. This showed a manly independence. Evidently the 
Bobbies did not care to beat-roublesome as ap-peelers for subscriptions 
to provide the orphans with the ‘‘staft” of life. The Force seems to be 
*“‘moving on;” that is to say, progressing. 





As the report from the moors are favourable, no doubt great numbers 


will Nn rush off to pop away Well, the moor the 


the vrouse 
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Wimbledon Whimsicalities, 

As if to make up for the drinking restrictions which have been placed 
upon the camp this year, the rain has descended without stint, and thus 
enabled the volunteers to indulge in Acavy wet, 

It is noteworthy, by-the-bye, that whatever may be said against some 
of the proceedings under canvas, none of the marksmen are ever anxious 
to raise the wind at Wimbledon, which is considerably creditable when 
it is remembered that many are in the habit of running up a good score. 

The edict setting forth that no Ethiopian serenaders are allowed to 
perform in the camp unless authorized, is regarded by some as an ex- 
ceedingly miggerd'y arrangement. 

The question of position has this year occupied special official attention 
with regard to standing or kneeling; but as the common will be wanted 
next summer by the railway authorities, it will be necessary to consider 
the position of the camp generally—that is, where it shall be held in 
future. 

The entries for the Queen’s Prize and St. George’s Vase are quite up 
to the average, although Shakespeare did say, sneeringly, ‘‘ What’s in 
an aim?” We are glad of this prosperity, as the Wimbledon Meeting 
is to our thinking an amiable weakness, 








THE POPULAR PARLIAMENTARY GAME,—Cross ‘‘ Questions” and 
crooked answers, 

















THE HEIGHT OF LOWNESS. 


"ARRY, ON HIS §2-INCH BICYCLE, ENJOYING A SHORT CLAy. 
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TEARS FROM THE HEART. 


Mr. Forvins.-—" SO YOU BE STAYIN’ AT BURNT MILL FARM, Miss WELL, IT BE A MAIN PROTTY SPOT.” 

Miss. —‘* DO MANY OF THE FARMERS TAKE IN LODGERS, MR, JOGGINS?” 

Mr. Foegins.—‘** Noa, Miss; I DOAN’T THINK THEY DO. I HAVE ONCE OR TWICE, BUT THE LAST I TOOK, THE MISSUS SHE 
CRIED FOR A WFEK AFTER THEY LEFT; SO NEVER AGAIN,” 


Miss. —‘* AH, SO SORRY TO LOSE THEM?” Mr. Fogegins.—‘*NOA! NOA! THEY LEFT WITHOUT PAYIN’, Miss,” 








Worsted in the Fray. | New Editions ; at all Railway Bookstalls and Newsagents’. 


Miss KOSANNA DuPIN FRAY, who has been associated with legal | PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED BY 
actions brought by the late Earl of Zetland, has summoned her landlord | F,; BARNARD, HAL LUDLOW, GORDON THOMSON, 


for unduly distraining upon her goods and removing certain heirlooms, | And other Eminent Artists. 
The goods produced in Court consisted of empty preserved milk-tins, 
broken plates, old horseshoes, and ‘*‘ other articles of equal value.” The LIFE IN LOD GINGS. 
distress was proved to be perfectly lawful and the defendant was acquitted, | By TOM HOOD. 
¢ } . J , ‘yy (iy ’ 6 y . ? 2 y 
the magistrate not believing that the man’s “soul was in arms and eager “A capital little book, full of choice illustrations from the versatile pencil of 


for the Fray” property. The story of heirlooms of that nature is better | Frederick Barnard.”—Daily Paper. 


fitted for the Marines—store-dealer. When the magistrate saw them | 
a | MY NEIGHBOUR NELLIE. 


he was bound to say, ‘‘ OA, rubbish 
_ vrei | By THE AUTHOR OF ** MATTIE GrRay.,”’ 


Bar One. ‘*The author has a story to tell, and tells it in a clever fashion.” —Pic/or tal World. 


A LADY has just been admitted to the Bar of Massachusetts, but a | DICK BOULIN’S FOUR-IN-HAND | 


pecial statute had to be passed to enable her to practise. We admit 
. . 7 —_ +n . T Tr » 99 
plenty of the fair sex to the *‘ bar” in England. Some of the lawyers 3¥ THE AUTHOR OF *‘My NEIGHBOUR NELLIE. 
in the States doubtless consider allowing a lady to enter the legal pro- ‘‘ Among books suitable for railway travelling or the seaside, we recommend “‘ Dick | 
Boulin’s Four-in-Hand.”"—Jdlustrated London News. 


fession a bar-bar-ous proceeding. Still, one is not surprised to tind the 
‘““FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. | 


bar-made feminine, 














DOME Pi" GERNOT MONTSERRAT “<= 


For Cutlets, Chops, Curries, 
eG 
BRILLIANT!! CLEAN!! NO DUST!! IRCULAR p S 
For Hore of Gold Medal For — Meena ; 








Unrivalled for Pungency, Fine Flavour, Strength, and 
Cheapness. The usual 2s. size bottle for 1s. Sold byall Grocers, 
Druggists, &c. 









Sold by Grocers and Oilmen everywhere. 
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Steaks, Fish, Game, Soups, Gravies, 
&c. Adds an appetising charm to the 
plainest and daintiest of dishes. 
Have 


met with general approbation. Write as smoothly as a | 
enci ind neither ratch nor spurt, the points being 


| E, JAMES & SONS, SOLE MAKERS, PLYMOUTH, toundedbyanew process. Six Prize Medaisawarded. Assorted | 6 Gayap gpm CLIMAX OF PERFECTION.” 
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TOO PARTICULAR. 


I’M troubled greatly in my mind, 
And sympathy I[ ’m needing ; 
So, reader, do not be unkind, 
But weep as this you ’re reading. 
I’ve now a little time to spare, 
And fain would breathe the country air ; 
I ’d like at once to cut away, 
To go and spend a happy day. 


I thought of trying Greenwich Park, 
But that is not sequestered ; 
With revellers who drink and lark 
I fear I should be pestered. 
They tell me, too, that Cockney imps 
Go there to feed on tea and shrimps! 
At such a spot, I beg to say, 
I could not spend a happy day. 


To Battersea I’d take a trip, 
But ‘here is no seclusion, 
For children run about and skip, 
Creating much confusion. 
Now, Hampstead Heath has rural joys, 
But, there one finds the demon Noise ; 
And ‘‘’Appy ’Ampton’s”’ far too gay 
To furnish mea happy day. 


Most places are besieged by folks 
Of very vulgar notions, 

Who shout and smoke, and crack their jokes, 
Delighting in commotions. 

Will anybody please suggest 

Some spot for quietude and rest ? 

Some spot where Cockneys never bray— 

A place to spend a happy day? 


Yet, after all, why thus revile 
The Cockney’s jubilation ? 
Why wander forth in hermit style, 
A foe to recreation ? 
Go, Bardlet (that’s myself), take part 
In pleasure with a joyous heart, 
Cast cynical ideas away, 
And ¢hen you'll spend a happy day! 


Compensation. 
Rondel, 


WeE think exchanging kiss for kiss 
An equitable compensation, 
The total upshot being this, 
On every possible occasion, 
To make up for the loss of bliss, 
From absence of the osculation, 
We think exchanging kiss for kiss 
An equitable compensation! 


To be twice play’d a bar ’s marked 01: 
In common musical notation ; 
But double ratios we dismiss— 
The infinite forms our equation ; 
We think exchanging kiss for kiss 
An equitable compensation ! 


A recent Munn-day. 
THE elderly lady, Mrs. Munn, who was asked 
by Mr. Scott ‘ta hundred times” to be his wife, 
and was after all jilted, did not get the Munn-ey 


she sought for in her breach of promise action, 
The defendant, in fact, was let off Scott-free. 


Messrs. Dove, Serpent, and Coo. 


The ‘*harmless dove’”’ who is ‘‘ wise as a 
serpent” indulges very often in a ‘‘ coo ”-a’état, 


The Motto of the N, G. Trustees. 

‘Ars cellare Artem.’’—In other words: 
Conceal many of the nation’s best pictures in 
the cellars of the National Gallery. 
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HAD HIM THERE, 


Rector (improving the occasion).—‘‘I1’M VERY SORRY, Mrs. MAGUIRE, TO HEAR 
THAT YOU LET YOUR TONGUE RUN SO FREELY IN THE VILLAGE, CAUSING ALL SORTS 
OF SCANDAL. REMEMBER, ‘EVEN A FOOL, WHEN HE HOLDETII HIS PEACE, IS COUNTED 
WISE; AND HE THAT SHUTTETH HIS LII’S IS ESTEEMED A MAN OF UNDERSTANDING.’ ”’ 

Mrs Maguire.—‘*‘ RALLY, SIR, AS THAT THEFR ALL GOES FUR THE MASKEWLINE 
GENDIER, I DON’T SEE THE HAPPLICATION; BUT I DRW WONDER AS YOU AIN'T TOOK 
THE HINT TO YERSELF, BEGGIN’ YOUR PARDIN’ ALL THE SAME ” 


Musical. 
In the advertisements of the daily papers may be scen the following :— 
“IT witt Surrer Sirentry. In four keys.” 


The determination is most praiseworthy, but we don’t think we could. Our idea would be to 
ve on the dey vive, and when we got a chance, to disperse quietly. 


AN APPROPRIATE PropuctT OF THE ‘‘ SILLY” SEASON.—The ‘' Dig-goose ’-berry. 
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Drury LANE.—RATHER PARTIAL TO THE MAKSHAL., 
a story, the quiet contempt of characterization, and the 


as a work of misapplied ingenuity. 
Nothing can be finer than Madame 
Ristori’s performance of the Queen: 
the power displayed at times is mar- 
vellous, particularly in the last act, 
which is a study not altogether with- 
out its ghastly side, but most perfect, 
and played with consummate art, 
without a jarring note; but why, 
even to see such grand displays of 
genius, must one endure such weari- 
ness of spirit? Is there a compen- 
sating balance in these things? 
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Second only to that of Madame 
Ristori herself in interest comes the 
performance of Mr. Harry Nicholls ; 
the spectacle of this merry comedian 
trying ‘‘ whatever he can’ mot to be 
funny, is perhaps unequalled in the 
whole history of grotesquerie ; it is 
worth going miles to see, not only 
on account of its intrinsic humour, 
but as a specimen of the inscrutable 
ways of cast. 
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Drury LANE.—THIS Is A CuT OF BACON—No CONNECTION 


witH Mr. Mortrimer’s GAMMON. 


for only a very short space of 
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HERE isagentle 


but determined 
disregard of 
nearly all that 
goes to make a 
drama attractive 
in the English 
(and doubtless 
in the original) 
version of Gia- 
cometti’s Z/iza- 
beth, which has 
long given it a 
wild and weird 
interest it would 
not otherwise 
possess. The 
playful liberties 
taken with 
history go for 
little (for is it 
not an historical 
drama?), but the 
peaceful absence 
of anything like 
genial dead level 


of dulness displayed by the entire dialogue, entitle it to take high rank 
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Drury LAnge.—A VIOLENT RISTORI-TIFF. 


For the rest, the performance is‘nearly as dull as the dialogue (which 


is simply cause 
and effect). Mr, 
Barnes is good 
but not great (it 
is better to be 
good than 
great); and Mr. 
Dacre is out of 
his element, so 
his Bacon is 
rather insipid. 
Miss Sophie 
Eyre is a very 
good Lady Ho- 
ward, and Miss 
Agnes Thomas 
makes a hit of 
Marie Lam- 
burn. She is 
described as 
** formerly tire- 
woman to Marie 
Stuart,” but she 
is anything but 
a tire-woman to 
the audience, 
appearing be- 


f time in boy’s clothes (a boy’s 








attireewoman), and after a few spirited speeches, returning to her 


original profes- 
sion and becom- 
ing a retire-wo- 
man for the rest 
of the evening. 


Mr. Morti- 
mer’s comedy, 
entitled Gam- 
mon, and pro- 
duced at the 
Vaudeville on 
Thursday week, 
is announced as 
a translation 
from La Poudre 
aux Yeux, He 
has supplied 
some good 
‘quips and 
cranks,’’and the 
comedy, with 
some cutting in 
the second and 
last acts, ought 
to go very well ; 
in fact, have a 


run, if it is contemplated to give it the chance. 






Mr. W. Elton can scarcely be said to distinguish himself; but Christopher 


Crab, as played 
by Mr. J. J. 
Dallas, is a dal- 
las-cious piece 
of rich humour, 
conveyed with 
real art. Mr. 


A. Breedon 
plays Billee T. 
with much 


| Sweetness aS a 


| £50,000. 


singer, but very 
smalla-Billee-T 
as an actor. 


Mr. Harris’s 
autumn piece is 
called Pluck, 
a Story of 
It is 
this title that 
has given rise to 
the rumour 
that the modern 
Harris-toffy- 
knees (so called 


on account of his etiorts in dramatic writing and the admirable fit of 
i termined to have a run 


his tr 


users) 1S 
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Drury LANE.—THE LApy SARAH HowarpD—How-’ARD HER 
LOT AND SARAH-FUL! SO YOUNG TOO, AND SOPHIE Eyre! 


The principal weight 
fell upon Mrs. Leigh, Mrs. Sidney, 
Mr. J. F. Young, and Mr. Mac- 
lean, with one scene for Mr. Price; 
and they all acquitted themselves 
admirably—Mrs. Leigh particularly 
so. Miss Lydia Cowell played a 
familiar — very familiar—type of 
‘*slavey’’ noticeably well, 


What may be called an ad interim 
performance of Messrs. Solomon 
and Stephens’s Aidlee Taylor, at the 
Gaiety, pending the return of the 
regular company, is well worth a 
visit. Without entering into the 
question of originality, it is a sus- 
tainedly merry piece, in spite of the 
straggling nature of the last act and 
rather —_ unsatisfactorily - managed 
finish, and has a really good cast. 
Mr. Arthur Williams repeats his 
very droll performance of Sir Mincing 
Lane, and Miss Annie Poole gives 
a firm-Annie-Poole-ation of Phoebe 
without a trace of Phcebe-le-ness. 
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Drury Lang.—A “Srory 


oF £50,000. 
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OODWOOD again!” remarked the battered Aunt Sally. ‘‘ Yes,"’ said 
the lobster to the ancient dame ; ‘‘as far as I can gather, it was some- 
where about the year 1802 that the Goodwood Meeting was first 
started. Just one year after the Battle of Copenhagen, in the month 
of April, you know—more than three years before Nelson fought the Battle of Trafalgar. 
Ah! Napoleon was well on the job then, but we had no French racers, If any one had 
suggested at that period we might get a licking from a French horse, he'd have been 
served just like that milky-cocoanut man, who has just got one on the nob.” ‘‘ Blow 
your Copenhagens and Nelsons!” broke in a champagne-bottle: his sparkling interior 
being frothy, he hated verbosity in others, A sardonic smile curled over Aunt Sally's 
face as she gazed on the ephemeral lobster and flippant champagne-bottles. ‘‘ Ah!" 
she sighed, ‘‘ you're only repeating what you've heard, I can't date back to Nelson's 
time, but I 've been toa powerful number of races, as the bruisers on my face testerfies. 
I 've bin throwed at by bishops on the quiet, and royalty hisself onst 'ad ashy at me; but 
I likes Goodwood better than the other races. Ony give me a corner in Chichester 
cloisters when I gets my final knock down, and I'll die ‘appy."” ‘‘ Don't talk of dying 
yet, Sarah," whispered the lobster; ‘‘ the fun’s just going to begin—this is the first 
race." A blast of trumpets proclaimed the fall of the flag. It was a good race. There 
is no flagging at Goodwood, 

‘Dear me!" said Aunt Sally; ‘‘it is amusing to watch that erratic photographer 
wildly give the wrong photos to his victims."" ‘‘ Never mind," sententiously muttered 
the lobster, ‘‘they don’t know the difference now, they'll sort ‘em out all right in the 
morning ; but look, Auntie, that policeman's caught a welsher."” ‘‘ Lucky welsher ! " 
replied Sarah; ‘‘good job it’s the policeman and not the crowd what's cotched 
him.” ‘*Why?" asked the champagne-bottles. ‘‘ Doesn't he earn his living in an 
honest way—like that nigger, who is chanting ‘Cometo your Martha’ in such acharm- 
ing pathetic way?" ‘‘ Don't be too severe," jerked in Aunt Sally suddenly ; ‘' we lives 
in a wale, it ain't so easy to git a living nowadays. We lives in a wale! All those 
M.P.s on the stand theer won't bear strictest hinvestigations—there 's as much hanky- 
panky with them as with them three-card gents down below ; but what worrits me to 
see is as good a gal as ever walked bein’ sent out as a decoy duck by her father, as 
‘queers the mugs’ in racing, and ‘forces the voucher,’ and lives by his wits, sich as 
they air, jist to tell young Lord Fitzfoodle what oss to put his money on. Pa'll land 
him! But it’s a comfort to see the gal don't like the job. Ah! there's a lot 0’ bad 
as well as good about these meetings ; but perhaps I gits a bit morbid at times: the 
weather ain't what it used to was, and drip, drip, drip! if even you do git woke up 
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To Marian from General Mite. 
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“OH, THOSE BUTCHERS!” 


Young Housckeeper.—‘* I AM SORRY TO HAVE TO SAY, MR. GRAZER, 


THAT YOUR MEAT HAS NOT BEEN GOOD LATELY.” 


Mr. Grazer.—‘‘ BEGGIN’ YOUR PARDING, MARM3; BUT IF YOU 
CHOOSE THE JOINTS YOURSELF, AND TRUST TO YOUR AMATOOR INSTEAD 


_OF MY PERFESSIONAL JUDGMENT, WHAT CAN YOU EXPECT?” 
Youne Housekeeper.—*' But THE WEIGHT IS ALWAYS LIGHT.” 
Mr. Grazer.—** DEAR ME, MARM! DEAR ME! 

IN MIND THAT MY CHARGES AIN’T HEAVY,” 





STILL YOU MUST BEAR 


WILL 


You, my maid Marian, greatest of your kind, 
Beating most others in the way of height— 

In sporting phrase—by nearly half a length, 

Whom when the people gaze upon, they say, 

With wide-mouthed wonder, ‘‘ How is that for high?” 
You whose fair ‘‘ presence ” is magnificent— 

I only know your absence, which is not— 

You are a woman with some weight about you, 

| You are a woman with extended views, 

And I, a person of some nine pounds odd, adore you. 
’T is true I’m only eighteen inches high, 

| While you attain nigh half that sum in feet ; 

| Still I adore you, for, of consequence, 

You must be, love, large-hearted. 

| You are my goddess, There are inany maids 

I could look up to, none set up like thee. 
Return my passion—hardly in the way 

MSS. are returned, ‘* Declined with thanks,” 
Reciprocate it, dearest ; do not deem 

That my ambition soars a bit too high ; 

But hold me up (you can) as your ideal ; 

Wed me, and think what houses we shall draw 
Throughout the world, when ‘‘ agent in advance’ 
Can advertise, in gaudy-lettered bills, 

‘The Mightiest Anomaly E’er Known 

Is Coming upon such and such a day,— 
Namely, A GIANT AND A DWARF IN ONE!” 
Marian, in your own interest, become 
My—well—considerably better half. 

Woman must have a master, but she likes 

One as less masterful as she can get : 

Take me. 
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Bravo, Rugby ! 

THe railway em/loyés of Rugby have done a generous 
thing in presenting a young married man, named Farland, 
with a hand-tricycle and thirty sovereigns. This unfortunate 

| young fellow, who isa fireman, met with a terrible accident 

| about a year ago, losing both his legs, and breaking his jaw 

| and one arm, The railway company found him work to do 

' as a clerk, and presented him with mechanical limbs, but £30 

| in hard cash is the right way to put a man on fis /egs. Those 
Rugby railway men must be s¢er/ing fellows. 





| “Don’t we Love ’em!” 
Our Special Justice of the Peace has been heard to say, 
‘*T am most careful ; I am never either partial or impartial 


on the bench.” Judging from the country magistrates’ fre- 
quent judicial jocularities, our Special J.P. ought to be 





[And she left, feeling quite small. | knighted (just to encourage the others, you know). 




















CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES, 





“MR, HEALY’S AMENDMENT.” 


Mr. R. Guer. Most telling speech, Mr. O’Divvle’s, in the House ; 
made a deep impression when he described the bombardment of Alexan- 
dria as a ** blood-and-thunder batterment by bashing braggadocios,” and 
his allusion to the Premier as a ** garrulous old gorilla” carried convic- 
tion with it. 

Mr. D. BArEerR. Well, I don’t think so. In fact, there’s no doubt 
that the sympathies of the House were with the Premier when he re- 
torted with his ‘*jingling jackanapes.” It seems to me that Sir Stafford 
Northcote’s qualification of the Government policy in Egypt as a mixture 
of **grovelling currishness and butcher-like bluster,” and his description 
of the Government as a ‘“‘set of moon-eyed old maunderers’’ were ill- 
timed—I don’t say in bad taste exactly, but ill-timed. 

Mr. Rk. G. Weil, at any rate there’s no doubt that it assisted in de- 
ciding the Government to issue their Note to the Porte and the Powers 
to the effect that ‘‘/ev arent going to be civil any longer to sucha 


| puddling old ass as the Sultan, and that if the other meddling idiots of 
| Powers didn’t keep their blessed fingers out of our pie, we’d lolly 


| Soon—— 


Mr. D. B, Ah! talking of that, did you notice Dufferin’s very forcible 


remark to the representatives of the Powers as to his *‘ not wanting any 


of their cheek,” and his half-concealed sneer about ‘‘ lunatics and smug: 
faced humbugs”? I thought it was singularly to the point. 
‘ , . .* . . 
Mr. kK, G, It certainly was a most wise step that the House took in 
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pression of opinion, and accelerated business to a marvellous degree. 
And now that it is to be carried into the diplomatic department as well, 
why—well, it ’ll jolly soon put an end to the body-snatching indecision 
and the gutter garbage-like rashness of this blessed Government you ’re 
so mad on 

Mr. D. B. What? You’re an old 

Mr. R. G. As for you—you’ve a dried-up 

(As the speakers are too free in their language for even Parliament to 
sanction, we prefer to represent their remarks by stars.) 
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Quite Swell-tering. 

THE high-flown Healy recently called Mr. Mitchell Henry a swell, 
which was regarded by the latterasan offensive epithet. It was certainly 
quite as (s)well that Mr. Henry protested, for such a remark is not always 
as (s)well-come as the H. F. H. might think. An evening contempo- 
rary says, ‘‘ Henceforth it will be the rule in the House to call a spade 
a spade.”’ Perhaps so; but will the ‘‘spade”’ language be allowed in 
‘*clubs ” ? or will the members dis-card and “‘ pack ”’ off any one uttering 


such remarks? If they should wish to eject a “‘spade” talker, a shove ’ll | 


do it, 





A Matter of Course, 


Wuart ‘‘cup” course would be most likely to prominently bring out 





the shortcomings of adzd horse ?—Why, the ‘‘Good-would,” of course. | 





The reports 
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about the crops continue to be most discouraging, the | 
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TAMING THE CROCODILE. 
(See Cartoon.) 


OF all the beasts and all the fish 
That naturalists name, 

There are not any one would wish 
To be obliged to tame 

Less than the scaly Crocodile, 

Who has his lodgings in the Nile. 


A specially uncanny thing 
He always seems to be, 

A pet you’d scarcely like to bring 
To have a cup of tea; 

His skin it is so very thick, 

His tongue could give so big a lick! 


Some people think that such a one 
Should not be tamed at all, 
If that is only to be done 
By powder and by ball ; 
Yet that we fear’s the only way 
To make such animals obey. 


We’ve tried persuasive words n vain, 
Or gentle kicks, and thus 

We must apply more cogent pain 
To quell this awful cuss ; 

’T is evident the milder style 

Don’t scare the scaly Crocodile. 
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PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


THE bombardment of Alexandria appears to have had a kind of 
double-barrelled effect, for it not only drove the Egyptian troops out of 
the forts, but it also drove Mr. John Bright out of office. That Right 
Honourable gentleman has always suffered from a constitutional dread 
of the noise of a gun ; and it was therefore only natural that, rather than 
be responsible for any further discharges of artillery, he should prefer to 
discharge himself, which he did by his resignation. He explained the 
matter by declaring that, in his opinion, the moral law was meant as 
much for nations as for individuals; that is to say, having entertained 
from his earliest childhood a strong objection to being whipped, he 
cannot see why anybody else should be whipped either. Mr. Gladstone 
quite agrees with his theory as to the moral law, but applies it in a 
different manner : he thinks that naughty boys ought to be whipped in 
moderation if they deserve it. That is the distinction, with a difference. 

The rumpus in Egypt being still the most interesting topic for the 
moment, of course the representatives of our Treasury, Foreign Office, 
War Office, and Admiralty have daily to submit to cross-examination. 
Some of the questions put are reasonable enough; but others are ofa 
sort such as the askers must well know cannot be, or ought not to be, 
answered. It is not easy to perceive where the pleasure is in putting 
questions which will certainly get no answers ; and it would be quite as 
sensible were Ministers to give rise in their places and make pointed 
replies to Members who had never opened their lips. 

The leaders of the Opposition refrain from moving a vote of censure 
on the Goverment’s Eastern policy until fuller information is in their 
possession. Not so, however, the gallant Fourth Party, who are itching 
to rush in where more responsible angels fear to tread. This combative 
little brotherhood has been strengthened by the return of Lord Randolph, 
who was Church-i//, but who may now be said to be Church-we//, 

Although the Commons have not been able to wipe off all their arrears, 
they have wiped off one of them—Bill of that ilk, and we hope the House 
of Lords will like him, 

The Electric Lighting Bill has been passed through Committee with- 
out amendment, which is more than can be truthfully stated of the 
Electric Light itself, for that appears to acquire a new system about 
once a week, 

Some ladies (real or presumed) lately insisted on remaining behind the 
Screen in the Ladies’ Gallery, notwithstanding that they were warned an 
unsavoury subject was about to be discussed. This fact affords a strong 
argument in favour of those who think the screen of that gallery ought 
to be removed. If any ladies really have a liking for nasty details and 
persist in gratifying it, at least let us be able to see who they are. 

There has been a conversation in the House of Lords about the 
Euphrates Valley Railway scheme, the upshot of which seemed to be 
that, while there was plenty of Euphrates in the scheme, there wasn’t 
so much of valley—‘' value” we would say, only then our little joke 
might be invisible. 

Lord Mar tried to get the Peers to insist upon their amendments to 
the London Riverside Fish Market Bill, which had been disagreed to by 
the Commons ; but their Lordships were kind to the Bill—they refused 
to mend or mar it. 










































Jory 26, 1882. 











DITTIBS OF THB DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MCMENT, 
New Serizs. No. 4.—A Timip-pitty. 


Air—From “* Patience.” 


WHEN we go out of door, 
Or scan the papers o’er, 
We’re all of a tremble, 
And cannot dissemble, 
We're horrified to the core. 
For, if the truth they tell, 
The Clapham milk’s a,sell ; 
The Salvation Army 
Is getting alarm-y— 
What wonder we feel unwell ? 
A shivery-shake young man, 
A quivery-quake young man, 
A dreadfully fluttery, 
Stammery, stuttery, 
Where we saall we hide? young m:n, 
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We hear the shot and shell, 
The powder almost smell, 
And soldiers are marchy, 
And Rodocanache 
Can do an insurance well ! 
Then Bright ’s resigned—by gum !— 
Drake’s Tercentenary ’s come, 
And nature all borrers 
Its hue from these horrors, 
And strikes us extremely dumb. 
A limp at the knee young man, 
A pale as can be young man, 
A quick alarm-gethery, 
Jolly white feathery, 
Sink in our shoes young man, 








Gossip for Goodwood, 


THE SOLENT will not be the sole-ent-ry. 

The Stewards’ Cup is not a nautical vessel. 

Runners in the Craven Stakes are not cowardly, though cravin’ for 
fame and fortune. 

The Drawing- Room Stakes are not run for indoors; neither will the 
‘* Match ” ignite only on the judge’s box. 

The winners of the Maiden Stakes have often maiden name for them- 
selves. 

The ‘*Birdless Grove,” near Goodwood, is not a bird’un—to the 
visitor, 

The ladies on the Lawn are seldom ‘‘lone, lawn creatures.” 

The Corinthian Plate does not contain Greece. 

The ‘‘ Selling ’’ Stakes are not necessarily ‘‘ swindling” ones ; neither 
are the Nursery Stakes competed for by children, 

Those who are fond of animals of the burrowing kind may if they 
choose see the Mole-comb. 

Motto for losers over the Ham Stakes.—‘* What can’t be cured,” &c, 
Society, remember, always goes to glorious Goodwood, although de- 
tractors have always averred no good wood come of it, 





THE NEW GERMAN Tosacco SToppeR,—The Reichstag. 
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tained by his wife in a railway collision. 
under the circumstances hardly too Mutch. 


himself heard, the motto ‘‘ Dum Spiro” would hardly be fitted for 
him. There was also one named Greatorex. 
known quantity,” what quantity of runs should a greater ‘‘x 


sent ? 
| Cave did not cave in, 








OH! fie on thoughtless folks who wi// 
Uphold the Shadwell Market Bill, 
And so engender irritation 

Among the City Corporation ! 


It goes beyond the brain of man 
To understand how people can 
Become the cause of such vexation 
To all the City Corporation ! 


The misdemeanant who suggests 
Intrusion on their interests 
Becomes a theme of execration 
By all the City Corporation, 


The interests of one and all, 

Of rich and poor, of great and small, 
Should gladly court annihilation 

To please the City Corporation, 


And when that worthy body wish 
All London to abstain from fish, 
The slightest show of hesitation 
Must shock the City Corporation. 


The whole of London should delight 
To positively starve outright, 
Supposing such self-abnegation 

To suit the City Corporation. 


Suppose they fancy, by-and-bye, 
To wholly stop the food supply, 
We should receive with acclamation 
This verdict of the Corporation. 


Of what—we ask it with a sneer— 
Of what importance are a mere 
Four millions odd of population 
seside the City Corporation ? 


Why, lor! in order to prevent 
Their losing any market-rent, 

We ought to sacrifice the nation— 
To please the City Corporation. 








How Mutch? 


Dr. Mutcu has just been awarded £4,500 for serious injuries sus- 
It isa large sum, but perhaps 
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Play !—upon Names, 
In the Eton and Harrow match a Mr. Spiro played; as he made 


If ‘‘ x represents an un- 
” repre- 
Among the Etonians A, H. Studd studd-ied to succeed, and 
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**Oh, William, William, I did not expect it 
of thee.” 


** Verily, this i 


RESIGNATION; OR, THE MAN OF PE 
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ACE AND THE MAN OF WAR. 
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And join Forster and Argyll in their peaceful 


s too much; I will retire, i 
seclusion. 
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THE weather behaved in the choicest way ; 
The Simple Consumer in town was gay ; 

Such favouring traits as are seldom known, 
Distinguished the weather when seed was sown, 
The season arrived to secure the hay ; 

The Simple Consumer continued gay, 

For the rain kept off and the sun was hot, 

And they very successfully stacked the lot. 


The Simple Consumer he smiled and said, 

** My horse and my ass will be cheaply fed, 

For, owing to such a successful crop, 

The priee of the fodder will surely drop,” 

The Simple Consumer, with joy replete, 

Regarded the splendidly thriving wheat, 

For weather, now rainy, now bright and clear, 
Encouraged, and fattened, and browned the ear. 


The Simple Consumer he smiled and said, 

** There wiil be a fall in the price of bread ! 

In view of the saving in cost, I think 

I'll chance the expense and afford a drink.” 

The tariff was lowered, per rail, for coals ; 

The meat from America came in shoals ; 

‘* Which means,” the Consumer remarked, ‘‘a flood 
Of both the commodities cheap as mud !” 


The City Obstructionists failed to kill 

Or injure the Riverside Market Bill; 

The Simple Consumer remarked, ‘‘ How nice ! 
This savours of fish at a fairer price !”” 

In short, it would give you your work to do 
To find a more prosperous year right throug 











The Simple Consumer he was so glad— 
Ile ’d visions of saving a pound, he had ! 


Tim | The Simple Consumer maintained his grin 

ina Of jubilant joy; and his bills came in ; 
And there wasn’t a measure about the place 
Could measure that Simple Consumer’s face ! 

. * - 7 

The weather was mad. From the first of Jan. 
It worked on a wholly inverted plan ; 
When rain was the article most in need, 
Then drought was in fashion, and killed the seed. 


When harvest approached and the time for sun, 

It poured for a couple of months like fun ; 
— | There wasn’t a root nor an ear of grain ; 

- | But the Simple Consumer appeared insane— 
He grinned in a way that would ill beseem ; 
And the state of the crops was his constant theme ; 
Whenever he talked of the earless lands 
He inwardly chuckled and rubbed his hands, 


The miners idled, with strikes in store ; 

No meat from America reached our shore ; 

But the Simple Consumer appeared so glad 

That innocents fancied he must be mad. 

The hurricanes raged in the seas about, 

And none of the fishing-boats dared go out ; 
And—the common result of the storm-god’s freaks— 
There wasn’t a fish to be caught for weeks, 


Then skipped the Consumer like lambs at play, 
As he thought of the market down Shadwell way ; 
As he thought of the newly completed ‘‘ Ring” 
That would render that market a useless thing. 
And said the Consumer, with inward cheer, 
* Poor trade will get less of a ‘ pull’ ¢hzs year ;” 
But, bless us! you know, when his bills came in, 
That Simple Consumer he ceased to grin ! 

* * + + 


And mow, having learned in the finest school, 
However commodities chance to rool— 

Come dearth at its deepest, come vast supplies— 
That knowing Consumer he only sighs, 
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Servia Right. 


THE Servians intend improving their armaments, and adding 126,000 
men to their regular army, defraying the cost out of the salt monopoly, 
This is a clear case of making a-salt pay for battery. 





One of those hard-hearted stony parties, the Seer of Chelsea, or 
somebody else, wrote : ‘‘ The most delicate attention is inattention when 
aman is talking nonsense, or a woman is talking at all.” We agree 
with this sentiment in the main, but ‘‘an Irish Member ” might be sub- 
stituted for ‘‘a woman” with advantage, we think, 
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A STRANGE INFLUENCE. 


We don’t know whether you have ever remarked the weird influence that a stick exercises over a solitary man who walks far in its company. The stick may be 
positively hideous—a cruel, hateful, evil-minded stick—but it surely inspires him with a fatal and insane love for, and pride in, itself; and once its influence is 
established over him, he is a lost man, and wholly under its thumb. 
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We knew an awfully nice fellow, without a spark of pride or prejudice ; he didn’t care a bit about sticks. He was going on a walking tour. Stick-feller got hold 
of him, and said, ‘‘ Walking tour, sir ; you must carry a stick; we have a splendid selection.” ‘‘ Pooh! / don’t see any difference between one stick and another,” 
said our friend ; ‘but he was carneyed into buying one. 

He hadn't walked twenty miles when he looked at that stick in the fatal way that means all's up with a feller. ‘‘ Not a bad sort of stick, y know, he said. 























We will not dwell on it. The last time we met that party, he looked at our hands, and his smile of contemptuous pity was simply beastly. ‘‘ You don ¢ mean 
t av you fellows don tf « avy a STICK?” he said 
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AT HOME AND ABROAD. 


EGYPTIAN CRISIS; THE KIDS’ CRIES IS ENOUGH FOR ME,” 





First Fisherman.—** WHAT D’ YER THINK ©’ THIS ’ERE EGYPTIAN CRISIS ?” 
Second Fisherman (with his quiver full).—‘‘ Ou, 1 DON’T TROUBLE MY’ED ABOUT NO 


| “Soothe your weary Brain with 
it, if you are Wise.” 

THE time for final tears and caresses had 
| come; her arms were closely entwined round 
| her dear Algy’s neck, and her dark fond eyes 
| gazed dimly as they turned upwards towards 
the young soldier’s face—a handsome stalwart 
fellow, though somewhat bald. ‘‘ Ah!” sighed 
Florence, ‘it will not be long before you have 
a smart brush with the enemy, Algy.” ‘‘It 
will not be long, indeed,” returned the young 
warrior, and a wild gleam of joy spread over 
his bronzed features as he suddenly produced 
one of Dr. Scott’s military electric hair brushes 
for curing baldness. ‘‘ Ha, ha!” he laughed, 
‘*T shall have flowing locks by the time I come 
back, Flo. Dry your tears, my ownest own ; 
for when I called in at 21 Holborn Viaduct 
this morning I thought of your neuralgia, and 
I bought one of Scott’s electric brushes with 
a handle for you; it will cure the wretched 
pain in five minutes. You will find it on the 
dressing-table.” Her heart was almost too 
fulltospeak. ‘‘Iamso happy!” she dreamily 
murmured (she had quite forgotten he was 
going away to Egypt). 
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| A Stop! 
| A cAT was lately discovered in a church 
organ at Sheffield. Well, there was nothing 


strange in that. The feline race were always 
partial to mew-sic. 


A NEW POLITICAL READING OF AN OLD 
PROVERB.—Don’t ‘‘ Cowen-t” your votes be- 
fore the Member for Newcastle has gone into 
the lobby. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpiTor or ‘‘ Fon,” 
The Cave, Wednesaay week. 


S1x,—I suppose there is no other prophet extant who would not have 
jubilated loud and long over such a success as the one achieved by your 
Old Man over the Liverpool Cup—if another prophet capable of making 
such a success exists, which I much misdoubt—but custom dulls the 
edge of triumph, and the Prophet very often doesn’t ever take trouble of 
looking to see if his selection has accomplished its destiny, so certain is 
he of always being right. Many a time and oft he is accused of misti- 
ness in his vaticinations, but when a tip says ‘‘’gainst them all there’s 
Ishmael,” and Ishmael wins, surely there are few will dispute the accu- 
racy, clearness, or success of that tip. So the Old Man ‘‘goes up one,” 
and presents you with his 


TIP 


Though drainage be doubtful (but bravely defended), 
Though typhoid, my Brighton, around thee may be 
(To say that they ave so is nowise intended), 
They never shall keep me, my Goodwood, from thee. 


FOR THE GOODWOOD STAKES, 


I'll hail me a cabby, as blithe as a cricket 
(I’ve compassed the rhino by various fakes), 
I'll hie to the ‘* Brighton,” and purchase a ticket ; 
Then hey ! for the downs and some bets on the Stakes! 


I'll take me Fernandez, and back him with pleasure, 
I'll back me Brown Bess (and_I’ll never repent) ; 


But though on Berzencze I’ll lay out some treasure, 
I'll back Petronel to a frightful extent. 


Ah, and pull in something respectable in the effort, don’t you make 
any mistake! But I’ve only just time, before I call that cab, to put you 
ina 

TIP FOR THE Cup. 

This is a thing appears to me 
To be as plain as plain can be: 

When one on foot 

Begins to put 

The numbers up 

Anent the Cup, 
Why, then, I think that you ‘Il agree, 
That ‘‘ we shall see what we shall see!” 


We'll see that horses strong and fleet 
Have found that Tristan’s hard to beat; 
But still, though Le- 
Onora may, 
By fate accurst, 
Be brought in first, 
From Foxhall’s chance I’ll not retreat— 
I'll back him madly, I repeat. 


And when I’ve got the money, I’m going to buy myself a nice villa, 
and furnish it with those lovely things you see advertised on the back of 
the Pictorial World and elsewhere, and put all sorts of pots about on 
little shelves (mostly the pots I’ve made over various races), and all that 

| sort of thing. Meantime, I am, yours, etc., TROPHONIUS, 








Possesses the full medicinal properties of 
ud R the ordinary oil, but is absolutely free from 
x odour and unpleasant taste, a result never 
y 8 5 before attained 


44 rT) ‘It is taken both by children and adults 
TASTELESS wit) t the slightest difficulty It pos 
st all the advantages claimed for it.’ 

Lancet, March 4, 1882 


The A. & H. Castor Oil is an entirely 
new article, and if not in stock can be 
readily procured by any Chemist In 
Bottles at 6d., 18., 18 od, 3s., and gs. 

LE MANUFACTURERS, 





ALLEN & HANBURYS, 
LONDON 





t is always safe 
to use 


Keckitts 





LIME-FRUIT 
JUICE 


SAUC 


Unrivalled for Pungency, Fine Flavour Strength. and 
Cheapness. The usual 2s. size bottle for 1s. ‘Bold byall Grocers, 
Druggists, &c. 


MMONTSERRA 


For Cutlets, Chops, Currie 

Steaks, Fish, Game, Soups, Geavion 

&c. Adds an appetising charm to the 
plainest and daintiest of dishes. 
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“THE CLIMAX OF PERFECTION.” | 
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BUY GUM. 


Crossing-Sweeper (to Tomkins, whose seat 7s not as graceful as it might be).—‘*‘ HERE YOU ARE, SIR! STICK-FAST GUM, ONLY ONE 
PENNY THE BOTTLE.” 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND THE ENTERPRISING 
DRAPER. 


A SEASONABLE APOLOGUE. 


WANDERING about the West-end at the close of last season, Sir, I 
came upon a crowd in front of a big corner shop, which I had long 
known as devoted to the sale of first-class drapery. But the previous 
week, as I had been warned by a circular, its proprietors, finding most 
of their customers had left them, and that it did not pay them to keep 
down the shutters, had put them up, announcing their intention to re- 
open with better goods than ever next season. I was surprised, there- 
fore, to find signs of bustle and excitement at the emporium in question, 
and could not refrain from asking what it was allabout. ‘‘Oh,’’ said a 
man who clearly knew everything, ‘‘it’s Mr. Jones, who has come up 
from Stoke-Pogis with his stock, and means to open the shop to-morrow.” 
‘**Mr. Jones from Stoke-Pogis?”’ I exclaimed ; ‘‘ why, what can he 
expect to do when even the eminent Smith and Co, have had to put up 
their shutters for the time? ” 

‘*Oh, Jones means business, he does! ” was the reply; ‘‘he’s gota 
precious lot of inferior stock he wants to clear out, and so he’s taken 
this shop for a term to get rid of it.”’ 

I could not at all understand Jones’s little game. 

However, I passed on, and thought no more of the matter till I 
chanced to be in the neighbourhood again two days later, when I was 
stopped almost by force by an irrepressible individual who, as it turned 
out, was an emissary of the enterprising Jones. 

‘* Do please step inside!” said this rude myrmidon. 

‘*And pray why?” I queried. ‘‘ What inducement do you offer me 
to enter?” 

‘*Look here, now,”’ said the emissary, taking me aside, ‘it’s such a 
splendid stock the governor has inside, that if you ‘ll only go in he ‘ll 
give you a nice parcel of assorted goods, saya short Jength of some light 


stuff, and five yards of something heavier, and a nice piece of French 
material for nothing.—Yes, I’m not sure he wouldn’t give you a glass 
of wine for your trouble in taking it away.’ 


‘Well, well, 











business,” and so I resolved to go in and see what was going on just for 
the fun of the thing. pan 

Once inside the shop, I found the enterprising Jones, and a number | 
of rather clumsy and yokel-like assistants, engaged in packing up parcels | 
and handing them to ladies and gentlemen, who showed no sign of pay- 
ing any money. 

Seeing a fresh face, Mr. Jones came up to me, and I told him I had | 
come in to see what kind ot stuff he was giving away. | 

‘* Quite so,” he returned affably ; ‘‘ if you will kindly give that young | 
man sixpence for the string for your parcel, and a shilling for the list of | 
the goods I am about to present to you for nothing, I will make you up | 
your package,” 

‘Stay! said I, ‘‘I’m not at all sure that what you propose to give | 
me is worth even the sixpence you ask for the string. I won't be in any 
hurry, thanks.’’ 

Seeing I was resolute, Jones did not press the payment of the one and | 
sixpence ; but was about to leave me, when I said, ‘‘ Come now, Jones, | 
tell me seriously how this game pays you. You take this place and pay | 
heavy rent, and for what? To give away your goods, it seems.” | 

** You forget the string,” said Jones, with a wink. | 

**Oh, that can’t pay you enough to make it worth your while,” said I. | 

‘* But see,” Jones went on, pointing to a distant counter, ‘‘ there are 
some people who really pay for what they have.” 

‘Then why not stick to them?” I asked. ‘‘ And why encourage 
non-paying people as you do?” 

“Why, it ’s just this,” Jones replied, confidentially : ‘*I bring in all 
the non-paying people just to fill my shop and please my assistants. 
They can't serve the people who have money to spend half as well when 
the shop is almost empty—or so, at least, they say.” 

‘* What nonsense!” I returned, and soon after as Jones was called away 
to pack up some more of the gratis parcels, I left the shop, still won- | 
dering as much as ever what Jones could be really driving at. | 

As, however, I saw his name in the Gazette a week later, Sir, I su pose | 
a was driving at the Bankruptcy Court, Portugal Street, Lincoln’s Inn 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
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URING the ab- 


sence of Mr. 
Toole, Mr. and 
Mrs. Billington 
are giving a taste 
of their quality at 
** the little thea- 
tre in King Wil- 
liam Street” ina 
revival of Mr. 
Paul Meritt’s 
Rough and 
Ready. Mr. 
Billington’s per- 
formance of 
Frank Musgrave, 
the ‘‘rough and 
ready” /York- 
shireman, is one 
of his very best ; 
while Mrs. Bil- 
always 
gives an interest 
to anything she 
touches, and the 
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not slow to avail herself. 


| The Vicar of Bray at the Globe has two faults: the 
story is so slight and the general outline of its course so 
obvious at so early a stage as to almost destroy atten- 
tion to it, and so much of it is told by choruses liberally 
endowed by the singers with indistinctness that much 
'time is occupied in wondering how the blanks thus 
made should be filled up. Apart from this, however, 
unstinted praise is due to author, composer, and most 
of the exponents. Mr. Grundy is the first of Mr. Gil- 
bert’s followers who has shown any true appreciation of 
|—or, at any rate, any power of coping with—the neces- 
sities of this modern form of comic opera; there is not 
|a waste word in his pointed dialogue, and his verses are 
| truly ‘‘ felicitously turned.”’ The idea of the curate taken 
on a ‘repairing lease,” and of the ladies of the ballet 
inviting the clergy to tea and buns and an address, are 
just in the right whimsical vein. 


Mr. Solomon’s music, though not without the sus- 
_picion of a familiar strair or two, is as good as anything 
he has done (and he has done some good work) ; tuneful, 
| and not by any means lacking in bright qualities ; but it 





part of Mrs. Valentine offers her many opportunities, of which she is 


i 
THE ApELPHI.—A YouTH oF 
CHOLER. 


| is just a question whether there isn’t too much of it for a piece which 


is unusually short. 


I believe Mr. W. J. Hill was born to be a Vicar— if 





appearances go 
for anything, it 
is certainly so, 
and he has 
hitherto missed 
his vocation. 
He is just the 
genial, _ jolly, 
good-humoured 
parson I should 
like to ‘‘sit un- 
der’ — meta- 
phorically 
speaking, of 
course ;_ physi- 
cally, the posi- 
tion might be 
undesirable--his 


quiet fun is 
simply irresist- 
ible. Mr. W. 


S. Penley’'s 
‘“*confidential 
family __solici- 
tor” (with avery 
flourishing 
practice) is as 


ADLIVUS 





superiority of Mr, Walter Fisher’s Rev. Henry Sandford is delightful 


to witness, and 
his good singing 
very welcome. 
Miss Lizzie 
Beaumont pre- 
sents that unfor- 
tunately not un- 
usual combina- 
tion—a very ex- 
cellent singer 
and a very in- 
different actress. 
But by far the 
most taking 
thing in the 
opera is the 
bright abandon- 
ment and capi- 
tal singing of a 
chorus of chil- 
dren (whose 
clear’ enuncia- 
tion might serve 
as a very ex- 
cellent lesson to 
some of their 
elders) 





He ADELPHI.— DAUGHTER AND DOTER. 


An opportunity of again witnessing Mr. Booth’s fine 
impersonation of Bertuccio in 7he Fool’s Revenge is now 
afforded at the Adelphi A great impersonation it un- 
doubtedly is, and, although I can’t help thinking Mr. 
Booth on occasion sacrifices naturalness to theatrical 
effect, it is just a question what zs natural to such a cha- 
racter; the intensity of his thirst for revenge and his 
love for his daughter are powerfully expressed, and no- 
thing could be finer than the actor’s expression of sup- 
pressed anxiety, and excitement, and forced hysterical 
hilarity when learning that it is his daughter he has 
assisted to decoy, and begs to be let into the room. 


Mr. Eben. Plympton’s Dell’Aquila is a performance 
of very distinguished merit, the poetic aspect of the 
character is most subtly indicated, and his chivalrous 
bearing, tenderness, and suggestion of repressed emotion 
in the love scene in the second act stamp him as pos- 
sessed of the true affatus. Miss Bella Pateman’s Fior- 
delisa, without being a grand dramatic triumph, displays 
all the attractiveness and character which might be ex- 
pected at that lady’s hands. I suppose the Duke of 
Faenza is to be excused his uncertainty with regard to 
the letter H on account of his Italian birth, but nothing 


but an irrepressible sense of humour can account for Brigita’s calling 


her admirer a ‘‘ 
resentful young 


There is alsoa 


sinner’ as an equivalent for ‘‘ Mr.” 
His ‘* Well,- 


man, with a stick-up collar to his cloak. 


don’t- you-do-it-again !”’ expression is really very excusable, for he is ob- 


structed and an- 
noyed every 
time he appears, 
First the 
Duchess won't 
let him take the 
wine ‘‘to the 
banquet” until 
she has poisoned 
it, then Ber- 
tuccio badgers 
him = frightfully 
when he is 
guarding _the 
door, and won’t 
even let the au- 
dience hear his 
resentful re- 
marks, finally 
kicking over an 
empty wine gob- 
let he is carry- 
ing to the Duke. 
There are other 
humours, but 
isn’t ‘‘starring 
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THE ADELPHI—THE Fatat Resutt or GREED. 
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THE WAR. 
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_Uhe Commander-in-Chief would go himself, by 
George, sir! but the weather has been so very un- 
settled lately, that really—— 


Major-General the Duke of Connaught resculves to 
conquer or to die. 


The Duke of Edinburgh would lead everybody to 
victory, but he has got such a bad cold. He thinks he 
caught it from his ducking when he was in “foreign 
parts” the other day. 

















THE BELLIGHRENT. 
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He was a London Arab; and it up and came to pass 
That, being very mischievous, he smashed a pane of glass : 
Then muttered he affrightedly, ‘‘ The betting ’s ten to one 
They ’ll put me into prison for the mischief that I’ve done! 
It looked a little nasty for that dirty little rough, 
For certainly a constable had got him by the cuff ; 
But then the British Lion said, ‘‘ Policeman, let him go; 
For I think he has the makings of a tolerable foe.” 
Sing hey! the British Lion, and he loves to look around 
For a chance to make a mountain of a dirty little mound ; 
When he’s caught an evil-doer and could crush him with a blow, 
He never likes to do it, but prefers to let him grow. 


So up that London Arab grew; and ina little time, _ 
Instead of smashing windows, he applied himself to crime ; 
And when his misdemeanours he reflectively reviewed, 
He thought, ‘‘ They ’ll shortly send me into penal servitude /”’ 
But when the British Lion had his paw upon the pest 
His customary chivalry arose within his breast ; 
He said, ‘‘I won’t dismember him because he ’s such a mite ; 
I'll wait a little longer till he’s big enough to fight.” 
Sing ho! the British Lion, and he harbours in his brains 
A chronic wish to give himself an awful lot of pains ; 
He wastes his opportunities and puts ‘em on the shelf 
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So then the London Arab, growing bolder in his tone, 
Contrived a small conspiracy to overturn the throne, 
And when seditious bantering was found of no avail 
He set himself a-twisting of the British Lion's tail. 
The Lion most politely, having weighed the fro and cov, 
Applied himself to deprecate that way of going on, 
And, keeping all his talons most effectively concealed, 
Suggested arbitration, and dissuaded, and appealed ! 
Sing yah! the British Lion, and he never is content 
With salutary remedies and measures that prevent ; 
He never nips a difficult position in the bud, 
But waits till it necessitates expenditure of blood. 


The Arab stuck a needle in the Lion’s foolish tail, 

And carried operations to a much extended scale ; 

He ordered ammunition, and accoutrements, and guns, 

The which were manufactured by the Lion’s faithful sons ; 

He made a proclamation ; and the document it said 

That the Lion was a rebel with a price upon his head ; 

And the Lion, if you ’ll credit it, * actually went 

And recognized the Arab as a true beilligerenz / 
Sing pshaw ! the British Lion, he would have it understood 
That he’s always very humble, and humility is good ; 
When opposed by avy vermin, this unutterable dunce 
Wil put him on a footing of equality at once ! 


Then he drew a cheque for millions—and you ask ‘‘ whatever for?” — 

In the name of all that’s laughable, to carry on a war; 

And after many months of it he just contrived to worst 

The dirty little rebel that he might have crushed at first. 

Then said the noble animal, of chivalry the flower, 

‘**T’ll treat this dirty rebel like a proper foreign power,” 

And offered, for defeating him, apologies in tuns, 

And shook his hand respectfully, and gave him back his guns. 
Sing pooh! the British Lion, and he’s always so polite, 
He's just the sort of party that we much prefer to fight ; 
He gives the term “* belligerent ’—it passes all belief !— 
To any kind of dirty and disreputable thief. 
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A ‘ Try.” 


ACCORDING to the “‘Country Sportsman” of a daily paper ‘‘ fuot- 
ballers are preparing for the fray.’ It is a risky game, but evidently these 
players are not a-fray-ed. Were one to suggest such a thing they would 
probably only reply, *‘ Goal-ong ! ’tis but a ‘ Try ’-fle.” 





Fly. 
SOME one writing to an evening paper says there is a woman, wear- 
ing a badge, driving one of the ‘‘ flys”° down Epping Forest way. HH: 


s , 


Wa re she was on a fly because he “spied her, 

















AUGUST 2, 1882. 
































Wii. 
| 
| . FUN. 
| | LODGINGS.—1. HEIRLOOM FURNITURE. 
| | 
a | 
| 
j 
| 
| 
| —_—— = some mre 
| | een AS UCC Be wn” & vr ee 
Hi DP iin ir a ii’ 
| | iS A Tl Au ANN A : 


MAN 
U as VV \ 
ii - ‘ 








Mrs. Cuiprry’s furniture and ornaments were all heirlooms—that is to say, they were all 
pence the pair in the dim and unchipped past; and the straw itself in the sofa had cost, at the lowe 
realize their value, after the Hamiiton Collection fashion; or, w aiving that, how 
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",You see, sir,” said Mrs, C, ‘it's not that there's any necessity for me to let lodgings ; but I fancy as it’s 
” etc. 


So if you 'll please be very careful, 
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best to ensure their 
that he ‘‘ didn't care to undertake the responsibility of buying ’em—unless a matter of half a crown—’ 
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only way to secure the safety of the heir! 
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VERY BUSY. 








Wr, Bul. —*“HOW D’ YE DO, CETEWAYO; DELIGHTED TO SEE YOU; 


BUT REALLY I’M SO VERY MUCH 
ENGAGED AT PRESENT.” 
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B. 


BOTH. 


VERY BUSY 
A DUET IN BLACK AND WHITE. 


(See Cartoon.) 


- 


How de do, sah? Hope you’re well, sah: 
Poor old nigger’s tum at last ; 
Didn’t like de big sea-swell, sah, 
Nebber mind, sah, dat is past ; 
Want to go back to my nation 
Wid some dollars in my hat, 
Glad to get your invitation. 
Golly! Won’t we hab a chat! 


Ah! but I’m so very busy, 
What with Egypt and the Turk, 
Why, my head is growing dizzy 
From this awful press of work : 
Telegrams or long despatches 
To be sent to ev’ry clime, 
Troops and stores shipped off in batches,-— 
Can’t you call another time? 


Crikey, massa ! but I’m tinking 
What de folk at home will say ? 
Facts, my friend, it’s useless blinking, 
And my hands are full to-day. 
We can’t always have our pleasures, 

For we’ve learned, to our regret, 
How that military measures 
Nice arrangements may upset. 
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DITTIES OF THE DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT, 
New Series. No. 5.—A Pro-FUN-pitTTy 
A1r—From “ The Vicar of Bray.” 
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is doing, 
is done, 


ing— 


Which keeps 
around, 


66 par, ” 
see, 
you are, 


ALL. 


as you are, 


to be. 


And if you will read with attention, 
And neither too slow nor too fast, 
You'll find that your mentor will mention 
They ve found the Earl’s body at last. 
Lord Elcho’s a scheme (which we ’ll call *‘ mac’s’’) 
For changing ‘‘the Corner,” Hyde Park ; 
They ’ve tried a revival of ‘‘ Almack’s 
You'll also observe him remark. 
And the rain (he ’ll continue) is far 
Too frequent to satisfy me, 
The crops ’ll be neither as good as they are 
Nor as good as they ought to be. _ 
But none of his comments will jar, 
Or fall like a blight on your glee, 
For they’ll be not only as good as they are, 
But as good as they ought to be. 


That Chaffers once more had a cub-lick; 
The King of Ashantee (it ’s true) 
Has drunk the Queen’s health, and in public 
(A very good place for it too). 
Our cap we have frequently doft us, 
But to none of all those we admire 
More freely than brave Annie Loftus, 
Who saved her small sister from fire. 
Well deserving of medal or star, 
Little Annie, and honours’ degree, 
For you are not only as brave as you are, 
3ut as brave as you ought to be. — 
There ’s many a conquerors Car 
Holds one of less honour than thee, 
For you are not only as brave as you are, 
But as brave as you ought to be. 


The ‘‘ Eagle” and Salvation Army 
Don’t seem very likely to mate ; 
For ‘‘ next-of-kin ” Frauders a baymy 
Retirement’s arranged, we may state ; 
And Fun, who is of sentimental, 
Is bound to confess to a ‘* wax,” 
To think that affairs oriental 
Result in additional tax. 
And these are his sentiments (yar! 
They read in two ways, as you see) ; 
He thinks we ’re not only as taxed as we are, 
But as taxed as we ought to be. 
But the end of all taxes we still 
Possess an impatience to see, 
Then we’// be not only as taxed as we will, 
But as taxed as we ought to be. 








One only—perusal of Fun. 
For FuN has the scent of a beagle 
For running a topic to ground, 
And Fun has the eye of an eagle 
on a-glancing | 


For those who would know what 
And those who would know what 


One course there exists for pursu- 


So keep your eyes well on each 
And notice each verse that you 

And you’// be not only as wise as | 
But as wise as you ought to be. 

’T is not an ambition to mar, 
As every one will agree, 


To pose as not only as wise | 


But as wise as you ought 













































PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


A LENGTHY and critical discussion was the natural result of Mr. 
Gladstone’s proposal to raise money for our little trip to Egypt. This 
proposal suggests an amended version of a notorious original— 

“* For he himself has said it, 
That he wants a Vote of Credit, 
As he is an Englishman.” 

Since, though he once had hopes that the Rooshian, the French, 
the Prooshian, or, perhaps, Italian, would aid him in his difficult 
task, yet, in spite of all temptations, those fierce but canny nations have 
left him to himself to do the best he can. The House, being particu- 
larly curious to know how much was going to be asked for, screwed out 
of Mr. Childers a semi-official admission that {1,300,000 would be 
wanted ; but he afterwards explained that he ought to have said 

,2,300,000—an error of a single unit which, trifling as it may sound, 
will make a considerable difference to the public pocket. The Premier 
| obtains this amount by sticking on an additional threepenny-bit to the 
income tax for the second half-year of 1882-83 ; so, instead of its being a 





case of ‘‘twopence more and up goes the donkey,” it is ‘‘ threepence 
more, and up goes the Arabian charger.” 
| It is almost superfluous to remark that although the Commons even- 





| tually let Mr. Gladstone have his own way about the Vote of Credit, yet 
a few strenuous opponents of the Government’s policy continue to re- 
| gard it as a Vote of Discredit. 
Lord Hartington thinks that the expenses of the Indian military con- | 
| tingent for Egypt ought to be defrayed out of the revenues of India. | 
| The average British tax-payer will hardly grumble at that ! | 
| The House, which likes to hear all the news, cheerfully agreed to a 
| humble address being forwarded to the Queen to thank Her Majesty | 
for having kindly communicated to them her royal intention of calling | 
| out her Reserves. A deafish stranger in the Gallery having understood | 
it that the Queen was going to call out her freserves, stated in a loud | 
whisper that if she could spare him some strawberry-jam and a pot or | 
two of ginger he should be glad. | 
With respect to our bellicose preparations, the Conservative Lords are, 
everything considered, behaving like lambs, and the British Lion (as | 
represented by Earl Granville) is beginning quite to enjoy their company. | 
From a statement made to their Lordships we learn that Mr. Gladstone | 
sent no answer to the extraordinary epistle addressed to him by Arabi | 
Pasha. We presume our Premier purposes to forward his reply shortly | 
by a military out-fos?, 
At a recent Saturday Sitting the House of Commons did not adjourn | 
until past midnight. And yet they will not allow such harmless exhibitions 
as Museums and Picture Galleries to be opened on Sundays ! | 
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THE PRICE OF WAR. 


Weli-to-do Party.—‘** CONFOUND THIS EGYPTIAN 
IT’s A REGULAR TAX ON ONE'S BRAIN HAVING 
THROUGH THE PAPER NOW.” 

Hard-up Party.—‘*‘ CONFOUND IT TOO, I say! 
THE INCOME-TAX THAT’S ON MY BRAIN, 
TAX PAPER THAT | FEAR WADING 


BUSINESS ! 
TO WADE 


SUT IT’S 


AND THE INCOME. 
rHROUGH.”’ yr 
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i= ALMACK’S REDIVIVUS. 
































Chorus by Lady Patronesses.—‘' He's got em on!!!" 





THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON AND HIS 16/- TROUSERS. 


Solo by his Grace. —‘‘1'm going to do without ‘em. 


ee 


Tableau.—Exit Iron Duke, with much greater 
rapidity than he entered.—Old Legend. 








THE “PEOPLE”? 


One of our correspondents, who went down to Chingford on Saturday, was shocked 
at the treatment to which the horses hired out by gipsies and others are subjected in 
the forest. ‘‘Great hulks of savages,” he says, ‘‘ mount poor half-fed creatures, aud 
keep them on full gallop till the time is up. 


Evening Paper. 














How thoroughly thankful and glad they must feel 
Who laboured with laudable patience and zeal 

To rescue the Forest of Epping from those 

Who struggled to pilfer and strove to enclose ! 


Supposing they hold as the chief of delights 
The having restored to the people their rights, 
What absolute joy in their bosoms must lurk 

On seeing the ‘‘ people” who gain by the work ! 


This class of the people’s particular traits 

Incline us to fancy that excellent phrase 

“The parks for the people,” is quite out of joint— 
“The parks for the vermin” is more to the point. 


It certainly wou/d have been terribly hard 

Had the gentle and savoury rough been debarr’d 
From the use of a forest in which to give vent 
To his ever-predominant torturing bent. 


Such pleasant proceedings, one cannot but feel, 
) Are likely to foster philanthropy’s zeal 

On future occasions when any one slights 

The people’s divine and indelible rights ! 





| If these are ‘‘the people” who mount on the backs 
Of the beaten and starved and unfortunate hacks, 
There ne other thing that we wouldn’t combat 
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FUN’S CONDENSED LIBRARY; OR, FIVE 


MINUTES’ FICTION, 
No. IL.—A VOICE AND NOTHING MORE. 

SCENE, the sands of Bloatermouth; Time, that season of the year 
which, characterized by easterly winds and incessant rain, is known to 
Englishmen as summer. The lovely Patricia Perkins paces the sands 
with downcast nose and upturned eyes—no, I mean downcast eyes and 
upturned nose. She is sad—she so young (rising thirty-nine from time 
immemorial)—she with the eyes ot the ocean’s own green, the wavy 
locks of the sunset’s crimson, the nasal organ of the sky’s own blue. 
Ah me! ’t was ever thussish. She loves! 

Ay! she, the proud daughter of the house of Perkins of Paddington ; 
the daughter of a race that had borne the royal arms on the shutters by 
virtue of having supplied the cousin of a housemaid who had once been 
on the domestic staffat Kensington Palace with cats’ meat ; she at whose 
feet butchers, bakers, and candlestick manufacturers had thrown them- 
selves in various stages of intoxication ; she whose birth was so exalted 
that she might have mated with a chimney-sweep, whose rank made her 
sought by many cabmen. She loved! Whom? Not the chimney- 
sweep, who might have been sootable; not the butcher, who also might 
have sueted ; but the gallant but impecunious Alonzo, the Lion Comique. 
Yes, through the season he had sung upon those sands, thrilling the 
beau monde of Bloatermouth; and Patricia Perkins asked her heart this 
question—which should conquer, love or pride? She heard a footmark ! 
Looking up, she beheld—Alonzo! ‘* Howd’ yedo, st’st?” he murmured 
in the tones she knew so well—that green hat, that blue coat, those 
chessboard inexpressibles! As he remarked, there was only one in it, 
that was he; and he, indeed, had got them on, though his expressed 
intention of doing without them was questionable. Then he asked her 
if she would be his hollyhock, his pansy, and various other floricultural 
articles. Who could resist such pleading? They fled. 

* * * * * 

But times were hard, and every day Alonzo found reason for his 
favourite remark, ‘‘ Up went the price.” Poverty, with characteristic 
rudeness, stared them in the face and out of countenance. At last 
Patricia determined to seek her ancestral paternal hall at Paddington. 
Thither, accompanied by her devoted Alonzo, she presented herself, and 
the twins with which she had presented her husband. Perkins pater had 
never forgiven the mésalliance of his daughter. Strangely enough, he 
was at the moment relating his sorrows to his intimate friend the Earl 
of Edgware Road, who in turn was lamenting the treatment he had re- 
ceived from a ne’er-do-weel son who had disappeared long years ago. 
‘* If our children had been dutiful,” said the earl, ‘‘ our respective houses 
might have been united.’’ Just then Patricia entered. She threw her- 
self and one twin at her father’s feet. ‘‘Spare me!” she cried; and he 
said he could very well, and she’d better slope, or else she ’d get chucked ; 
whereupon her faithful Alonzo rushed forward, and informed Perkins 
pater that he’d hit him ina minute. The Earl of Edgware started : 
he didn’t go far, but rushed towards the soi dtsant Alonzo, exclaiming, 
‘‘ Brabazon Bayswater, my long-lost son!” although the party in ques- 
tion only stood four feet eleven in his boots. When Perkins found that 
the blood of his daughter’s husband was as blue as her nose, he gave 

blessing, and the attached couple lived happily ever after- 
wards, until Alonzo was summoned for ill-treating a kitchen poker by 


VENUIDS lt against the head of the! vely ratricia 
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Spoons and Forks. 


THAT ‘‘ fingers were made before forks” is a fact 
That will be disputed by none, 

For fingers were made—and the date is exact— 
On the first of the world’s year ONE! 

Forks are newfangled things, and in times of old, 
There can not be the slightest doubt, 

Had we lived before forks, we had not been told, 
As too frequently now—“‘ fork out.” 


If spoons were invented by Adam and Eve, 
It was when they ’d no work to do, 

And discovered that ‘‘ spooning ” would quite relieve 
The time that they mzs¢ get through. 

But WE have to labour with sweat of the brow, 
’Neath the indolent sun and moon, 

For the ‘‘ needful” to ‘‘ fork out ’’—as we must now— 
For the darling on whom we “spoon.” 


Now, spooning in Eden was well in its way, 
There was nobody there to see ; 

But, O lovers who live in the present day, 
You should manage it privately! 

Spoon just as you like when there ’s nobody there, 
But get wed at an early date, 

And you ’ll very soon find you no more will care 
For spoons, unless silver-plate ! 


The Revolver Lunacy. 


Mr. BARSTOW, the Clerkenwell magistrate, is perfectly 
rational at times. We are happy to be able to approve of his 
remarks on the ‘‘ revolver nuisance.” Mr. Barstow has de- 
termined to send for trial any reckless idiot who is charged 
before him with causing the death of a fellow-creature by the 
foolish handling of firearms. No matter whether an ‘‘ink- 
widge” has resulted in a verdict of ‘‘ death from misadven- 
ture,” Mr, Barstow states that he will sternly decline to dis- 
charge any fool who has discharged with fatal results a firearm, 
while playing the fool with it. We are only sorry that the 
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law does not allow a good sound flogging to be administered 
to the lunatics who are in the habit of flourishing firearms in 
public house bars, railway carriages, and in the streets, to the | 
terror, and sometimes death, of sane individuals who may 
happen to be placed in juxtaposition to them. 


Flowery. 


Tue Horticultural Exhibition, now being held at the Agri- 
cultural Hall, ought to be a success. All is fair and above- 
board, though one will find many a ‘‘plant” there. The 
ferns will fern-ish much scope for study, and the roots are | 
far from ‘‘seedy ;” and among the prize flowers each pet ’ll | 
haveitsadmirers. And, besides, all the well-to-do exhibitors 
of plants will of course be flower-‘‘ pots.” 








THE SORT OF THING WAITERS HAVE TO PUT UP WITH. 


One of the Good Old School,—‘*‘ WHAT THE DEUCE IS THAT NASTY- 
LOOKING MESS, WAITER?” 
Waiter.—‘**‘ GREAT DELICACY, SIR; OUR CHEF’S JUST MADE A BIG 


BOWL OF 
CHICKEN, ALL SORTS OF VEGETABLES IN IT, AND MAYONNAISE SAUCE, 


WONDERFUL, SIR! 
O. of the G. O. S.—** WHAT’S IT CALLED?” 
W,.—‘* Russtan SALAD, SIR.” 

O. of the G. O. S.—‘*' OH, YOU RASCAL ! 
TO DARE TO BRING 
AND ASK ME TO EAT IT! 
THE MANAGER, YOU-—— 


IT, SIR. THERE’S TRUFFLES, ANCHOVIES, OLIVES, COLD 


I THOUGHT YOU MIGHT LIKE A PLATR, SIR,” 


CONFOUND YOUR INSOLENCE, 
ME ANYTHING CONNECT&D WITH THAT COUNTRY, 
I ’D HAVE YOU KNOW I’M A Tory, SiR. CALL 


” 


[ Uses language unfit for publication. 








A HAPPY MAN. 


He was enjoying himself vas:ly. Great Britain was at war with a 
foreign land. He was a Briton; he was reading the accounts of the 
slaughter of our countrymen by the enemy’s weapons; he noted the 
marvellous execution done by these weapons: here a well-aimed shell 
had burst in our entrenchments, and blown a company of Englishmen 
to atoms ; there another had succeeded in entering the magazine of one 
of our ironclads, and sending the ship to the bottom with all hands; 
elsewhere a volley from the enemy’s rifles had decimated a squadron of 
British cavalry ; and in another place a shrapnel had mangled a British 
general, 

As he read on, he felt his heart lighten and his appetite increase ; he 
rang for another rasher of bacon. He had known personally so many 
of the officers whose names he now read among the list of slaughtered. 

‘“*Ah, here’s that capital fellow Jones lost both his legs,” he said ; 
‘‘and here’s my old chum Brown cut in two; and here are Smith, 
Green, and Robinson blown to pieces.” 

His heart was so light that he could not abstain from getting up and 
actually skipping about the room, carolling the while with sheer 
exuberance of spirits. 

_ Then friends, admiring friends, began to pour in and grasp his hand 
in congratulation ; they covered him with expressions of adulation and 
endearment ; they repeatedly embraced him. 

Then came a host of letters from good and w 
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allowed to call upon him. Then the Queen herself sent for him and 
gave him her hand to kiss; and both Houses of Parliament enthusiasti- 
cally resolved upon a vote of thanks to him; and the people gathered 
in their thousands to march to his residence and give three great heart- 
felt cheers for so good and great a man. 

And lastly came to salute and embrace him all the relatives and friends 
of those Britons who had been mangled by the enemy’s weapons— 
mothers, widows, sisters, sweethearts, crowded in upon him to see and 
touch him lovingly. With warm congratulations they showed him a 
small paragraph in a newspaper—the latest telegram. ‘‘See!” they 
cried. ‘‘Look! here’s a bit of news: your son—the handsome young 
captain in the 10,009th—has been torn into threads by a shell!” 

Then the father’s heart was indeed proud. ‘* What splendid guns 
they are!” was all he could say in the fulness and gratitude of his 
feelings. 

Yes, that man enjoyed himself; and he deserved to, for he was one 
of those Britons who had supplied those weapons to the enemy ! 





A Lang Time about it. 
THE King of Bavaria has just commissioned a national artist, Herr 
Heinrich Lang, to paint him two big battle-pieces of scenes in the war 
of 1870-1. The King has been so long making up his mind to do this 





that it looks as though he had done it at the last for the sake of Auld 
Lang, if not leed for the sake of *‘ Auld Lang Syne.” 
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Old Lady (after the character of a Servant),—‘' 1s SHE AN EARLY RISER?” “ 
Aesthetic Young Lady.—‘* Don’? KNOW, I’M SURE; I’M NEVER DOWN BEFORE TWELVE OR ONE. —~ 


O. L.—‘**Is SHE HONEST?” 


AE, Y. L.—**THAT’S A MATTER THAT HAS NEVER TROUBLED ME,” 


O. L.—** CAN SHE COOK?” 
O. L.—** WHY ARE YOU GETTING RID OF HER?” 


AS. Y. L. (shuddering). —‘* SHE HAS A MOTHER WHO EATS ONIONS 


BREAK OUT AT ANY MOMENT.” 


AE. Y. L. (indignantly).—‘* WE SELDOM EAT.” 


I KNOW THAT MANIA TO BE HEREDITARY. SHE MIGHT 
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An Ungrateful Institution. | “Upon the Fretful Porcupine.” ~ 

At BELFAST an old woman, named Loughran, has been granted a THE Globe says that ‘‘ perhaps the etcher who added a porcupine to rr 

summons against a workhouse official, who knocked two of her teeth | the margin of Mrs. Allingham’s portrait of Carlyle, at the Academy, | th 

out, when she said ‘‘ It was rather too bad that she should be treated | considered that the late Chelsea sage resembled that animal.” Pro- ' co 

in such a manner, after having been in the workhouse for twenty-nine | bably the etcher was misled by remembering that this great author had ‘or 
years.” We should think it was too bad (two teeth too bad) to behave | many quills, at least, when writing; and that he was, according to | 

so to one who has been such a good customer. The idea! after pat- | some biographers, exceedingly ‘‘fretful.” in 

ronizing the establishment for that length of time, and then to be in- eee th: 

sulted! Why, they couldn’t have behaved worse had the woman been | bu: 

acasual acquaintance. It was literally a poor return for such constancy. Not Derry-Down! wa 

Se ee ee THE youthful Healy keeps popping up and down like a jack-in-the- |p 

. box. This time he is up for Down, intending to stand for that county. , 

An Amended Title, Well, slangily speaking, Healy is a ‘‘ Down-y card,” so perhaps he ’ll me 

In noble families where the term ‘‘lordship” is applied to old and | suit the electors there. If he succeeds, he will probably say, not a 

young members of them indifferently, it would surely save much trouble | ‘‘tread on the tail of me coat,” but ‘‘on the tail of me Ulster” I 

were the young nobles spoken of as their lord-‘* boats,” whilst their | —Down being in that province. But, if he should fail what a Down-fall hin 

seniors retained the title of lord-‘‘ ships.” it would be! giv 
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The Original and only 
| Genuine produces delicious 
Custards without Eyys, at 
half the cost and trouble 


Established 1837. 
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PUTTS MONTSERRAT» 


LIME-FRUIT 


yo ont = C S A Fr 'D) ¢ Steaks, Fish, Game, Soups, Gravies, 
éd and ss [ f F IRC ULAR &c. Adds an appetising charm to the Bul 
Boxes plainest and daintiest of dishes. toh 
a POINT , Unrivalled for Pungency, Fine Flavour, Strength, and exp 
} Cheapness. The usual 2s. size bottle for ls. Sold by all Grocers, dari 
' Have met with gover f n Write as sm thly as @ Druggists, &e. he 


nae Mesasarariot Asser! SOrHE CLIMAX OF PERFECTION.” | 
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IRRITATING. 


Young Swell.—‘*‘ AW! HOW UGLY THOSE FELLOWS DO LOOK WITH BIG MOUSTACHES.” 
Youny Lady (anxtous to piease).—‘* DON’T THEY? I ALWAYS SET MY FACE AGAINST MOUSTACHES.”’ 











[ Young Swell wishes he had one, 





FUN’S CONDENSED LIBRARY; OR, FIVE 





Same weapon ? 


eee of all the vices in human nature, and that the lower mono- 
polize all the virtues. He demands that all men shall be equal, that he, 66 & tet o : 

by right of glorious manhood, is inferior to no man. gt I and A “Living” Specimen, 
Boanerges are of the same opinion ; exgo also, B. B. and I are equal.” 
He placed himself in communication with the great man by forwarding 
him a copy of a resolution he had proposed and carried at the Brazen 
Bull, approving the conduct of B. B_ in endeavouring to assert the right 
to hold public meetings in Kew Gardens. He personally wrote to B. B., auctioneer ordered the curate to speak at a more ‘‘p” and ‘‘q ”-rate. 
expressing his admiration at his tone in censuring the British fleet for 





mused, ‘‘ Boanerges and I shall meet. 


MINUTES’ FIOTION. like ours commune together, where will the monarchies of Europe be 
then? ‘Everything comes to the man who waits.’” And he straight. 
Il.—THE MAN WHO WAITED. way invested his last tip in Boanerges’ last pamphlet. 
PROVERBS are proverbially false. The catch-phrase, ‘‘Everything | The day came. Boanerges was engaged in a professional capacity to 


coines to the man who waits,” is especially so, more especially so in the | speak at a banquet at the Porcelain Palace. 
case of Philopatris Popkin. Philopatris had waited all his life for fame; | gaged in his professional capacity to wait at the banquet. Boanerges 
Philopatris was by profession a waiter, yet he waited in vain; that was | rose to speak, P. P. standing behind his chair. With what rapture he | 
| his weight of woe. He, whose lot it should have been to have graced | listened to sentiments so truly his own. 
| the banquet with oratory, to have crowned the feast with eloquence, was 
| compelled to stand, mute and unregarded, behind the chair of the civic | none?” ‘* Hear, hear,” ejaculated P. P. 
| or political Cicero—a waiter, more, or rather, less, a dumb waiter. 
| What wonder that P. P. should become impatient with a social state | 
in which such greatness as his own was disregarded? What wonder | marked P. P. Boanerges glared. 
that, at the Brazen Bull Discussion Forum, he clamoured for a redistri- | have inherited thousands. Noman should work for another ; all should 
| bution of everything—land, wealih, seats, and everything else? which | be free and equal.” ‘* Beravo !” shouted P. P., ‘‘them’s my senti- 
was at least disinterested, seeing that neither P. P. nor his followers had | ments.” Boanerges sat down; then turning on Philopatris, asked, 
anything to speak of cistributable. What wonder that daily, ay, hourly, ‘* What the deuce do you mean, you impertinent fellow, in making re- | 
P, P. came to regard with almost reverence that democratic leader, | marks? Don’t you know your business?” 
Boanerges Bunkum, the anti-all-things-as-they-are demagogue, who in 
argument could, like Samson, overcome his thousands—and with the | I am Philopatris Popkin.” ‘‘I don’t know or care who you are,” re: | 
plied Boanerges, ‘‘ except that you are a presumptuous fellow, and don’t 
_Philopatris thought to himself, ‘‘ The great Boanerges and I are | know your place. If you say another word to me, I'll tell your em- | 
kindred spirits. He believes in wealth being taken from the rich and | ployer you're drunk, and have you instantly sacked.”’ Philopatris still 
given to the poor, that the upper classes of this and every other country | waits—but not for fame. 


Boanerges, ‘‘has any man to own a single acre of land while I have | 
Boanerges frowned. ‘* All) 
men are equal: because my forefathers didn’t leave me a fortune, am | 


to be compelled to slave out my existence to gain one?” ‘* No,” re- 
‘*No; let me share with those who 


replied the somewhat abashed P. P., ‘‘ behold in mea kindred spirit. | 





————— 








The latter objected and was ejected. 


Some people have a strange way of getting a ‘‘living "—viz., by pur. | 
chasing advowsons. Mr. Tewson and the curate of Haggerstone ad | 
vows on one the other day. One vowed it should be sold, and the other | 
vowed it shouldn’t. But, eventually, the Tew-son-orous voice of the 


But the advowson didn’t get 


daring to be victorious in foreign waters. To each of these approaches | ‘‘ knocked down” after all, though it would seem the parson did. 
received a condescending acknowledgment. ‘‘Some day,” he | motto was evidently not ‘‘ Living and Let living 


Ah! when two mighty minds 























































Philopatris was also en- 





‘‘What right,” shouted | 


** Boanerges Bunkum,”’ | 





His | 
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| SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


WFUL is the 
** decline of the 
drama!” Thea- 
tres unnum- 
bered, and more 
building every 
day ; actors so 
many and in 
such demand, 
that institutions 
have to be 
formed for the 
manufacture of 
more (somewhat 
mechanical 
these latter, as 
machine - made 
goods are ever 
apt to be, but 
not without 
their use), and 
the days of long 
summeridleness 
and ‘‘no_ busi- 
ness” well-nigh 
over, for, nowadays, one season is but just over when, hey, presto! 
we’ve commenced the next, It is truly, Za satsom est morte, vive la 
satson ! 
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Toore’s.—‘‘A Homecy Story.’ 





... 


Thus :—Ristori is gone from Old Drury full of honour, and Mr. Harris 
is back full of Pluck; Mr. Booth leaves the Adelphi full of fame, and 
Mr. Warner comes back full of Drink ; Romeo seeks recreation, and 
Juliet is enjoying herself, but they Il both return in less than a month ; 
| the Vaudeville is closed as I write, but open as you read; Zhe Syutre 

has gone to the country, and Ow-d-aebt is dun; the Wedding March is 
| finished, and Zhe Colonel has retired ; there is now no Parvenu at the 

Court; they ‘ve got the MorAs out of the Olympic, but they ‘ve replaced it 

with Fun on she Bristol, a piece which has been ‘‘ travelling in the pro- 

vinces” for some time, and is said to be Bristolling with good things ; 
| loole’s is Tooleless, but Billington holds sway (a man of weight and 

adveriisement this Billing-ton) ; Ze Mascotte has left the lonely Strand 
| for the sounding sea, but will be back anon; Azi/ee Taylor retreats from 
| the Gaiety (**werry much applauded for what he’s done’’), and Aladdin 
_ takes his place. 





Some theatres keep ‘‘straight on,” so there is no knowing whether 
they have finished the ‘‘summer” and commenced the ‘‘autumn,” or 
otherwise. The Romany Rye will mot roam any from the Princess’s ; 
Babi! and Bijou will remain till ousted by the [Var which is preparing 
for the Alhambra; Zhe Manteaux Noirs still envelop the Avenue ; 
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| lue INS AND Ovrts or THe Galery. 
' 
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: yee . Now then, my little fellow, good-bye, you Il have to turn out—we ve 
ome home. 
\ RECENTLY TRIUMPHAL Carr.—Ay, ay, yer honour.— £.r/#, 
| Boccaccio continues to ‘‘run on” , , , , 
. i nat the ¢ omedy : and > ; 
fall of Patéence. y; the Savoy is still 











teresting arrangements in contemplation. Mr. Arthur Cecil and Mr. 
Mackintosh will be added to the company. There is to be a new come- 
dietta by Mr. Julian Sturgis to begin with, which has been Juliannounced 
to precede Zhe Parvenu on his return ; then there is to be a new play by 
Messrs, Brandon Thomas and Bolton Rowe, and afterwards an adapta- 
tion by Mr. D. G. Boucicault of Besant and Rice’s Chaplain of the Kleet. 
Miss Marion Terry is to take the part of Kitty Playdeil, so it is certain 


to be Playdellegantly, at any rate. 





Robin Hood is to be the autumn ‘‘ burlesque drama” at the Gaiety— 
and Valentine and Orson the Christmas piece—they are both by Mr. 
Robert Reece, who seems to be Reeceonably busy just now ; he is ar- 
ranging the translation of Zhe Merry War for the Alhambra, and also 
has in hand another piece on 7%e Yellow Dwarf, for the New Pandora 
in Leicester Square which opens on Boxing Day. 





In addition to the piece he has in hand for the St. James’s, Mr. A. 
W. Pinero has another to do for the Haymarket—‘‘ two in order,” —but 
though Mr. Pinero has orders for two, the public is not very likely to, as 
long as the plays keep up to the high mark this author has led us to look 


for. 





There is also the whisper of a new comedietta, by Mr. Arthur Matthison, 
to be produced at Toole’s one of these days: it is called 4 Homely Story. 
I don’t believe that story is anything like the one suggested in the initial. 


The Surrey antumn season opens on the 21st inst. with a very real- 
istic drama (judging from its title); nothing less than Xea/ Life will suit 
them this time. The piece is from the pen of Mr. Robert Dodson, and 
I’m open to lay good Dods-on your liking it. 


A benefit for ‘‘Chas, Frost,” who was ‘‘twice wrongfully convicted, 
and twice free-pardoned,”’ was announced for Wednesday night last at 
the New Sadler’s Wells. They were to play ‘4 Miscarriage of Justice, 
preceded by a farce!” This was severe ! 


A ‘portrait model ” of Arabi Pasha is the latest novelty at Madame 
Tussaud’s. It must be a very good representation of him, for I ve never 
seen Arabi, but I ‘‘ saw the likeness ” at once. NESTOR. 








With the Artillery Volunteers. 
Shoeburyness, 7th August, 1882. 


KNOWING, Sir, that you are always open to volunteery contributions, 
I send a short account of our doings. Under canvas here is delightful, 
it is literally a tented field, and the way in which we pitch into work is | 
wonderful. The place is one mass of big guns, so I thought you would 
be sure to like a report of the 64-pounders. Talk about big, big booms, 
this is the spot for them; bar the time when I had that little difference 
with my estimable spouse I never heard so much noise in my life. One 
of the principal teatures of the meeting (and the officers do meat together | 
at mess time, and no mistake) is the telephone, which is used this year | 
for marking scores, and does away with the old semaphore signalling 
which used to take up so much time. The new plan, I need hardly say, | 
is a sound success, Another alteration, by the bye, is the increase of | 
the range for the 10-inch gun from 1,200 to 1,400 yards, which some of 
the fellows in camp consider going to great lengths. Distance does not | 
in this case lend enchantment to the view of the marksmen, who, how: | 
ever, have shot splendidly. But I must close, for the commandant has | 
Just stepped up, aud patting me playfully on the back remarked, ‘*Once | 
more unto the. breech(loader), dear friends.”’ 





| 





Paying for Popularity. 

THE neighbours of Madame Adelina Patti, at Craig-y-Nos Castle, 
have presented her with a beautifully illuminated address, expressive 
of their pleasure and pride at having one so celebrated living amongst 
them. We can quite understand it. The recent law-suit revealed the 
fact that she was charged twice as much as anyone else for anything she 
wanted done. It is a really racy idea, for the people have proved them: 
selves thorough Welshers. 





! 
| 





Food for Reflection. | 


It seems that the famous sleeping girl of the Beaujon Hospital has. 
awoke at last ; after seventy-three days. This is rather a wholesale sort | 
of snooze, isn’t it? One of the most curious features of which is, that | 
during the malady there is no desire for food, and no sensible injury to 
be traced to the want of food. We should think she will make up for 
it now, though; that is, if she is as wide awake as they say she is. Such 

mn extensive nap as that ought surely to o ‘ petite 
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THB CAROLS OF CLOUDLAND. 





XIV.—EASTEND-ON-THE-SEA. 


’T 1s, indeed, a Cockney crowd 
That perambulates these sands 
Tone and toilette both are loud 
As the boatmen or the bands, 
Crowded, noisy, City-clerky, 
With its youths of manners free, 
And its maidens slightly larky— 
This is Eastend-on-the-Sea. | 





Trouville and Dieppe would sneer, 
Shrug their shoulders at the tone ; 
Mayfair weeklies come not here, 
Treat this as a shore unknown. 
No disgusting ** Lady Dolly” 
Revels here in naughty spree, 
For the fun is only folly 
Here at Eastend-on-the-Sea, 


Yet, despite these grave defects, 
Eastend doesn’t seem to care, 
And one, somehow, isn’t vexed 
That the swells down here are rare. 
Counter-jumpers from the City 
Very pleasant chaps can be ; 
Shop-girls, too, are taut and pretty 
Down at Eastend-on-the-Sea. 


Gazing on the star-gemmed sky, 
List’ning to the plashing tide, 
And the soft, contented sigh 
Of the maiden at my side, 
Let the Aaut monde seek Mentone, 
Baden, Bale, or Bath, for me; 
Time ! let’s stop a while, old crony, 
Down at Eastend-on-the-Sea ! | 





A New Norman Conquest. 


A CHIROPODIST out West, whose name is William K. 
Sawder-bunting, has assumed, for trade purposes, the name 
of William the *‘Corn-curer”’! 


} 





A la Mort, and more! 
M. De LEsseps says that the English will have to pass 
over his dead body if they attempt to interfere with the Suez 
Canal. What Can-Al-bion say afterthis? It surely cannot be 
that the eminent engineer contemplates Suez-cide! More- 
over, it is said that he is engaging a troop of Bedouin Arabs 


to assist him in resisting interference. What a strange thing 
to Be-douin ! 























A HEAVY SWELL. 
| Boatman.—‘* NICE DAY, SiR.” 


Lounger.—‘'Ya—as. Vawy!" 


Boatman.—‘‘ Dky DAY, SIR.” 

Lounger (who aoesn't see hint),—‘‘1'M AFWAID WE SHALL HAVE WAIN, 
THOUGH.” 

Boatman (des rerate).—‘*‘ LIKE A NICK ROW TO-DAY, SIk?” 

Lounger.—‘‘ A Wow? 
ON THE SEA, ISN’T THERE?”’ 

Boatman (disgusted).—‘*‘ AY, AY, Str! 
THEY KE BOTH ON ’EM GREENISH-LOOKIN’,” 


No, I THINK NOT, MY FWEND! H&AVY SWELL 


SO THERE IS ASHOKK, AN’ 








| TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE Ep!Tor oF ‘‘ Fon,” 


S1rR,—With a highly characteristic want of consideration, which after 
all might have been expected, you seize upon the moment when every. 
body is in the enjoyment or anticipating the enjoyment of a holiday to 
demand more work of your long-suffering prophet. With the harshness 
of a narrow mind you point out that I am paid a fixed salary (a precious 
fixed salary / find it when I want to move any of it from your charge 
five minutes in advance) and ought to send something every week ; the 
public, you say (and much / care about the public having signed the 
pledge with the frequency of conviction), want a tip every week because 
I’m so successful (I’m not fond of any soap, but sof soap is an article I 
|loathe), Of course, I know they ’d like a tip every week— every day if 
_they could get it; but have I no sense of right? Can I reconcile it to 
|My conscience to wilfully encourage betting? I can, Especially as you 
threaten to shorten my screw if I don’t. So here’s a 





Tip FOR THE REDCAR HANDICAP. 


I’m bound to own I’m not a chap 

As often sees this handicap, 

Nor do I mean to take the trip, 

And don’t know why I give the tip. 

But as the race is run to-day, 

Why, bless you! I suppose I may 
As well. 


7 \ 
f ‘ } } 
BNA 


There ’s Chalcedony (three years 
7 ' - £ 


{a chance, as i z 








On Sophist you ’Il do pretty well ; 

And just look out for Clinkumbell ; 

Then Lartington you shouldn't pass ; 

But I should back the Yorkshire Lass 
Mysel’. 


I don’t know what the Redcar Handicap is like ; it may be a big race 
or what | know, for I never did know much about horses or horse-racing 
(that’s how I came to be a prophet or, as some put it correctly, ‘’a 
tipster”), but I’ve never heard of it as such. However, big or little, 
here’s luck to it (in lemonade and rum, the only non-intoxicant I have 
by meat present) and my tip. Asa last remark, I may say, this is all 
you ‘Il get out of me this week ; and it’s no use your attempting to bom- 
bard the cave, because I’ve got a flag of truce hanging out of all the 
windows to cover my operations of ‘*‘ throwing up earth-works ” (such as 
gingerbeer-bottles, pickle-pots, &c.) from the kitchen area at all the 
passers by. There ’s a policeman coming in sight; he's just ** landed’ 
a very little boy, so I suppose he 's going to ‘‘ clear the streets,” 

Yours, &c., in great haste, TRKOPHONIUS, 





Pigeon English. 

THE few so-called ‘* sportsmen” who frown at the proposed Bill to 
do away with trap-pigeon sheoting may be called ‘* pouters;”’ and if| 
they can find suitable epithets, they will no doubt soon be Hurling’em | 
at Mr. Anderson, M.P. It is to be hoped, however, that he will soon 
carrier-pigeon Bill. 
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| A TALB OF IDAHO. 





‘*We do defect in ¢Aat ostensibly. 

We have the schools, but then we cannot git 
The folks to run ’em, or who will remain 
Adjacent to ’em, for they will not keep.” 

‘* How !—do they adie?” ‘‘ Wall, some on ’em expired, 
Though Idaho ain’t an expirin’ State ; 
But I will tell you just the time they go. 


‘* We had a fine young fellow from the East, 


WHEN they had 
finished the eth- 
nology, 

And polished up 
the climate and 
the crops, 

And glorified the 
different kinds 
of bugs, 

And told in turn 
their lies about 
the snakes, 

And fish and deer 
and things, of 

Idaho, 

A pensive cuss in 
spectacles in- 
quired, 

‘All this is well 
enough; now 
how about 

Your educational 
facilities ? 

And let me see in 
dots the time 
they go.” 


‘*And that’s the 
only thing we 
really lack,” 

Replied the An- 
cient, with a 
silvery sigh ; 


He licked the boys, and also kissed the gals, 


And was all round uncommon popular, 

Bein’ likewise an awful fightin’ man, 

And there he did slop over. For one day 

He met a grizzly bar upon the prowl, 

And whistled to it, and the grizzly come ; 
But when he went he carried by express 
All of that fine ycung man inside of him; 
And that is just about the time they go. 


‘* We had another from Connecticut : 
A widder run him down, and married him 


Inside the very school-house where he taught, 


Just as an [njun cooks a terrapin 





In its own shell, or as a lovely deer 

Is sometimes aboriginally biled 

Inside of its own skin, for that poor man 
Has been in bilin’ water ever sense : 

They say she makes it solemn hot for him. 
And that is just about the time they go, 


‘The third was well enough, but he was lame ; 
I needn’t tell you how ¢Aa¢ one got spiled ; 

For sense he couldn't run, one day, of course 
The Injuns overtook him, and the way 

They treated him was pretty nigh as bad 

As if they had been widders, and that man 
Their law‘ul spouse. They also made it hot, 
Because they took and biled him at the stake. 
And that is just about the time they go. 


‘*Then we tried women-folks to keep the school. 
We writ for one. She came; and as she lit 
Down from the stage, a man proposed to her, 
And was accepted, and she married him 

That very night; in fact, within an hour, 

He gin a party, and we had a dance; 

But Education suffered all the same, 

As she declined to teach, bein’ inclined 

To conjugate—excuse my little joke. 

But that is just about the time they go. 


‘* The second—wal, / ‘ook the second one 
About the middle of the week she come; 

But telegraphed unto the Institute, 

‘Send on some more ; keep sendin’ of ’em on,’ 
And so they kep a-comin’, but they kep 
A-going speedier than they arrove, 

For the third lady was abducted by 

A highwayman before she got to us— 

She took it awful kindly, I believe. 

And that is just about the time they go.”’ 


‘‘But why,” exclaimed the wondering traveller, 
‘Don't you obtain a scareful, ugly one— 

Some hideous old faggot, just like that 
Tremendous terror with the lantern-jaws 

By yonder ticket-window? She would keep.” 
‘* Alas! how strange,” replied the Ancient Man ; 
‘* How is it that you people from the East 

Will never understand us pioneers ? 

That woman is my wife—the very one 

I cut away from school; and she’s by far 

The handsomest there was in all the drove. 

For that is just about the time they go,” 





Ir is stated that Lord Dufferin, the Marquis de Noailles, and Count 
Corti were unable to communicate certain important matters to the 
Conference one day, owing to M. Onou’s absence from the sitting. We 
— On-ou's head must the blame rest? and echo answers 

n-ou’s ! 


— 
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COWES REGATTA. 


‘IT 18 THE Cowsgs, IT Is THE Cowgs.”’—Ovhello, Act V., Scene 2. 
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BACKING OUT OF IT. 
(See Cartoon.) 


WE sometimes hear a person say, “ The sea, the open sea, 
Go, seek your pleasure where you will, but that’s the place for me. 


” 


But there are diff’rent kinds of sea, it should not be forgot ; 
For while some seem refreshing, there are others which do not. 


Of course, the ordinary sea you get at—say, Herne Bay— 
Most people find agreeable upon a summer’s day ; 


Yet very few can relish much a sea of troubles, or 
Perceive with joy that there’s a sea, besides a seat, of War. 


It surely is small wonder then, if, when upon the brink 
Of this last kind of sea, the hesitating bathers shrink ; 


Advancing till their nervous feet are wetted by the wave, 
They try to make you fancy they feel resolute and brave : 


But as the water splashes up and rises «er their feet, 
On second thoughts they shiver and effect a swift retreat. 


The rigidly determined man, who won’t throw up the sponge, 
Avoids such vacillation by a diplomatic plunge ; 


And when he comes up fresh and safely swims, those timid elves 
Grow angry just because they dare not do the same themselves. 


However, one would gladly make their jealousies to cease, 
And see all clothed and sane in mind upon the shore of Peace 
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PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


WHat is to be done? Mr. Cowen has presented a petition from the 
Foreign Aftairs Association in Newcastle, praying the House of Com- 
muons to exhibit Articles of impeachment against Lord Granville and 
Mr. Gladstone for high crimes and misdemeanours in connection with 
their conduct of affairs in Egypt. We should think that the Covern. 
ment had better telegraph to Newcastle, requesting the Foreign Affairs 
Association to come up to town and take charge of the country at once. 
But perhaps this distinguished Association would not mind seeing this 
country go to the dogs (pure and simple), and only objects to its going 
to the dogs of war. 

The Earl of Carnarvon has called attention to the effects said to be 
produced by pouring oil upon the troubled waters, and considers that 
the Board of Trade ought to take the matter up. It would be well if 
they would, though we can assure them beforehand that any experi- 
ments attempted off Alexandria or Port Said must necessarily prove 
unsuccessful—gvease is not a factor in the Egyptian Question. 

It is, indeed, an ill wind that blows nobody any good. According to 
Mr. Childers, the wife of a private soldier on active service receives 
eightpence a day from the public, and fourpence from her husband. 
Now, in times of peace, the public sometimes get almost the whole of 
a private’s pay, while the unhappy wife gets next to nothing; so it 
seems that she may benefit by national misfortune. 

Lord Hartington’s resolution to the effect that the expenses of the 
Indian Expedition shall be defrayed out of the revenues of India, has 
been passed with the addition of a trifling proviso—‘‘ subject to any 
future decision of Parliament.” This leaves the case in a beautifully 
impartial state, and an accidental insertion of the word ‘‘not” in the 
main body of the resolution wouldn’t make the slightest difference. 

Sir John Hay, having asked the First Lord of the Tieasury whether 
it was intended to move that the thanks of the House be given to Admiral 
Sir Beauchamp Seymour, &c.. &c., for their conduct on the 11th of July 
at Alexandria, received an evasive reply. Poor Sir John! WHay-ho! 

The Government say that, since Mr. Rowsell sent in his report, a 
great deal has been done towards improving the state of things in Malta; 
so it is clear that somaltaration was really needed. 

It is truly ent wer to learn from the Earl of Kimberley that Cyprus 
is not such an unhealthy place after all. Visitors to that romantic island 
therefore, may banish fears of an enforced repose under the shade of the 
Cyprus tree, 

Sir William Harcourt warns people against believing what they read 
in special editions of newspapers. As Sir William has before now been 
himself a contributor to the press, one can scarcely help suspecting that 
he has lately had some articles ‘‘ declined with thanks.” 

The Lords have passed the Irish Arrears of Rent Bill, after insisting 
on sundry Amendments which the Goverment declare to be perfectly 
unacceptable. Whether there will be a collision or a compromise 
between the two Houses we can't say, and we won't prophesy, because 
—at the time of writing—we don't an 
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DITTIES OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MCMENT 
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New Serigs. No. 6.—A DIspensiste COoMMOD-DITTY. 


AlR—‘‘ We're going to do without ‘em.” 


HERE’s Mr. Fun, as you'll observe, his paper closely scanning, 
From title page to imprint he’ll peruse it through and through, 

| And con events, the while his tact and admirable planning, 

| Enables him to just present the gist of them to you. 


| (Spoken.) Ah, those newspapers ! 
What should we do without ’em? What did we do before ? 





The man who first invented ’em conceived a noble plan, 
And all the girls and boys must say, ‘‘Oh, what a clever man!” 


| When Mr. Wagner’s Parsifa/ the other night was playing, 
They took it cool (it hadn’t been so hot for many moons), 
The little angel choristers in bathing-drawers arraying, 
The orchestra in sleeves of shirt a-playing of the toons. 


| (Spoken.) As for their coats, why— 

Of course they did without ’em—the garments that they wore— 
Of course they did without ’em, as many have before ; 

And when the weather is so hot, why, where’s a better plan? 
The party who suggested it must be a clever man. 








There’s Mr. Dion Boucicault an audience attracting, 
To hear him as a lecturer (and well he plays the part), 
Discoursing of the way in which to ‘‘teach the art of acting,” 
And you may teach the art of it, but how about the heart? 
(Spoken.) To know ‘‘the ropes,’’ however, and the ‘‘tricks of the 
trade,” is more than useful. 
You cannot do without ’em—their use you can’t ignore ; 
You cannot do without ’enm—to *‘ pick them up”’’s a bore ; 
So why not learn them all at once on Mr. Dion’s plan? 
And when you act the folks will say, ‘*Oh, what a clever man!” 


Although the curates’ conscience may be tortured with misgivings, 
To think the laws of England are constructed to allow 

The sale (to curates’ detriment) of valuable livings, 
It can’t be cured in auction rooms by kicking up a row. 

(Spoken.) As for the auctioneer’s arrangements with regard to such 
bellicose gentlemen, why, they turn them out neck and crop for, you see, 
They ‘re going to do without ’em—and thus the peace restore ; 
They ‘re going to do without ’em—although it makes them sore ; 

And anyone who w#// pursue the curate’s little plan, 
And not appear ridiculous must be a clever man. 


Poor M. de Lesseps is struck with something astronomic— 

A sun-stroke or a moon-stroke, or a something of the kind ; 
His goings on are troublesome but pitifully comic, we 

He’s gone completely crazy with ‘‘ Canal-upon-the-mind. 

(Spoken). As for what he means to do when he has persuaded all the 
| ships to go away, and all the Christians to take Arabi’s word and go 
| home and wait quietly till the massacre comes round we don't know, 
| but, at any rate, 
| He’s going to do without ’em—he hates ‘em to the core ; 

He’s going to do without ’em upon the Suez shore ; 
And take the word of Arabi, 2a bol lish kind of plan, 
y nat a COmic mar 
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What did they do, I’d ask, in what they call ‘‘the days of yore?” 








The Guards and H.R.H. the Duke have finished their embarking, 
And off they go to Egypt (which their battles have been few), 
But maybe they will pardon our suggestively remarking, 
Whatever are the nusses and the cooks and things to do ? 
(Spoken.) And probably they will reply, 
They ‘ll have to do without us—away on Afric’s shore, 
They ’ll have to do without us, as many have before ; 
And when we each come home again, all safe and spick and span, 
The nusses all will stare and say, ‘‘Oh, what a gallant man!’ 


Now there are lots of other things, no doubt you will be hearing, 
About the Duke who married on the strictest of Q, T.’s; 
Of volunteer artillery that ’s out a-volunteering, 
And other little things, but—you ’ll excuse us if you please— 
(Spoken.) Without intending to be in any way rude, we beg to say— 
You ’ll have to do without ’em—you won't get any more ; 
You'll have to do without ’em, as many have before ; 
To take the thing contentedly you ’ll find a decent plan; 
So look at FuN, admire and say, ‘‘Oh, what a clever man !”’ 








Degrees of Comparison. 
Comparative. 


Tighter—Jack ashore. 


Positive, Superlative, 
Tight—a Lord. 
day-maker. 


Cold—a penny ice. Colder—a _ mother-in- 





law. summer, 
| Warm—a Rough. Warmer—’Arry. Warmest—a_ = Salva- 
tionist, 
Idle—Hogarth’s ap- Idler—a Board School Idlest—a _ British 
prentice, boy. workman, 
Weak—toast and water, Weaker—zoedone. Weakest — Arabi 
Pasha. 
Bad—‘‘a shop ’un.’ Wusser—a dairy un. Wusserest-—a street 
‘un, 
Tall—Marian. Taller — Cleopatra's Tallest — American 
Needle. tall talk, 
Smart—a two-year-old Smarter—a good one- Smartest—the staff of 
colt. two. FUN, 
Off to Egypt. 


WAS it necessary or the Duke of Cambridge to assemble the officers 
of the 1st Life Guards and Horse Guards Blue (cheerfully going to fight 
our battles in Egypt), was it necessary, we ask, for the Royal Duke to 
assemble these men on the quarter-deck of the //u//and in order to 
make a speech in which he impressed upon them ‘‘ the importance of 
maintaining a cordial good feeling with the regiments brigaded with 
them under conditions of an unusual nature”? Most of our army officers 
are gentlemen. The Commander-in-Chief would almost insinuate by 
his unfortunate oration, that the officers of the Household Brigade may 
be snobs when brigaded with men whom they possibly imagine socially 
their inferiors. We believe them all to be plucky, honest Englishmen, 
they will behave as sich. Of one thing we strongly complain, the 


| officers are provided with revolvers, the privates, should they wish for 


them, have to buy for themselves, Surely every cavalry man should 
have a six-shooter. If the authorities cannot run to the expense, perhaps 
some of the enthusiasts who cheered the departing warriors so heartily 
might start a public subscription to arm our men properly, 





O.H.M 8. 


IT is to be hoped that the Post Office Corps, selected to proceed to 
Egypt, will gain the stamp of chivalry. We have no doubt each one 
will be the ‘‘ sorter’ man for his post. The telegraph division ought to 
stand fire well, for they are not unused to a ‘‘ battery ;” but they would 
be better armed with the ‘‘ needle’’-gun. 


Cave! Cave! 


A CAVE of the most wonderful, not to say phenomenal, kind has been 
discovered in Arizona. For the time, at any rate, the Mammoth Cavern 
may be considered to have ‘‘ caved ” in, 
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That's the Colour of it. 
ORANGEMEN who, in spite of all warnings, insist on provoking party 


disturbances in which they get killed, are not much better than suicides, 
Each death under such circumstances is a case of yel/ow-de-se / 


Tightest—a Bank holi- 
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Coldest —an English | 
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It is said that Cetewayo is to lodge at Holland Park. W 
down the City-way-oh? It wouldn’t do for him to reside near R 
Park, lest he should ‘* Zoo ”-lose his way ! 
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AND BRIMSTONE.” 





NOT A HUNDRED MILES FROM THE “GUID” DUKE’S PLACE. 
Clergyman.—‘* DONALD, DONALD! MEND YOUR WAYS, YOu ARE GOING FAST IN THE ROAD WHICH ENDS IN TORMENT, FIRE,§ \ 


™ 6 
’ 


BEERS 


Donald.—‘* WEL, BRIMSTONE’S VERRA USEFUL AT TIMES, I DINNA STAND IN NEED OF IT AT PRESENT; BUT I CANNA THINK _ 
YOU ARE RECHT ABOOT THE FIRE AND TORMENT. THE ROAD I’M GOING ENDS IN A HOOSE WHERE THE VERRA BEST WHUSKY ZF 
IS SOLD; AND AFTER YOU ’VE LIVED A FEW DAYS LANGER AMANG US, YOU’LL FIND THAT’S A FAC’ YERSEL,’ 











| NEW LHAVES. 


‘*Breaories and Frights,” by Sarah Tytler (T. Fisher Unwin), is a 
charming book by a charming writer. Herein lies its charm—it is 
freighted with beauties, 

** Marsh’s American Guide to London and Suburbs” (edition for 1882) 
is essentially what it professes to be—full of ‘‘concise information of 
where to go, what to do, and what to see.” With such a good and 
careful ‘‘ Guide,” it would be difficult for Americans, or English either, 
to get ‘‘ Lost in London.” 

**In the Harbour.” H. W. Longfellow (George Routledge and 
| Sons).—A sweet spirit of gertle sadness presides over the contemplation 
‘of this unpretending little volume. Sweetness and gentleness were 
characteristics of the author, and “filled the sails,” as it were, of all his 
works ; and it is sad to think that these are all of his ‘‘ unprinted poems 
_ which will be given to the public,” for now his earthly voyage is ended, 
_his authorship is brought to its haven, though his spirit still lives ‘* In 
| the Harbour.” 
| “*Members of Parliament, Scotland,” by Joseph Forster (Hazel, 
| Watson, and Viney).—This valuable volume is a model of correct com- 
pilation. The skill and patience displayed in the gathering and arrange- 
ment of such an excellent book of reference, are qualities most desirable 
to ** Foster.” 

“* Holidays in Holland,” is No. 2 of the admirable (penny) Holiday 





| Handbooks, edited by Percy Lindley. It is well written and illustrated ; 


an excellent companion and guide to those who can, and a readable 
book to those who cannot, spend their ‘*‘ Holidays 1. Holland.” 
Art and Lett —This is one of the most notable and noteworthy 
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and provides for, the highest forms of art-culture, and to all who therein 
take delight. 

‘*The Alphabet of Gardening,” by Shirley Hibberd, forms a complete 
and admirable guide to this most delightful of occupations, by one fully 
competent to be a teacher, from being such a master of his subject, 
‘* Gardening. ” 

**Clever Things said by Children,” edited by Howard Paul. Mr. 
Howard Paul has in this volume gathered together a wonderful collec- 
tion of ** Clever Things” said to be said by children. Far be it from 
us to gainsay it, for clever things never ‘‘ Paul” upon us. 

** Gossiping Guide to Wales,” by Askew Roberts (Hodder and Stough- 
ton).—Here is a book with twenty-three maps, over one hundred 
sketches, and three hundred and ten pages of instructive and descriptive 
letterpress, forming about as comprehensive and companionable a volume 
as it would be possible to procure, and what’s ‘‘ Hodder,” the book isa 
** Stoughton,” Robert ’sa straightforward guide, and nothing ‘‘ Askew.” 

** War Maps,” Wyld’s New Maps of Egypt. At a time like the pre- 
sent, when so many of our troops and ships are centred there—and such 
intense national interest centred in them—such maps as these are in 
valuable. 

** Maps of Egypt and the Suez Canal” (W. H. Smith and Sons).—It 
would be difficult to obtain anything more perfect to help understanding 
the locality where our extensive warlike operations are now being 
carried on than these well-defined ‘‘ War Maps.” 





THE special correspondent of a daily paper says that the Great God 
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He was a more knowing old lodger than you would have imagined. 
pe If that jug, sir, were broken (by the lodger) no sum would be adequate to replace it—to fill up the void caused by its loss. 
position for it on the edge of the table— but he did not jog it off. 
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LODGINGS.—2z. THE HEIRLOOM AND 
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hment—and she did demolish the heirloom. 
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The landlady had one of the usual heirlooms, a jug (imperfect—original cost sevenpence 
She carefully planned a 
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t he did aot go to get a biscuit and spill it. On the contrary, he carefully placed a small bit of fish 


lodger, who was a little more 
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accompanied by a stamped and dévected envelope 


Or pay 


ln no casé will they be velturned unless 

































AuGUST 9, 1882. 
































A 


Al 








NY 
ANS 


vs 
he o~< cS SiS 2 








WHILE I'M RUNNING, AND MY BACK’S TURNED. 


B wildered One. —** SCOKE! 
| Bucolic One.—'‘' AY, AY! 


AY 


f 
“A 


WICKET WORDS. 


Bewildered and Bank-holiday Batsman (new to it).—**’ER8, ’E SAYS AS’OW I'M ‘OUT;’ ’OW’S THAT? I’M ONLY JEST IN ; AND THIS 
'ERE COVE WITH THE GLOVES AS IS SEVERAL SIZES TOO LARGE FOR ’IM GOES AND KNOCKS DOWN THE STICKS WITH THE BALL 
| Lb’ YE CALL THAT FAIR?” 

Bucolic and Burly Batsman,—** Yew 'RE A FINE CKICKETUR, YEW ARE. 

Wuy, I’v—E RUN UP MANY A ONE AT THE ‘GREEN CHEESE, 
THEN I DKESSAY YEW OFFEN G&T ‘STUMPED’ THEER TOO.” 
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YEW ’LL NEVER GET A SCORE, YEW WON’T.” 


a9 





[Left arguing. | 








| A Pleasant Country Drink. 


** The thirsty earth soaks up the rain, 
And drinks, and gapes for drink again.” 

Tue thirsty labourer emulates the example of the earth, only it is 
something stronger than rain that he soaks up, to his decided disadvan- 
tage. The following recipe we have been asked to insert by one who 
takes a warm interest in the working classes, viz. :—Well boil from one 
quarter to three-quarters of a pound of oatmeal in two to three quarts of 
water, add an ounce or an ounce and a half of brown sugar, shake the 

' beverage, as the wives do naughty children, before you imbibe; drink 
in summer when cold, in winter when hot. The oatmeal, sugar, and 
water is palatable even without boiling, but is better for having been on 
the fire, It is stated that harvesters who took this beverage last year 
got through more work than the beer drinkers. 























Arabi again! 
THE AGlnische Zatung says that ‘* Arabi Pacha is the son of a fellah.” 


Certainly he himself is a fellah that few fellers can understand, ‘* Yes,” 
sighs one, ‘it is time he fell-ah!” 
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CURT COMMENTS. | 


THE departure of ‘‘Our Boys” for the East is the excitement of the | 
hour. For some time past the weather has been like March, but now | 
it is March indeed for the troops, Royalty assists at the embarkation | 
of the soldiers, the Queen sends messages, and everything is done to| 
make the young army ‘‘ go off” well. 

Sir Garnet Wolseley, K.C.B., &c. &c., Commander-in-Chief, was in- 
capacitated during the first part of last week by fever, which was not) 


unnatural. There is no doubt he has been in a perfect fever of excite- 
ment for some time. When he returns he will ‘Sing us songs of | 
Araby.” 


On Tuesday, the 1st instant, the lioness at the East London Aquarium | 
gave birth to three cubs. This probably accounts for the anxiety that | 
has been so universal lately as to the health of the British Lion. We) 
are authorized to state he is as well as can be expected. | 





An Appropriate “Quid pro Quo.” 
TO LOAD with ‘‘forged” letters those who load the market with 








0HN BETES COLDEN | 
COATED PENS. 


ELEGANT! CLEAN! DURABLE! 
INK AND RUST DEFYING. 


| In Is. Boxes, of all Stationers. 
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It is always safe 
to use 











LIME-FRUIT 
JUICE 


SAUCE 


Unrivalled for Pungency, Fine Flavour, Strength. and 
Cheapness. The usual 2s. size bottle for 1s. Sold byall Grocers, 
Druggists. &c. 


* THE CLIMAX OF PERFECTION.” 


spurious ‘* bonds,” 
M For Cutlets, Chops, Curries, 


Steaks, Fish, Game, Soups, Gravies, 
| &c. Adds an appetising charm to the 
plainest and daintiest of dishes. 
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FROM THE MOORS. 


| Zom and George were sheoting in the Highlands. Tom had a certificate, George had none. The /nland Revenue Officers in Scotland are very 
‘‘canny indeed. One of them appearcd suddenly on the scene where Tom and George were blazing away. Tom (the owner of the certifi- 


cate) rushed frantically across the hill, Inland Revenue in pursuit. 


Inland Revenue (breathless), —** YOUR CERTIFICATE, SIR.” 
Inland Revenue.—‘‘ WHAT ON EARTH DID YOU RUN FOR?” 


Meantime, George made his escape cleverly. Tom was caught at last. | 


Tom (equally blown).—‘* Here.” (Presenting it.) 
Tom.—'‘* BECAUSE I WAS COLD. WHY DID YOU RUN?” 


[Zableau. J/nland Revenue speechless with rage. 
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PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


BotuH Houses of Parliament have received the honour of a visit from 
Cetewayo and suite. After overcoming the initial difficulty of walking 
up the staircases—a process that seems to be peculiarly distasteful to 
Zulu legs—H. ex.-M. keenly enjoyed the unaccustomed sight that pre- 
sented itself, and had great trouble to restrain shouts of laughter, It 
took some time to make him believe that the Lord Chancellor was 
seated on a woolsack, but he readily accepted the assurance that that 
functionary was not wearing his own hair, and said he should like four 
dozen wigs of the same pattern tosend home to his wives. The Speaker’s 
mace he persisted in regarding as a State knobstick, and he wondered 
that the tom-tom was not beaten whenever a Minister rose to speak. 
He declared he should not mind filling the post of Colonial Secretary 
himself, provided they would let him get rid of his thick blue uniform 
and sit in his native costume; whilst he anxiously inquired if they served 
up good rump steaks in the dining-room. Only to one thing did he 
seriously object, and that was the proposal of a photographer to take 
his portrait on the spot, seeing, with his natural acuteness, that it would 
be inconsistent to convert the public proceedings of the House to a 
sitting 7m camera, When the distinguished strangers departed, Mr. Biggar 
was observed to give vent to a deep sigh of relief; but there had really 
been no cause for his palpable nervousness, since assegais are never 
allowed to be taken into the gallery. 

On the 4th inst., Mr. Macfarlane said that the grievances of the 
Scotch crofters were such as ought to commend themselves to all, for in 
many parts of the Highlands it was really a question between men and 
grouse. Since the 12th inst., the grouse agree with Mr. Macfarlane. 

Mr. Trevelyan promises that a full inquiry shall be made into the 
complaints of the Royal Irish Constabulary; but the Government will 


| not entertain their representations so long as they maintain an attitude 
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By way of attacking that favoured knot of officers known in the army 
as the Mutual Admiration Society, Colonel Alexander observed that 
the Ashanti Ring was the via prima salutis which led to everything 
good in the service. Is this ring one of the ancient sort, which you 
have merely to rub and a genius appears? 

Mr. Childers states that fifty-two battalions of our Militia have ex- 
pressed a wish to be embodied We hope this does not mean that 
the battalions in question are at present merely made up of heads and 
legs with arms. 

Great efforts have been made to polish off Supply. It is always ne- 
cessary to go into the money question before you can conscientiously 
clear out of town for the holidays. 

There is one kind of Supply which seems to be unfailing, and that is 
the supply of interrogatories about affairs in Egypt. For expansiveness, 
Egypt might be safely backed against the Exchequer. 

In the matter of the Irish Arrears of Rent Bill, the threatened colli- 
sion between the House of Lords and the House of Commons, which 
was going to on such dire disasters, and which did produce such 
dire portents, has been averted by the heroic conduct of Mr. Gladstone, 
who, with admirable coolness and presence of mind, kept half of the 
amendment loaf for the Commons, and gave the other half to the Lords, 
thereby saving them all from a fearful explosion. Lord Salisbury pro- 
tested, but his colleagues in general approved, and the Bill as amended 
was passed after all. 








Unlimited Looe. 


BEetTrinG of all kinds is often heard of, but we think the incident re- 


ported last week, according to which Sir A. 5S. Gooch ‘* laid a founda- 
tion-stone toa < hur h ees Lo r¢ " 28 unprecedented, The odds, at the 
west computation, Were |! YOO LC in favour Ol the layer f the stone 
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| SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
WHEN I first heard 
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The company (which is at the Olympic) is 
1 real American surprise party, and for those 
sho don't mind takirg their seats under the 
‘mpress'‘on thar they are going to see a play, 
an! suddenly finding themselves landed amidst 
'Y gular characteristic American neyro-enter- 
aAinment-comic-hallet-Irish-character - o/la -pod- 
t/a,why, there they are; but for /esaut:-cs—— ? 
The piece is certainly an oddity, but the only 
ppreach to comedy occurs in the second act, 
here the bulk of the passengers come into 
he galery (a'l at once) to see the captain of 
he boat and several cf their fellow passengers 
‘yo on’ lke mad things, but, having once 
taken their seats, regard the said ‘‘ goings on” 
with stoical indifference and perfect command 
of countenance, not deigning to look on them. 





The thing is much too long, but it contains 
| plenty of fun, and the company includes several 
clever members, who play with a |riskness 
and decision which postpones the inevitable 
weariness to the latest possible moment. Mr. 
Sheridan has a very complete command of the 


of its being a male impersonation. 
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ever likely to be there either if he could help it. 
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of Fun on the 
Bristol, which 
is described as 
a ‘*Comedy- 
omedy - ido” — 
I mean a ‘‘ Co- 
medy - oddity” 
—I thought it 
just possible that 
there would be 
there set forth 
some _ incident 
or incidents in 
the career of the 
eminent __indi- 
vidual whose 
name heads,and 
whose spirit ani- 
mares, these 
pages. But as 


‘soon as I got to 


the ‘* Bristol ” 
I saw he had 


never been 


there, nor was 


[rish accent, and plays Mrs. O’Brien so well that one almost loses sight 
Miss May Livingstone also distin- 


guishes _ herself 
as Bella Thomp- 
son, and if she 
will restrain a 
tendency to 
overact (born of 
a consciousness 
of success), will 
leave nothing to 
be desired but a 
less ‘‘ slate-pen- 
cilly ’ voice; she 
has caught ad- 
mirably the 
‘‘jiggety”’ tod- 
dle of the negro 
‘*help ” 
pleased, as well 
as a character- 
isticlaugh. Mr. 
Waldon’s Cran- 
berry is a per- 
formance of 

om¢ excel- 


AS 


when | 





minutes, and then subsides into her native American. has a very pretty 


singing voice, and uses it fairly well. 


By the way, there are so many 


of what are known as character parts in the piece—Irish, nigger, and 


so on—that one 
gets into the 
way of it, and 
takes the ordi- 
nary parts with 
their American- 
isms for charac- 
ter parts too. 





The regular 
Gaiety company 
—with several 
favourites ab- 
sent, however— 
reappeared in 
town on Bank 
Holiday, and 
gave a_ rather 
listless perform- 
ance of Mr. 
Reece's Aladdin 
to a not very 
enthusiastic 
house. Miss 


Farren exhi 


He GAIRTY. --ALADDIN AS WAS AND A-! 





bited all her usual points, and Mr. Williams gave 
a drily droll rendering of Abanazar, but Miss 
Gilchrist seemed depressed by the necessity of 
appearing in feminine apparel. 

Another new theatre! This one isto be built 
over the Coal-Hole—the ‘* Occidental.”” How 
the noticer’s work increases upon him! Soon 
he’il have to live in theatres, and telepkone his 
notices to his chef as the pieces proceed. 
And the building mania shows no prospect of 
decrease, that’s (zfropus of the * Occide:.tal ”) 
the West of it! 

I’m led to believe—but my innocence is 
perhaps being taken advantage of—that Mr. 


in 7he Comedy of Errors (a comedy of Shakes- 
peare’s), in which he will play one or two 
Dromios; thus we shall have two Shakes- 
pearian plays before us in the autumn, with a 
Dromio at the Strand, and Dromto and Fuliet 
at the Lyceum. We shall all be glad to see 
Mr. Clarke back: at any rate, we shan’t be 


sorry, not Error one of us. 


Mrs. Lang- 
try is expected 
to open at the 
Imperial for a 
fortnight, com- 
mencing on the 
16th proximo, 
as Rosalind. If 
this lady does 
not eventually 
succeed, at any 
rate she intends 
to have a Lang 
try. 

The next 
company at the 
Philharmonic 
will be a com- 
pany of builders 
and decorators, 
and there is no 
doubt whatever 
that their per- 
formance '_ will 
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J. 5. Clarke is coming among us once more. | 
Ife is going to appear at the Strand, they say, | 
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The Intervening Turk. 


(QUAKER and Jingo both exult, 
At last we’ve reached the dear result 
By diplomatic ways occult 
And means of double meaning ; 
Islam has ceased to waver, and 
By turns accede, deny, demand ; 
Some one will take us by the hand, 
The Turks are intervening ! 


They ’ll intervene, and that in quite 
Their dear old way, with all the might 
Given by a perfect sense of right, 

And truth there is no screening ; 
And only just a few minute 
Conditions mar the glorious fruit 
Keared from diplomacy’s rare root— 

The Turkish intervening ! 


We must withdraw the fleet, of course, 

Ca va s ms dire, the landed force 

Will turn its heels and take to horse, 
After their one work—cleaning 

Each desert camp and city den 

Fit to receive the Mussulmen 

(Who hate the dirt of Giaours), when 
The Turks are intervening ! 


Our bonds we’ll sell at a dead loss, 

It is the crescent, not the cross, 

Should be the Suez Channel boss, 
Seymour requires demeaning ; 

Have no care of the serf who delves, 

Put treaties all on high-back shelves, 

Then they ’ll take Egypt for themselves—. 
The Turks who’re intervening ! 


A Lively “Sali.” 


Mks. MUDDLECROP, on hearing that the mercury was 
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| rising again, exclaimed, ‘‘ And no wonder! Why, I’m told | 
‘that the poor people use it to that extent, there’s a regular 
| *Salivation’ Army of ’em !” 


** PIGEON” ENGLISH.—Hurlingham slang. 


‘**WOULDN’T COOKEY CLIP HIS EAR IF SHE HEARD HIM!” 


First Boy.—**1 say, BILL, HE Is A LONG 'UN.” 
Second Boy.—** WOULDN'T MAKE A BAD FIRE ESCAPE AT A PINCH.” 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL HIRES A MOOR. 


ONLY those, Sir, who, like you, fully comprehend my general spor- 
tiveness will be likely to believe that 1 have hired a moor this season 
principally for the sake of dating my better from OTHELLO, N.B., for 
that, I may say, is the name by which I henceforth wish and intend my 
Moor to be called. 





| You will see, Sir, in a moment what a vista of playful witticisms this | 
Thus I shall, of course, divide my moor | 


| hOmination of mine opens up, 
| not into acres but into acts, which I shal! shoot through in turn; and 
when I am out temporarily I shall instruct my ‘* gallie’’—as my male 
servant up here is a ‘‘gillie,” my female ditto is naturally a ‘* gallie”"— 
to tell all callers that ‘‘ Othello’s occupier ’s gone!” Any reflection 
upon my moor’s character 1] shall resent as a ** grouse’’ impertinence, 
-and I hope to perfect arrangements by which a new set of aramatis 
persons will go through my Othello every fortnight. 
|  ‘* But enough of future inientions ; and now for the present !”’ as the 
| neylected boy said on his birthday when he saw his papa come in with 
'a parcel, Well, Sir, if I wasn’t up with the lark on the 12th, I was, at 
| any rate, up with the ** cuckoo” (as a naatter of fact I took the cuckoo 
|clock up to bed with me), for neither of us was down, owing to the 
defective clockwork in the bird’s stomach, ull the sun was full high in 
the heavens, I regret to say. My friend, who, being quite a sportsman 
and thoroughly at home with sportive ordnance, I call Old Gunny-’un, 
was also late; but that, he assured me, was intentional on his part. As 
a recognized *‘downy ” man, it scems he cannot attord to be ‘* up” too 
early or too much. But when we went out eventually we made “p for 
lost time (I enclose the ** make-up,” as it may be useful to you for fancy 
dress balls), and fired at every bird we saw. That we did not bring any 
down must be attributed to our want of foresight. Had I thought they 
would have been wanted, I could have ‘* brought down” any number 
—from Leadenhall Market in a hamper.* 
Stull I was disappointed, and I said as much to our gillie, who is 
already known to us familiarly as **Old Scotch Plaid,” he such a 
** tart-’un.” 











* Som [ n, I believe, show gill mo): ar) foresight, for they not only 
: ¢ noe Y } 


} 


essen - 


‘* Weel, ye see, sir,” he replied, ‘‘ the birds is a mickle ‘ diseasy ’ on 
this moor.” 

** At any rate, ‘dis-easy’ for you to say so,” I returned loudly enough 
for old Gunny-’un to hear. 

Just then a bird rose, and I raised my ‘* Manton”’*® with a ‘fell’ pur- 
pose in my eye. My mouth watered as I tired, but the bird flew on a> 
‘** flew’’-ently as before, 

** Look, Gunny-’un,” I cried, *‘ that grouse is going!” 

‘* But it isn’t gone,” responded my friend ; and cleverly withdrawing 
the hammer of his gun (he was an auctioneer by protession), he coolly 
knocked it down. 

‘*Put it in the bag,” I exclaimed to the gillie. 

‘** There isn't nae bag,” he returned with provoking deliberation, 

It was no time for tritling, so, without a moment’s hesitation, I gave 
him the sack, adding loudly, ‘‘ Then put it in that,” 

After this we had luncheon, and gave the birds a half-holiday. Bui 
we mean mischief next week, as you shall hear. 

e If ‘* Manton” does not adverti rc, Sir, put in some othe: Kulinaker who does. — 
Y.E.-S.R. 


The “Permanent way” to Victory ! 


A DAILY paper remarks that the war in Egypt is likely to add a new verb 
to the language, seeing that the *‘ entraining” and ** detraining ” of our 
troops are operations already freely alluded to. So far our contemporary 
is right, but it fails to point out the other probable results of the bringing 
a line of railway and its rolling stock into general, or, as we should say 
in this instance, into major-general use. Thus our regiments in Egypt 
will now, in the most literal sense of the word, be put upon their ** metal ;” 
and even the rear-guard (as the other day) will advance to battle in the 
“Van.” A succés **de-Steam” will henceforth have quite a new wilitary 
signitication, whilst the enemy will find the ‘‘tender” point ian our 
“line ” of communication one of the strongest it possesses. But one 
revolution in railway economy we certainly hope to see effected. There 
must be no difference in the ‘‘carriage” bearing our gallaut men to 
victory. Nay, we feel certain that, thanks to their former “‘ training,” 
all of our brave fellows will be ** First Class.”’ 
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What Mrs. Stickem waited | 
and-sixpence per pound, and 
couple coming up the street 
' ‘ ; ' 
. 
' 


lhey were so nice and ine 








ww her rooms was a nice, 
fancied bread cheap at one 


perienced ! 
usual, And they were quite pleased with this arrangement, and drew up an agreement with her, in their innocent way , and she signed it, and le't them to unpack. 


LODGINGS.—3. THE NE 


ice, innocent, inexperi- need, 
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‘*] will leave the price of the apartments 





shilling the half quartern, nor dared to ask for the pieces to be sent up. 
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trustful newly-married cousle, who knew not that the price of sirloin is under two- 
And, bless us! there were the very 
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entirely to you,” said Mrs Stickem: ‘‘and you shall take them by the year, as is 
































s 





——— 


4M” fp 
4 





YOU PRIS’NER—DAT 


” 
4 


TAKE 


Ry 
wy) 


7 
-« 


i fi] 


; /if i / It, 
Y/R | ee 
/, | y/ ii i / a 





MASSA BULL 


‘4 


~y 
' 
{ 


GIT 


GEL: 
Migs, 4 *t 
> GOA 
‘ 
ne 


iy y 
Ay yi 


—— 

——_ = 

—— —_—— 
tenenaias 





BUT YOU 


A 
y 
y, 
/ 
,/ 
tft 





3 
zs 
J 
5 
© 
< 
I, 
Z, 
b 
_ 
fe 


‘ 
Se 
= —= 
= aa — NN 
: ee 
~ —— SAAN CL 


I > 
es ) j ‘ 2 
we . f . Sh ws 
aw | - -. f ui SS > > 
j o AS SAS 
/ 4 sié ~~ AN) DA 
/ ce \ wn) 
. * N 
s / pe h . 
- - \ \ ‘ N 
b «* \ ONAN 
Bg ‘ \ \N 
* , \ \ ‘ \ 


PRETTY ; 


ARABI'S WAR-DANCE. 


Cetewayo.—“ YAH! YAH! 
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ARABI'S WAR-DANCE. 
(See Cartoon.) 


THE rebel Egyptian grasps his sword, 
And thinks he’s going to whop us ; 
Putt’d with a sort of fanatical pride, 
He will not believe in our strength till he’s tried, 
Though he scarce can afford 
To support the queer horde 
Wherewith he aims to stop us. 


The prisoner Zulu, yuondam king, 
Supposed himself to be undone ; 
Yet, spite of captivity carking the soul, 
He is having a pretty good time on the whole, 
While each pleasant thing 
That money can bring 
He’s treated to in London. 


Scrappy must be the rebel’s means, 
His chance of victory scrappier ; 
While, simply kept safe by invisible bars, 
Che Zulu’s supplied with champagne and cigars, 
And he gorges “like br ans,” 
And enjoys novel scenes : 
We wonder which is happier? 

















































AvcustT 16, 1882. 


— 


HUN. 71 








DITTIES OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MosSIC OF THE MOMENT, 


OVE NORTHS > —> 








New Serigs. No. 7.—-A SHREWD-DITTY. 











AIR—*! You don't want a candle.” 


YOu ’LL notice we’re about to give another little song 
(You dont want a candle for a job like that), 
And if you guess it’s topical you won’t be very wrong 
(You don’t want a candle for a job like that). 
A conv. rsazione has been held, as you must know, 
By some of ** L»ndon’s artists ” in the Hall of Skinners’ Co 
You'll gather from our manner that we sho/+ have liked to go 
(You doen't want a candle fra job like that). 
You don’t want a cand!e for a job like that, 
You'll find the information good for getting at ; 
If you desire to glean 
Exactly what we mean 
You don’t want a candle for a job like that. 


You ’ve heard of Ricciotti Girihaldi's little game 
(You don’t want a candle for a job like that) 
Against us (and for Arabi) his country to inflame ? 
(He m7-At want a candle for a job like that)! 
You read about the little boy who wouldn’t go to school 
For fear that hydrophobia should make him play the fool— 
We ’spect his fellow scholars aren’t altogether cool 
(You don’t want a candle for a guess like that). 
You don’t want a candle for a guess like that, 
It ’s a mere interrogation with an answer pat ; 
The school will lose its nerve, 
You ’ll easily observe ; 
You don’t want a candle for a job like that. 


You ‘ll find a crowd of people who would greatly like to flay 
(You don’t want a candle for a job like that) 
The chap who said the 6oth had gone and run away 
(Illumination doesn’t suit a job like that). 
Since (in a little fit of irritation, if you please, ) 
He went for that reporter, one indubitably sees 
That Mr. Justice North is not exactly at his ease 
(You don’t want a candle for a job like that). 
You don’t want a candle for a job like that, 
He feels himself ridiculous (and so that’s flat); 
Or if he don’t, ’t is thought, 
In point of fact he ought— 
You don’t want a candle to discover that. 


The ‘‘ holiday ”’ is over, and, by Jove, it never rained! 
(You should light a candle for a job like that) ; 
As Bishop Dr. Wilberforce has duly been ordained 
(There ’s some /i4e a candle for a job like that). 
Of very many other things I easily might speak, 
About those bees exhibiting, and ‘‘ Canterbury week,” 
And worthy Irish constables who higher wages seek, 
But space is not sufficient for a job like that. 
The space is not sufficient for a job like that— 
Of the doings of patricians and of proletariat 
For all the blessed week 
Exhaustively I ’d speak, 
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What a Good Patient People we are! 


; Alexandria, To-day. 

_ARABI having hoisted a white flag, an officer was sent to speak with 
him, and has not since been heard of. It is under consideration to 
demand explanations, as it is generally held that such a use of the white 
flag is di-reputable. 

Alexandria, To-morrow. 

_ While an eng>gement was taking place Arabi's right wing suddenly 
displayed a white flig, and our side at once suspended operations. Arabi 
availed himself of this opportunity to surround and cut off our left wing ; 
and it is under consideration to take no further notice of a flag of truce, 
as it is considered that such a use of it is, &c., Xe. 


-_ Alexandria, The next day. 
Finding that our men were on the point of carrying his entrenchments, 
Arabi Pasha hoisted a white flag, This allowed him time to bring into 
position some heavy guns, with which he opened fire and thinned our 
columns, ultimately driving them back. It is under serious consideration 
to ignore his flags of truce in the future, as it is held that sucha use, &c., Xe, 


Port Said, Day after tha’. 
_ Arabi has just hoisted a white flag, which has caused a cessation of our 
hre and thus enabled him to destroy the Suez Canal. It is under serious 
consideration to, &e¢., as it is considered that such a use, &c., Xe, 


. . Namleh, A day later, 
Arabi has just hoisted a white tlag as a request to our Commander-in- 
chief to go and prrley with him, and has taken the opportunity of the 
commander's acquiescence to have him blown from a gun. It is under 
serious consideration to, &c., as it is considered that such a_use, &e., &e, 
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AKACTACUS, 
with a black face, 
is now amidst us. 
He doesn’t adapt 
himself to English 
manners, doesn’t 

he? Perhaps, as he has got a black face, he ought to pine away fora 

banjo ard a Bones to bandy jokes with, We have had plenty of Cete- 
wayo—we shall have a diary of him soon: ‘* Rose at six. Three 
pounds of steak for breakfast. Sad and heavy, thinking of Africa. 

Saw a cat walking on garden wall. Threw assegai at it and killed it. 

Suite set up three assegais in garden; slung cat by tail, and lit a fire 

underneath made from legs of drawing-room chair. Wild Zulu dance 

round the roast brandishing assegais. Cetewayo told Mr. Dunn, 

‘London great City; you hunt in him.’ Great excitement. Suite 

swarming over walls with assegais after cats. Accident. One of suite 

heard piano played for first time. Thought it alive animal. Bashed 

t to pieces with his club, and gnawed the keys in the back room think- 


ng them the anim al’s bones very ill, &C., KC. 
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FUN’S CONUNDRUMS.—No. 4. 





Wuvy may it be said that these noble and energetic sportsmen are, indeed, in a bad way ?—Because it is only too clear that they are all going to ‘* pot. 











THE WAR—AN IMPORTANT ENGAGEMENT. 


THE spirit of competition, which is the most pronounced characteristic 
of the present age, renders it necessary for every newspaper to be ahead 
of every other newspaper ; and FUN, with that energy which is always 
an inseparable part of his character, has resolved to be ahead of the 
aheadest of his contemporaries. To perceive the special phase of jour- 
nalistic aheadness which commands success during the present state of 
affairs in Egypt was, with FUN, the work of an instant. The Great 
Humourist—the vast, mighty, ponderous Joker— (why should he feign 
a misplaced modesty in speaking of himself ?)—had but to glance over the 
newspapers to discover that ‘he object of every one of them is to have a 
War Correspondent who is more egotistical than the War Correspondent 
of any of its contemporaries, TUN has succeeded im securing the services 
of Tuk Most EGoTIsTICAL WAR CORRESPONDENT IN THE WORLD! 
Having carefully selected a gentleman who, through the means of 
natural inclination and careful training, has succeeded in becoming 


wholly absorbed in his own personality, FUN sent him out to the seat of | 


war in a vessel chartered wholly for his personal accommodation, giving 
him strict injunctions to spend the voyage out in exclusive reflection upon 
himself, by way of putting the finishing touch to his preparedness for the 
task of War Correspondent ; and FUN is now able to lay before his 
readers the gentleman’s opening communications from the seat of war : — 


MYSELF and Minor Matters. 
(From our Special Correspondent in Alexandria.) 
Ahlexandriah,* 


When business is active in Sniders and tents, 
And moments are weighty with mighty events, 
I well can imagine your readers must be 
Extremely impatient to hear about me. 


To cut their distressing anxiety short 

I’ve promptly and sternly applied to the Porte 
To lend me the cable (I’d take no excuse) 

To work for my sole and particular use. 


Your readers will first, as it’s easy to guess, 
Expect a description in full of my dress ; 

And, while their attention is all on the stretch, 
I'll give them a slight biographical sketch. 


(Here follow a few columns devoted to the subjects mentioned.) 
* . . * 
Ulexandhriah.* Midnight. 
While Admiral Seymour was with me to-day 
He said, in the most satisfactory way, 


a cannot conceive what on earth I should do 
Without the advice and assistance from you ! 


**The marked and repeated successes we gain 
Are all to be traced to your quickness of brain ; 
You certainly ought, it is perfectly clear, 

To be put in command of the lot of us here.’ 


Kaphir Dharwarr.* 
I rode to the front (with a pluck that outshines 


All hithert own) and inspected the lines 


| 





I mention the ride (with my usual tact) 

lor the purpose of slyly suggesting the fact 

Of the marvellous s¢y/e of my hand and my seat : 
My way of suggesting these matters is neat. 


Kuffurr Dhuwarrh.* 
The fight ’s at its hottest ; with coolness profound 
I stand where the bullets are hailing around. 
I merely allude to the heat of the fight 
To show it’s a matter in which I delight. 


As proof of my coolness I cannot do less 

Than give an exhaustive account of my dress 

(With the manner of one who o06/iges, not brags), 
And the holes where the bullets have torn it to rags, 


Kyphir Diwor.* 
I looked so superb, sitting still on my horse, 
That I did not retire with the rest of the force ; 


You ll form some conception of Arabi’s glee 
At a step so important as capturing ME! 


Our Special Egotistical Correspondent being captured, the war will 
of course cease, pending negotiations for his release. It is even pro- 
bable that so important a matter may entirely put an end to the hos- 
tilities. In any case, operations cannot go on until our correspondent 
is once more at his post to report them, 


Our readers will observe that we have secured a doubly-valuable prize in our 
Correspondent ; for, in addition to beating all the other correspondents hollow in 
egotism, he leaves them hopelessly behind in the invention of new and unnecessary 
names for places at the seat of war. Perhaps, though, this is only another phase of 
his vast and unfathomable egotism; his independence in the nomenclature line in- 
controvertibly proving his intimate knowledge of the language of the country. 








Mems. from the Moors. 


[aGo could not have been partial to ‘‘ popping at the birds,” for did 
he not say, ‘‘I hate the Moor” ? 

Grouse-shooters are not always successful; yet a decent tailor, who 
does not even stir from his shop, may be said to make ‘‘ good bags.” 

sirds are not gifted with speech, as a rule, and yet we often hear of 
grouse- *‘ (s)talking.”’ 

The best of coachmen may not be able to ‘‘ drive” grouse. 

The man who fired at grouse from a Scotch stook, and was not suc- 
cessful, said he mis-‘‘ stook’”’ his aim. 

May not a seeker after grouse be called a ‘‘ covey ”-tous man? 





In Dis-Guy's. 
[OLLOA, boys, here’s another Guy's scandal! We have heard of 
people objecting to be ‘* Guy’d,” and, after recent revelations, we do 
not wonder at it. Their method is not be-Guy-ling. If the authorities 


there go on in this manner, their patients will grow scarce. Our 
patience with them is getting less. 


In the House of ( ommons, the other night, Mr. Healy asked ‘‘ How 


( rete was from } oy! o and i repiv was 
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CAPS. 
Rondeau, 
By A FEMALE CoMPOSITOR. 


We'p set our caps to win the Editor, 

And kept them free from ev'ry inkystain ! 
Set up our ‘‘ formes” in panoply of wz r, 
Dressing as killingly as might be; nor 

Grudged so expending the small pey we 

gain ! 
Could we but get him in lone Labrador, 
Or on some solitary Cornish Tor, 
It never after should be said, in vain 
We'd set our ‘‘caps” ! 
Witches, ‘‘in storm, in sunshine, or in rain,” 

We'd cast our spells; retaliating for 
Our spelling he’d found fault with! We 

remain 

In the same ‘‘ case,” alas ! composing, or 
Sigh that not vainly only here. Pain! 

We'd set our ‘*caps’’! 








Re-serve him right! 


A CORRESPONDENT of the Zimes said 
last week that Arabis statements must be , 
received with reserve. By this time we 
have sent out enough of our ‘‘reserve’’ to 
receive Arabi himself as well as his state- 
ments, unless we are very much mistaken, 
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Mild. 
CONSIDERING the state of the thermo- | 
meter on the 7th instant, we can fully | 
endorse the statement which our favourite | 
daily made on the following morning, that 
** yesterday, as the first Monday in August, 
was observed as a close holiday "—only | 
**close” is rather a mild term: ‘“* blaziny | 
hot” is about our idea of it. 
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IT is said that the junk is not so popular 
in Japan as it used tobe. Perhaps some 
out there are not inclined to indulge in 
junk-ettings over the change. 


AY, 


* 
) 


«ft 
Ni 
i‘ 
We 

‘ 
\ 


A PASCINATING maiden, she, 
With fair young face, and figure slender ; 
A manly English suitor, he, 
ln manner tender. 


And lo! as here they aft alone 
(The victims of sly Cupid s scheming), 
He woos her ip an earnest tone, 
She lists, half-dreaming. 


\ 
‘ 








WOOING! 


Yet, maybe o er that damsel’s heart 
ihe waged Boy seve wiil bold demiaion ; 
That she il confess it, ere they part, 
Is Fum's opinion, 
May Love, that is God's brightest boon, 
Oa these young lives she its pure splendour! 


And mould that maiden's beart, that soon 
She may surreader ! 

















ONE POINT OF ACCORD. 
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‘It’s no use,” said Admiral Seymour, hurriedly scuttling into his 
cabin; ‘‘I ’m engaged—got letters to write—indisposed—got small-pox, 
and all sorts of infectious things—can’t and won’t see him !” 

** It’s not a bit of good for him to call on mc,’ said Admiral Conrad; 
“let me get away, quick—dowan into the hold—up to the masthead— 
anywhere! Here, disguise me as a marine—look sharp. Ha! he has 





recognized me by my nose! Be off! I won’t be badgered about your 
confounded canal—go away! Help! Fire! Take him cf my coat- 
sneer Cesperation. 





aliis— ha! anda he iD ped down a ventilator in 


. 
P-« aa > > vrt ; es , . -~ » ? . 4 © . Cc ’ 7 
y tne Dearc oO Lat Prophe , there he is again coming cown the 


road! It's no use! I won't be badgered about his precious canal ' 
Hang his canal!” said Arabi. ‘* Here—Mashallah—orderly, hide me 
uader my prayer-carpet—so. Hassan! If he hasn’t forced his way in 
and mistaken me for an ottoman, and sat on me. Fatima! He's dis. 
covered my toe—don’t let him drag me out! By the ghost of Ali! 
Where on earth—ah ! here, I ‘ll try this." And he scrambled hastily 
into a gun. 

‘* Mecca and“Medina! By Jingo!” exclaimed the inhabitants of Port 
Said. ‘* There he comes again, to persuade us to remain unprotected and 
risk all our lives for the sake of his unbelieving and beardless Canal ! 
We spit upon his dog ota Canal! He sham'¢ talk to us about his Canal ; 
we mock at its turban, and cry ho! ho! at its slippers! Keep him off 
—we can’t get a minute for our meals, he bothers us so!” And they all 
scrambled up their chimneys. 

. - * . 

The war was temporarily suspended. For the first and only time 
Arabis chrouic white flag had a meaning. The deliberation of the 
Conference remained for a period at a standstill by general agreement. 
The representatives, diplomatic and executive,Sof the Powers and of 
rebellion shook hands with one accord, 

On a dark night several figures stood by the banks of the Suez Canal: 
they held a sack. 

‘* There he is, coming along the Canal to look us up and tease us.” 
said Admirals Conrad and Scymour, and Arabi, and General Alison, 
and the Mayor of Port Said, and the rest of 'em, in a breath; ‘* but he 
won't find us at hom /Aus time.” 

He came along, babbling about the Canal being his property; there 
was a rush, and a short scrimmage ; and the sack, with a struggling form 
inside it, was gently lowered into a well, and the Great Pyramid placed 
on top to keep all safe. From beneath the mass of masonry could he 
heard, at intervals, such expressions as *‘ Parbleu! Sacré 44! Diable! 
Ze Canal, you let ‘im alone! You jest toush ‘im, gat ’s all!” 

This was all. 

After that they were able to carry on the war in peace, 


‘‘ MOVEMENTS OF THE GUARDS.”—Their drill. 








6M To Corresponpaenta—The Editor does not bind himself ta acknowledge, 
accompanied by a stamped and 


return, or pay /or Contributions in no case will they be véturned wndet 


lescted envelove. 
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| A PLAYFUL FARE; OR, FAIR PLAY. 
| SCENE—A Slock in the City. 
Urchin behind Cab,—‘*I say, CABBY, IF YOU DON’T DRIVE ON A LITTLE FASTER, I SHALL HAVE TO GET DOWN AND WALK,” 
| The Oxford. ‘FPF UN'S” FUNNY BOOKS. 
| ore th ei Citar: i FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. 
| THE geetent Oxford's bisthday camerounc on Wednesday, August ONE SHILLING EACH. Post-free, 18. 24d. 
oth, This music hall has now entered the giddy teens. Always amusing, 
always respectable, the Oxford show is not to be beaten in England. ¢¢ Tell, 
Go and hear Arthur Roberts and James Fawn, the biggest chiefs among FU N S CO M ICA L C R EATU R ES. 
a jocular fraternity; go and listen to the wild notes of Paganini Redi- ; : 
vivus, and the sweet ones of the Sisters Taylor; go and feast your eyes One Hundred and Forty Grotesque Pictures by ERNEST GRISET. 
i on Avolina; go and laugh at the quips of De Voy and Le Clerq; not ‘* In which some amusing prose and verse serve as accompaniment to more than Six 
; forgetting to watch at intervals the twinkling eye of Manager Jennings, score of very amusing woodcuts, from grotesque drawings of animals by Ernest 
b b " ° x Griset.’—H eekly Dispat h. 
whose genial face is an absolute antidote for the blues, 
a ‘“FUNS” HOLIDAY BOOK 
€ 
_ THe Liberty and Property Defence Fund have boldly avowed their COMIC PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
intention to oppose the running of cheap trains for workmen. This 1S ‘*It is replete with wit and hutnour, and admirably suited for leisure reading.” 
a nice line to go upon. It is enough to drive the B, W. to Elcho-hol. 
The promoters of this association will soon need a Defence Fund for FUN ON THE SANDS.—comic Pictures on Every Page. 
themselves if they go on like this; that is, if any one can be found to For the road, rail, and river. 
defend such idiotic proceedings. THE ESSENCE OF FUN.—Comic Pictures on Every Page. 3 
j vans oe on “Rich in illustration and teeming with jokes.” 3 
1 THE EXTRACT OF FUN .—comic Pictures on Every Page. ? 
AN AMBIGUOUS SPECULATION.—Mdme, Bernhardt’s purchase of the ** Admitably fitted to while away an hour or two of a tedious railway journey.” 
if ase of the Ambigu. 
lease } “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 
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BLACK Ta he MONTSERRAT ®,c 


For Cutlets, Chops, Curries, 








DOME 














Steaks, Fish, Game, Soups, Gravies, 
ei IRC ULAR &c. Adds an appetising charm to the 
I BRILLIANT!! CLEAN!! NO DUST!! plainest and daintiest of dishes. 
ij Por Excellence of Cold Medal For Cleanliness POINTE , Unrivalled for Pungency, Fine Flavour, Strength, and 
Juality in Use. ; Cheapness. The usual 2s. size bottle for 1s. Sold byall Grocers, 
: : - Have met with gvener ; : rn atior ; W rite as stiocothiy as a Druggists, &e. 


E, JAMES % SONS, sous maxes, PLYMOUTH, ssdoivyiges orcs | SuxPose Meigbararant Aucred | (PE CLIMAX OF PERFECTION,” 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THB 
TIMES. 


THE UBIQUITOUS OBSTACLE. 


THE PRIME MINISTER. Yes—Well, then, 
I'll just write to Seymour to tell him to pro- 
ceed to the Suez Canal and Now, hang it, 
who’s collared my pen? (suddenly reco!le ting) 
Oh, ah, of course, it’s that chap again. Tell 
you what, if I get hold of that chap I ’ll- — 
(too terrible for publication), 

ADMIRAL SRyMOUR, Ah, here's the de- 
spatch at last, for me to proceed to the Canal. 
Go ahead—eh? Somebody jammed himself 
into the engines and won’t let ’em move. Now, 
who on earth ——(en/ichten by past episoaes) Oh, 
that fellow of course. lull him out and chuck 
him ashore, and if ever I catch him aboard 








here again———(wouldn’t do to print), 
THE Porte. Oh, very well, we will sign 
our consent to dispatch troops to——now, zo 


has collared our seal ?—(suddenly assisted by a 
memory of recent incidents) There! if it isn’t 
that outrageous meddler again! Now, if we 
ever lay hands on that fellow, we 1l———(Couldn’¢ 
repeat it). 

THE READING PUBLIC. What on earth is 
it prevents there being any news in the paper? 
Oh, I see—it’s that busybody man again, the 
paper’s full of him; there isn’t an atom of 
anything else to read! Id just like to havea 
chance of getting him into my clutches. I’m 
not of a bloodthirsty disposition, but I wovldn’t 
stop till I had———(/ear, dear, such sentiments 
from a steady cttiun !) 

EVERYBODY IN GENERAL EVERYWHERE. 
Who’s this sitting in mychair? Whoon earth 
is this shoving me about? What’s this biting 
me? What the dickens is this in my tea? 
&e., &c. Why, if it isn’t that wretched, med- 
dling, ubiquitous LESSEPS man O-0-0-0- 
o-oh ! just wait till we get our claws into him, 
we Ul (Such threats make your very blood 











NEW LEAVES. 

The Century and St, Nicholas. —The beauty, 
richness, and delicacy of the illustrations in 
these magazines—to say nothing of the equad'y 
excellent letterpress—it would be d fficult to 
over-praise. 7he Century is especially enriched 
by a splendid reproduction of Hubert Ier- 
komer’s portrait of Richard Wagner, and 
several exquisite drawings of London artists’ 
studios. 

The Theatie has asplendid portrait photo « f 
Miss Adela Measor in Odette, and a spiti'ed 
drawing, by F. Barnard, of Mr. Edwin Booth in 


| Riche/texu, besides its other interesting contents, 


Macmillan’s has the second of Mr. J. Henry 
Shorthouse’s *‘ Two Novelettes,” the continua: 
tion of ‘* Fortune’s Fool,” and other commend- 
able papers. 

7he Syuire.—A praiseworthy feature in this 
magazine will be found in ** The Book Parcel,” 
and another in ‘*‘ The Post Bag ”’ 

LTouschold Words possesses, if possible, more 
than usual of what is most worthy and most 
welcome entertainment and instruction. 

The Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy's 
Own Papfir, Girl’s Own Paper, and Friendly 
Greetings, maintain their even standard of at- 
tractiveness. 

The Life Boat,—The quarterly issue of this 
journal is always of the deepest interest to all 
into whose hands it falls, and recalls attention 
to the doings, the merits, and the claims of one 
of the noblest, if not the noblest, institutions 
our islands can boast of, 
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HEART-"BREAK”-ING. 


She (romantic).—‘‘ DoRS NOT THIS SPOT REMIND ONE OF THOSE LINES OF THE 
LAUREATE’S, ‘BREAK, BREAK, BREAK, AT THE FOOT OF THY CRaAGS, O Ska’?” 

He (otherwise).—‘* ‘Break!’ UGH! No CHANCE OF SUCH A THING IN THIS DEAD- 
AND-ALIVE PART. WHy, I CAN'T FIND A BILLIARD-ROOM ANYWHERE IN THE NEIGH- 
BOURHOOD.” 

She —** BILLIARDS! How PROSAIC! AND YET THERE IS ONE WORD USED IN THAT 
GAME, I BELIEVER, THAT IS PLEASANT—(arch/y)—AND THAT 1s ‘ Love.’” 

He (dense youth !).—‘*' * Love,’ WHY, THAT STANDS FOR ‘ NOTHING.’” 

(She gives him up as hopeless, 


—— —— 





SS 





Mr. CAINE has given notice that he will, early next session, move for a Sclect Committee t 
inquire into the causes of drunkenness in the army, and the remedies that should be adopted fo 
its removal, There is promise of strong and summary remedy in the hon, Member's very 
name; is it possible that Mr. Caine has ideas of getting himself ** adopted”? 
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i SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


bd | DOUBT the new 
, Novelty Theatre 
will be a boon 
and a blessing to 
‘*the unacted and 
unread;” but I 
fear it will be 
| somewhat of the 
ad reverse to the 
| management _ if 
they literally 
carry out their 
avowed intention 
of reading a// 
MSS. sent in for 
perusal ! My! 
how many mana- 
> gers will they use 
up in a year, I 
wonder? 

It will act asa 
splendid relief to 
the other thea- 
tres, though, 
drawing off all those submitted MSS. that, undesired, are thrust upon 
them; at the same time, this advantage will only be obtained, I should 
say, by increased activity for a time, for will not the unread ones desire 
the immediate return of ‘*my immortal tragedy,’’ or ‘‘ that funny farce 
of mine,’’ or that comedy, burlesque, pantomime, drama, &c., &c., that 
they may submit it to the new tribunal ? 











= 








However, the theatre will certainly supply a ‘* want long felt,” and if 
it only manages to discover one of those ‘‘ gems of purest ray serene,” 
of which it is hinted there are ‘‘full many” hanging about only too 
eager to be discovered, it will have done something ; but there ave cases 
——~by the way, have you ever heard of the drama that was produced 
without either being acted or read? I have; they call the story— 


ONLY HIS PLAY, 
His eyes that were weary, with lids that were pinky, 
His hair that flew long and unkempt in the breeze, 
His chin all unshaven and fingers so inky, 
Ilis trousers so baggy and bright at the knees. 
Whenever your eyes to his form were attracted, 
This legend before you unfailingly spread :— 
‘‘ He’s written a play which has never been acted, — 
A play which has seldom, if ever, been read.”’ 


Oh, many a change had come over the nation, 
And many a tenant had notice to quit, 

And many a lad had a new situation 
Since first that unfortunate drama was writ ! 

lie ‘d sent it to every playhouse in Britain, 
Explaining its prospects of being ‘‘a go,” 

But, whether he ’d called with that drama or written, 
He always was met with a positive ‘‘ No!” 


And when he had sent it to all for perusal, 
And every manager ‘‘ tackled” in vain, 

He started afresh, and in spite of refusal, 
He sent it to each of them over again. 

But managers smiled at his dogged persistence, 
And as they re-posted the parcel, would say, 

‘* It doesn't much matter, he’s quite at a distance, 
And perfectly harmless—it ’s only his play!” 


But Fortune will tire of continual frowning, 
And isn’t so black as she’s painted, for law ! 
You must have observed how, when people are drowning, 
She now and then chucks them a ricketty straw. 
At length was our dramatist’s patience rewarded, 
He heard of a chance of obtaining ‘‘a show,” 
A chance to ‘‘ unread and unacted ” afforded 
By quite a benevolent Limited Co. 


With Hope all his future extensively gilding, 
He hastened away with his ‘‘ scrip” to the place, 
gut there in the stucco in tront of the building 
The usual ‘* No” met him straight in the face. 
(They 'd *‘ velty ’ to add as the name of their playhouse, 
Of which he unhappily wasn’t aware) 





‘‘ They said that the piece was too heavy, ” he muttered 
(His thoughts ever turned on his drama, poor cove), 
‘I don’t believe much in the judgment they uttered, 7 
And, just to confound ’em, [’ll weigh it, by Jove! 
He ordered some scales of a pattern gigantic, 
He rigged them with pulleys, with chains, and with wheels, 
And there, with grimace and inconsequent antic, 
He weighed it «ll day and neglected his meals. 


He said to himself with an infinite scorning, 
‘€ They told me my drama was certain to fail, 


























And here I am every ev ning and morning, 
‘Producing it on an elaborate scale’ ” (!) 

And friends, if you looked with surprise on his capers, 
Would glance at him gently, and whispering say, 


*€}Je isn't quite right, but he ‘s pleased with his papers ; | 


He’s perfectly harmless—it ’s only his Play.” 

April Showers is to be the principal piece at the opening of the new | 
theatre. Mr. Somers Bellamy, the managing director, is suspected of | 
having at least a hand in it; and there generally 7s a pretty close con- | 
nection between Somers and showers in this country. We will hope 
that it will ‘‘ bring forth May flowers” of success. | 


Mr. John Hollingshead, Mr. 1)’Oyly Carte, Mr. Michael Giunn, and 
Captain Bainbridge—giants among managers—have entered into a 
great big partnership, interested in the fortunes of our theatres, the 
Ciaiety and the Savoy, the Prince's and the Royal at Manchester, the 
Court at Liverpool, and the Gaiety at Dublin, with possibly a New 
York theatre added. This is indeed an ‘‘ event,” and with a Hollings: | 
head to guide, a D’Oyly cart to carry out, a Michael gun to make the| 
hits, and a Bain-bridge to carry them over difficulties, the combination | 
ought to simply command success. | 





Mr. W. Morton opened with a diorama at the New Cross Public | 
Mall yesterday (Tuesday) week, proposing to make a stay of six or 
seven weeks. He gives a view of Alexandria (among other places), 
but without a ‘‘ blow-up.” He says gunpowder is dangerous, and he 
evidently does not wish his diorama to become a dire harmer. 

NESTOR. 





Scot and Lot. 
Mks, MCMUDDLECRO» is of opinion that it was short-sighted as well 
as selfish not to include one Scotch bagpiper amongst the eleven English 


‘players’ at the Oval recently. No “ball,” not even a cricket one, 
she considers, is complete without a Scotch reel. 


A DAILY paper says that ‘‘ The Marquis of Salisbury is the ‘Pistol’ 
of Parliamentary life.” Is this hecause the noble lord ** goes off” into 
tantrums now and again? or does the D. P. think he should be ‘‘ dis- 
charged,” that it thus ‘‘loads” him with satire? We must admit our- 
selves that the leader of the Tory peers does not always come out well 
in “freports;” still, he is an educated man, and being a ‘ Pistol” | 
doubtless understands trigger-nometry. According to the latest bullet-ins 
the ‘‘arms”’ of his lordship will henceforth be called fire-‘‘ arms.” 
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KING CETEWAYO. 























he provided with an iesthetic suit, in ad \- \ 
dition to his military and yachting. dittoes. 


| ~ Living in an artist's house, and in an¥% OuTsipk 18 Metnury Roap.---Con- 
artistic neighbourhood, he will, of course, ® At DINNER sternation of British public on learning 


that he has sneezed twice, and that a mes- 
senger has been dispatched to the Colonial 


Nice fora por ket-handkercl 


A little too mucl for one, not e gh tor two. 
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Pine Marriace MakketT,.—Members of the savage tribe of Usbatdunters. 
** He is somewhat shy in the presence of ladies." — Darly Press. 


THE REALIZATION OF HIS FuUNDeEST Hores.—A talkee-talkee with 
Queen Victoria. 








PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


Lokb ELcHO cannot at all reconcile himself to the settled-on scheme 
for the abatement of the block at Hyde Park Corner; but Mr. Lefevre 
is determined to stick to it, as the best of the three brought under 
consideration en dloc. 

While Mr. Anderson was moving the second reading of his Hill to 
prevent the shooting of pigeons from traps, the Hlouse was unfortunately 
counted out. When honourable Members are thinking of grouse, they 
can’t be expected to bother their heads about pigeons. 

Having been out on the moors on the 12th to study the finances of 
India, Lord Hartington appeared in town on the 14th and delivered 
his annual statement upon that abstruse subject. All tnat we can make 
of it is that grey shirtings are remarkably steady, the fiscal system is 
now sitting upon a sounder basis, and nobody need feel at all dis- 
couraged. 

Egypt, India, Ireland, Spain, and the Channel Tunnel may all flatter 
themselves on having recently attrac ed Mr. O'Donnell’s comprehensive 
attention. 

Apropos of the Channel Tunnel, Mr. Chamberlain has decided, on 
behalf ot the Board of Irade, to stop the works altogether, pending the 
appointment of a joint committee of both Houses to consider the whole 
matter. The works having stopped, should not the company be wound up? 
Lord Salisbury is by no means satisfied with Lord Kimberley’s in- 
tention of partially restoring Cetewayo to Zululand, under proper safe- 
guards and conditions. By the way, what is the process of partial re- 
Storation? Is it anything like that exemplified by pictures hung up as 





‘a ° , I rT 
Specimens at the doors of picture-restorers’ shops ¢ 
In Lor n Mr. Callan was one night spend 
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use of improper expressions. These Irishmen seem determined not to 
lead a quiet life. 

The Lords and the Commons have adjourned their sittings until the 
24th of October, when Mr. Gladstone intends to personally conduct an 
Autumn Session for the settlement of the Procedure (Question. Mean- 
while 

Hip, hip, hurrah ! let ’s be off for our holidays, 
Wish they were longer and hope they ’Il be jolly days ; 
Cheering our hearts with all sorts of frivolidays, 

And singing in chorus—— 


No, no, spare us this once; let us, oh, let us spend a few happy weeks 
without that everlasting ‘‘ Erin-go-bragh!” Good bye, gentlemen. 








A Nominal Reward. 


THE annual German Anthropological Congress has just met, under the 
presidency of |'rotessor Virchou, who complained of the opposition he 
received in some quarters, But no matter: doubtless he feels that 
‘*Virchou is his own reward,” 





Good News for Anti-Vaccinators. 


WE understand, from a trustworthy source, that the Government 
have it in contemplation to present a copy of Fun weekly to each public 
vaccinator, on account of the strength and purity of the humo(u)r to be 





found in it. 
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“THUS FAR, AND NO FARTHER!” 
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,” or anything else, as the case may be), said Our Powers That Be, dropping in on the 


| ‘ve called to tell you all about the adulteration of bread” (or “ pickles 
Consumer ; and entered into anrelaborate description ot tne sickening d-tails, in such wise that the Consumer was htrrowed up. 
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uid the imer ; i¢ [am supy i hat the Powers which have horrified me will also remove the caus 


ror, and the Consumer grew fat and “bg haired on k ype. 


R ‘ the c “as not rested of ndeed < ad . Hy ° . . 
tedted ; indeed, this seemed no part of the Powe ‘rs plan of operations ; so the Consumer grew thin and bald with hope deferred. 
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THE RESTORATION OF KING CETEWAYO. 
(See Cartoon.) 


BEAT up de tom-tom and rattle on de bones, 
Wake up de banjo’s beautifullest tones, 
Shake up de tambourine and scrape de fiddle-string, 
For Uncle Cetewayo again is made a King. 
Houp la! oh, yah! 
De darkies down in Zululand are going to hab deir King. 


De ole man, de young man, dey all will leap for joy, 
And ober de mealies will jump de nigger boy, 
De wives and de daughters go huggin’ all de men, 
’Cos Uncle Cetewayo is tumming back again. 

Houp la! oh, yah! 
De jolly King o’ Zululand is tumming back again. 


He’ll tell ’em all about de sea and how de steamers swiin, 

And how de pretty yaller gals all came to look at him; 

And when dey kissed deir hands to him he looked de udder way, 

Remembering his wives at home—dere’s plenty more to say. 
Houp la! oh, yah! 

When he’s got back to Zululand dere’s lots o’ tings to say. 


He'll tell ’em all about de mighty big sights he has seen, 
His chat wid Daddy Gladstone and his talkee wid de Queen ; 
And when deir mouths are stretched so wide dey won’t stretch any more, 
He'll tell ’em about Melbury Road and set ’em in a roar. 
Houp la! oh, yah! 
De traveller King o’ Zululand will set ’em in a roar! 
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| ticularly allude to the following :— 





OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT THE DUBLIN EXHIBITION. 


‘* BUSINESS first, and pleasure afterwards,” Sir, as the rag-and-bone- 
man said to his apprentice when he went off to see his aunt hanged be- 
fere taking the shutters down; and the grouse with which my Othello rea 
(Perthshire, N.B.) is presumedly stocked (see advt.) have had to wait a me 
bit, or rather ‘‘to bide a wee,”’ as we Caledonians put it, whilst, in pur- ° 
suance of my stern Extra-Special duty, I have attended the Exhibition of 
Irish Arts and Manufactures in Dublin. 

Let me just explain that this Exhibition would have been a big suc- 
cess had it not been attempted to make it a ‘‘ Biggar” one, Jers, | 
sap. sat. Loyal Irishmen washed their hands of it long since; Belfast | 
baeked out; and Ulster utterly ignored it. The result is that it has 
been made a ‘‘national” exhibition only in the ‘*‘ Land Leagual” sense. 

Now, as you know, Sir, the more ‘‘ national” anything Irish is made 
the greener it becomes. The motto of the ‘‘foinest pizantry in the 
wur-r-r-ld”’ with relation to the injustice inflicted by its arrears-paying, 
tenant-right-giving Saxon taskmaster, would seem, in fact, to be ‘** green 
and bear it !”’ 

Certainly Dublin when I entered it last weck, talking persistently to 
myself for fear my lips should unconsciously relapse into whistling 
‘* Harvey Duff,” was the greenest-looking city I had ever seen. As to 
the citizens, I hope they were not quite so green as they looked. Every 
second person had a green rosette (why not, seeing there was no rose in 
it, call it a greenette, and have done with it ?) and I positively saw ac- 
quaintances greet one another as they met with green bows. 

I first eagerly turned to the letter b, and not finding what I looked 
for, I exclaimed somewhat incautiously, ‘‘ What, the Member for Cavan 
has not made an exhibition of himself? Then I shall ask for my money 
back.” But I did not do so, really, as I thought it better to stay and 
gaze at other specimens of ‘‘national’’ Irish industry. I would par- 





Section B, Class 14.—/rish Parliamentary Products. No. 15. Col- 
lection of H’s (large and small, italic, &c.) dropped from the two front 
benches below the Opposition gangway during the last all-night 
sitting. 

No. 42. Raw material (consisting of a cutting of three lines from the | 

sscommon Eagle and Galway Vindicator), from which an hon. member 
of the Irish party constructed five half-hour speeches, thirteen questions, | 
and two adjournments of the Ilouse. 

No. 51. Instantaneous photograph of Mr. Biggar’s smile, in fifteen 
stages of development. 

No. 69. The Blue Books, with those leaves turned down from which 
Irish patriots spun Parliamentary speeches of the length of 4} hours, 
34 ditto, 2 ditto, and 1/, ditto, respectively. 

No. 71. Irish bulls, made out of nothing. 

No. 74. Phrenological charts of the heads of the supporters of the 
hon. Member for Dungarvan (curiously interesting) Other equally 
notable exhibits in this class I musi leave for the present. 

In Section C, Class 1, Land League /ndustries, 1 have marked for 
mention :— 

No. 1, 1001 IRISH GRIEVANCES AND HARDSHI?Is, made with con- 
siderable ingenuity out of a ream or two of cheap ‘‘ flimsy ” and a few 
penny bottles of ink. 

No. 20.* A large pyramid, painted yellow, representing the amount 
of unpaid rents paid in to the savings bank accounts of the tenants 
owing the same in 1879-So, and 1SSo-1, | 

No. 21. A curious note is appended to this number in the catalogue | 
which explains the vacant space left between No, 20" and 22. It is 
this: ‘* This exhibit took the shape of a globe, supposed to be of solid | 
gold, representing the approximate value of the Saxon capital scouted 
from ‘ould Oireland’ since the foundation of the Land League. The 
Committee regret to add, that after the completion of this interesting 
object, it was found that the doors of the building were too small to 
admit ofits introduction. It will be found, however, in a special annexe. ” 

After gloating over this proof of the Land League's powers and | 
prowess, the Irish ‘‘ patriot” will doubtless proceed to gioat over the 
exhibits in the ‘‘ Chamber of Horrors,’ a most realistic collection in 
wax of ‘‘one year’s outrages on men and beasts.” 

For myself, one glance at these accumulated tragedies was enough to 
send me hastily into the open air, and I have never had the heart to 
pluck up courage to return and see the rest of the Irish Land League | 
‘* Industries.” Perhaps, though, I am extra-specially squeamish, Sir! 

















CRIEWAYO was recently invited to the Stock Exchange by several of 
the members, but his sable Majesty respectfully declined to ‘‘share”’ 
their hospitality. Perhaps he thought they wanted to ‘‘rig”’ him, as 
they do the ‘‘ market” at times; perhaps he thought he might meet 


‘*bulls” and ‘* bears” there; or maybe he fancied he had had enough | One | 


experience of ‘‘ bonds” in Capetown. 





DITTIHS OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MosICcC OF THRE MCMENT. 
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Airn—The Flippity-Flop Young Man. 


I’m always a reading-the-news young man, 
An up-to-the-time-of-day one ; 
A seldom-expressing-my-views young man, 
But (probably) quite az fait one. 
I purchase and read (Zcho),* 
And mostly succeed (/cho) 
In taking in all that I scan ; 
A flinging a brown-ery, 
Reading to town-ery, 
Jotting it down-ery 
Man, 
I’m a most energetic young man, 
A far from esthetic young man, 
A rapidly spot-tery, 
(uickly down jot-tery, 
Afterwards use young man, 


A not-very-easily-tired young man 
In looking for things to know, sirs, 
And so I’m a see-they ’ve-acquired young man, 
A ‘grand old statue” at Bow, sirs. 
That somebody calls (Zcho) 
bor free days at ** Paul’s” (Aco). | 
And Walsh is convicted (bad scran! 
A rousing suspicion-y, 
Awkward position-y, 
Foster sedition-y 
Man). 
I’m a far-from-a-geesish young man, 
Or Irish police-ish young man, 
A finding mare’s nest-ery, 
I'requent arrest-ery, 
Mr. H. George young man. 


I’m a see-Lady’s-Land-League- dissolved young man 
(Which tickles my sense of humour) ; 
A that-they 've-had-whitebait evolved young man 
In spite of the other rumour. 
Sir Garnet ’s out there (Acho), 
As all are aware (cho) t 
And now he’s developed his plan, 
A spur-y and boot-ery, 
Stopping their loot-ery, 
Arabi shootery 
Man. 
But I’m not a seditious young man, 
A statement flagitious young man, 
A fined for contempt-ery 
Not held exempt-ery 
Though an M.P., young man. 





nny. t From the whisperir z gallery. $ Answers “‘ where?’ 
niards have evidently a desire to go grouse-shooting. At all 
they have designs on the Moors 
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Yi ‘“ ALL work and no play makes Jack#a dull boy !' 
| ip houted the Blue Book. ‘‘Let’s shut up shop, and 
have a gentle holiday. I’m sick of Parliament—i 
too hot even to suspend ‘allan any more, If | wasn't 

respectable Blue Book, |’d tell the world outside 
what a rush the Premier made at the saumon a da Norvégienne during the 
Ministerial Whitebait Dinner, on Wednesday night, at the Trafalgar. I'd 
tell ‘em, too, how he wolfed down the engu/les a la diable, how he mixed his 
drinks, and combined ’51 port with '74 Jules Camuset.”’ 

‘Let's name the Blue Book,” wildly cried Sir Wilfrid Lawson. (Loud cries 
of ‘‘Order.”) Then the Blue Book rose to order. ‘‘Do you withdraw your 
state ment?” said Sir Wilfrid. ‘The Chairman here interposed, and said both 

» Blue Book and Sir Wilfrid were out of order. 

TI hings were getting warm all round, when the tramp of footsteps was heard 

1 the distance, and th it Grand Old Man himself appeared, followed by porters 
b aring heavy parcels 


re 


“« Before we retire for our well-earned recess,’ said the Premier, ‘‘I propose 
naki g a few presents to not only Members of our Parliament, but to those at 


he he ‘ad of affairs in foreign States. For instance, let us send 21 Ibs. of soft 
oap to the E mperor of All the Russias ; a peace-offering, in the shape of a 
fled Alutivurst, to Prince Bismarck; a ski n of garlic to the King of Spain ; 

a gammon of bacon to the Sultan; a pité de fois-gras to Gambetta; a hear’s S 
tongue to John Bright ; a ki ppered herring to Cetewayo ; two fine young calves 
to Henry Irving; a bottle of capers to Henry Stacey Marks - a box of Roths- 
child P artagas to J. E. Millais a bottle of kid reviver to frie ‘nd Bradlaugh ; 
1cwt. of washing powder to the Home Rulers; a box of seidlitz powders to Sir 
Wilfrid Lawson; and 1 propose we prese nt Mr. Callan with a few dog bis- 


ma ! , r i = ct ‘ , ’ } D — T } } L 
,ame !" cned Sir Wilfrid ‘*] name the Premier, I name the Blue Book 








































































r't 
de 
he 


’ 
Us 


ies 
ur 
th 


ird 
PTS 


se 
at 
oft 
fa 


'p Ss 
yes 
sh ; 
Sir 








AUGUST 23. 1882. 


FUN. 








A PRETTY PASS! 


In reply to a question the other day, Sir William Harcourt stated that the Channel 
Tunnel borings were still being pushed f rward in defiance of the order of the Court 
to the contrary, the work having advanced many feet since the order was given; and 
that the 17 on were seeking advice as to what steps should be hen in the 
matter (!!! 
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‘*A PRETTY affair!” is at present our text, 
| And ‘* What are we coming to? Bless us! What next? 
Odds bobs! Highty tighty!”’ and ‘* What’s in the air?” 


And ‘‘ Mussy upon us!’’ and ‘‘ Well, we declare!” 


Sil boring the Tunnel—a pretty to-do !— 

In spite of the Jaw and the Government too! 
Stl boring the Tunnel this insolent band, 
Defying the rulers and Jaws of the land. 


Odds bobs ' is the law such a feeble affair 

For a parcel of paltry directors to dare ? 

Does Government rule, we would fain understand, 
Or the Submarine Company govern the land ? 


Beshrew us! what next? Do we puddle, and make 
A show of deciding what course we shall take, 

And parley, and falter, and linger in doubt? 

Good heavens! Sir William, what ave we about ? 


Why, where’s the alternative course to adopt? 
The Court has commanded—the works to be stopt. 
The order’s derided— the work doesn't cease— 
The thing is a matter of ‘* simple potice.” 


Defied by a trumpery company—pshaw ! 

Pray, who is this Watkin that laughs at the law? 
Some baron with thousands of speass in his train ?— 
A poor little chairman! We must be insane! 


Excuse us, Sir William; we’re sorry to chaff, 
Sut truly we thought you were wiser by half; 
If a matter so simple confuses you thus, 

Why, hand us your powers, and leave it to us! 


Our Office Boy’s free, and he’s somewhere about ; 
He'll go for the warrant and carry it out ; 

He’s up to the matter, we beg to announce, 

He’s not to be moved by impertinent bounce. 


Odds bobs! Highty tighty! A chairman to flout 
The laws and the Mercy! A peetty set out! 
Zounds! Law and Authority left in the lurch ! 
Why—tut and tomfoolery !—hand us a birch !* 


* We are glad to see our remarks have had the necessary effect, and Sir William 
has at length put his foot down.—Ep. 





ES eS eee | 


The Closure. 


We have just come across a most remarleable work, entitled ‘‘ Shut 
your Mouth,” by Mr. Geo. Catlin, in whieh every known and unknown 
malady is traced to the too common habit of sleeping with the mouth 
open. It seems that the savages are wiser than we, for they train their 





TURF CUTTINGS. 
HOLIDAYS AND TENNIS. 
To THE EpIToR oF ‘‘ Fun.” 


Derbyshire, Tuesday Week, 


IR,—I don’t know whether I have ever 
mentioned to you that I have some 
respectable relatives;* whether I 











have or not, I Aave. You did your 
best the other day to prevent my having 
a holiday, but as I wasin cash I meant 
having one, and Iam, I'm having it 
with some of those relatives. ‘* But 
where the necessity of the cash,” you 
ask, ‘‘to visit relatives?’’ Well, you 
see (passing over the question of rail- 
way fares, &c.), they don’t put on 
smMes of welcome when I eome with- 
out cash. (My language is rather figu- 
rative just here, for I’ve never seon 
them a//y put on smiles of welcome, 
now I come to think of it, at any 
time.) They say unless I've plenty of 
my ewn, I 'm always borrowing theirs, 
and so, whenever I appear at their 
doors, they make me show a full purse 
(as if it was an admission ticket) be- 
fore they 'Il let me in. I don’t often 
go there, for reasons which I will not specify; but they have some 
splendid whisky, and they don't lock it up! 

Well, Sir, I’m there now ; and they We been teaching me tennis. 

Before going further, however, I must ease the anxious minds of the 
multitudes who await my 

















Tip FOR THE EBOR HANDICAP. 


Though the Old Man is enjoying a holiday 
Tips ‘ll be up to time ; 
All of a very superior quoliday 
(How do you like the rhyme ?) 
Then you’ll observe how his wisdom and rectitude 
Shine in the tips he ‘ll give, 
Naming the winner with faultless exectitude 
(That is a rhyme to live). 


Taking the Ebor, there's Victor Emanuel, 
Does it, his worth to tell, 

Need the prophetical powers of a Danuel? 
(That ’s a good rhyme as well). 

Some take Berzencze, and some very gaily ‘ll 
Back Privateer like mad, 

Others have taken a fancy to Baily’ll 
(That ’s the best rhyme we 've had). 


Then Prestonpans is alluded to frequently 
(Good fora place, that ’s flat), 

Many are backing it freely consequently 
(Very good rhyme is shat). 

Notice that Mary-le-bone is a plucky one, 
Notice me make this hit— 

Ishmael surely will turn out the lucky one 
(Khyme isn't nice a bit). 


As I said before, they ’ve been teaching metennis, Tennis isa game 
I have always regarded as unsuited to my age and dignity, also to my 
rheumatism ; but they tell me, in Derbyshire, that it gives rise to the 
most piquant and graceful attitudes in the player—it was a lady said 
that—so why shouldn’t I be piquant and graceful ? 

Tom and Bob and Bell and I made upa set. There was some dispute 
as to sides, till Bell said she ‘‘didn’t mind” playing with me. Bell said 
I must go into the court. I said, ‘‘ What's it for this time?” but she 
said I needn’t try to be funny, and put me in a corner of the grass among 
those white lines Id often admired from a distance; then she gave me 
six little balls and told meto ‘‘serve.” I saw at once that six balle among 
four players wouldn't ‘‘go,” so I said, ‘‘ How many each?” ‘* Nensense ! 
serve them right in front,” she said, impatiently. I said, ‘‘ It does serve 
them right in front, but what have me done?” “ Hit them over the 
net, you great stupid !’’ she cried, sharply. ‘‘ What, Tom and Bob?” 
said 1; ‘‘ why, they're two to one, and ever so much the younger.” 
** Hit the dad/s over the net,” she returned, with high-pitched emphasis. 





( i] ] - } ~o? 2 threiy } + > , var + > -/- e . 4 . ‘ 
children to | reathe through the proper organ—the nose—and in con She was getting angry at something, so I did as I was told—or tsied to. 
sequence are free from all the ills that civilized flesh is heir to. It isto | J+ was a very interesting game, and J 'l! tell you all about it im my next. 
e nope ne warnings ¢ ined in this volume : | not be disregarded, irs Le TROPHONIUS 
nen open ther mouths 
* Frequently t we ve never felt ourselves bou veheve t.—Ep. | 
CP To Corgasronnents —The Aditos does not bind himself to a knowledge, return, or pay jor Contributions ln me case will they be vetuoned unl; 


accompanied by a stamted and diver te onvialaes, 
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PUTTING IT IN A POLITE, NOT TO SAY TENDER, MANNER, 


DOWG, SIR, A CAN EASY TAK’ HIM HAME. 


Keeper (to Smith, who has just put a few shots into the said VAtceper’s favourite Dog).—‘‘I¥ YE THINK YE’D DAE BETTER WI’OUT THE 
HE’S A VERRA NASTY HABIT O’ RINNIN’ TOWARDS THE MIZZLE O’ THE GUN.” 





ee 





CURT COMMENTS. 


THE restoration of Cetewayo has brought a frightful howl from the 
Conservative Press, one evening paper, calling him the ‘* murderous 
monster,” accuses him of having killed his father Panda It is a thou- 
sand pities they should thus fander to a policy of injustice. 

It is somewhat singular that while Messrs. Parnell and Dillon were 
receiving the freedom of the City of Dublin, another Irish M.P. was 
having his taken from him. The sentence of three months’ imprison- 
ment awarded the proprietor of the Freeman’s Journal was a startler. 
We believe Mr. E. D. Gray turned quite wArve. 


Bau! Dau! 


STRANGELY enough, the man on whom Alexandria depends in its 
extremity for a supply of water isa Mr. Cornish We say ‘‘strangely” 
because it is the part of a Cornishman to be associated with the ‘* Lands- 
end,” rather than with the ‘‘end of the water.” 





Not an “ Uniform” Practice. 


A SALisBurY old clo’ man has been heavily fined for buying his uni- 
form from a private of Marines. Should the private have taken it toa 
marine-store dealer then, or to whom ? 





‘*FUN’S” FUNNY BOOKS. 
FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. 
ONE SHILLING EACH. Post-free, 1s. abd. 


“FUN’S” COMICAL GREATURES. 


One Hundred and Forty Grotesque Pictures by ERNEST GRISET. 


‘‘In which some amusing prose and verse serve as accompaniment to more than six 
score of very amusing woodcuts, from grotesque drawings of animals by Ernest 


“FUN'S” HOLIDAY BOOK. 


COMIC PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


‘It is replete with wit and humour, and admirably suited for leisure reading." 


|FUN ON THE SANDS.—comic Pictures on Bvery Page 
For the road, rail, and river. 


THE ESSENCE OF FUN.—comic Pictures on Every Pag». 


“ Rich in illustration and teeming with jokes.” 


THE EXTRACT OF FUN —comic Pictures on Every Page. 


“* Admirably fitted to while away an hour or two of a tedious railway Journey.” 








“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 
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Possesses the full medicinal properties of 
| bed the ordinary ou, but w abs tely free fror 
Lo a & a odeur and unpleasant taste, a result never 
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NEW BREAKFAST & AFTER: 
DINNER BEVERACE. 


CONROY’ 








pt is takem Daen by chitaven and adwt PURE COF KEE COMBINED 
TASTELESS” el ar ads Uicienes Lane ae to use | WITH MALT BY PATENT PRO- 

Re Se ee ee oe ° 9 CESS. ASSISTS DIGESTION 
| oe by - eES **As a breakfast beveraye It is un 
CASTOR | rpassed.”” — Dr. SANDERSON: 
ML. Rt S : . risniny ana 
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LONDON. wettine MALT COFFEE WORKS, 34 FLEET ST.,LIVERPUUL. | 
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Po indigneaes 








Harold.—‘* SAME WITH ME. 





Harold (perpendicular) to Arthur (horizontal).—‘*‘ HOW DO, OLD F'LAR? 
PICTURE FINISHED YET?” 








SEASIDE ENERGY. 
"A change of scone ts the best brain tontc.”—FAMILY Docror. 
Busy?” 


Arthur. —" YA—AS.” 














——— a 





Se os ere 


. Arthur,—‘* GETTING ON FIRST-RATE, I’M SIUDYING SKIES, DONE YOUR THREE-VOLUME NOVEL?” 
* Harold,—** NOT QUITE. THINKING OUT THE OPENING CHAPTER, THOUGH!” 
THE INTELLIGENT FORFIGNER AT BRIGHTON. dogue, old mans, vat is up—are you alrights?” He say zat certainly, | 
aT e - y 7? ‘ > , 2¢ fy, > > > : fa. . " > ; aly - 
CHER MON REDACTEUR,—How are you, old fellows? and how is 24 ve vill go take fly to ze awful place he cn sepa deg 5 = x e 
- : P - U7 2Te > aNS “a7 tile « ) *¢ ry fiv 
your Flit Strit, your great dusty, hot, noisy Londons to-days? I am out ful. Isay, ‘‘ Look here, ‘ Id « haps, I cannot fly; nor i can vill E Y 
° of towns, I have esloped, cut my fortunate—zat is my lucky—and here © 7€ dyke of any devil. Zen jollidogue he have vat Aa al e Pecil’e 
Iam at your Brighton, vare I inhale ze ozone. I blow ze kees to ze "04r8 Of laughters, 1% he s 7 ony re on a Fn, ‘ee te | 
; : .. 3 ce 1s ze great sigh itside brighton. - 70, ou Engleesn, it ze 
. pretty girl; I go sail; I baze; I lie in ze vatare, put up my umbrella to Dyke i a ee oe ‘ vin cael 1, ae —] bo 7 ‘e hot ‘sgh (| 
st é keep of ze sun, and I light my cigar; and vat can you vish for more? as beautiful Veald vere a tousand mules avay, you vould spend heaps we 
your poet ask. : monies and time to see it, and vould — — to Angleterre and vat | 
© 0 ° ° ° 4 71 : eS oak oe byevedae vas Si ) ete rt cous: tn , 
I am here vit my friend Jollidogue, he show me ze places of interest, YO" call gush of it till everybod ick of listening to you; but you | 
as your leetle boy say ven his papa direct him to ze broke-pawner, Imean = 4FC 2 estrange nation. oe ——- lollideg ee 
s ze pawner-broken—/. . ¢.—ze pawn-brokare. It is ze morning aftare I have N’importe, FUNSyold fellow, come down and join Joilidogue and me, | 


arrive ; ve estroll along ze Esplanade. Iam bevildared. I am charmed. 
He tell me zare is ze new peer. I say ‘‘ze vich, and vy vas he made a 
inilord?”’ but he tell me he mean ze beautiful pier vare ze band play. 
e. ") | He say ze ozzare pier is ze Chain Pier, and ven I ask if it is in zat estyle 
: considered peerless, he say ze vezzare is too esultry for zat sort of sing. 
He demand, have I evare heard of ze pavilion, and I say all at vonce, 
‘* Have I not, my boys? Is it ze Pavilion you say, vy! it vas zare zat I 
ge. _ | hear ze charmeeng ballads, ‘ Ve are going to do vitzout zem.’” Jollidogue 
zink he nevare meet a cure suchas I, and add zat it is ze palace of George 
> |2e Fourt zat he speak of. Ve visit ze beautiful pavilion, but ven Jolii- 
dogue say it vas built by Beneash, I ask him vat he talk about; but I 
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= see he mean it was designed by ze Beau Nash, ze ‘‘dear old pals” of ze 
Dien 7 * . ss 

r R- I rince who vas Kegent. Next he speak to me of ze celebrated ‘‘Stain; 
but It is ver long before I comprehend vat stain he mean. At last I 

> Sucovare he is pointing out ze charming ‘‘ Steyne.”’ 

RO- ; )f all ze up and downs of life, sare give me ze lovally breezy Brighton 

; 1/Owns, vich spread out like anozzare cea, as green and as large. Ve oO 

un = . y s: 4 ; } ' 

en wack to ze parade, Jollidogue suggest ve ‘*take a fly to ze Devil 

- G Wyke, I h pe zat ze air f By} hr n: rs vit yr. 33°.) , I 1 
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(‘ome and sit on ze sea and trow stones in ze beach. Come and gaze | 
on lovally voman in her pot hats, her tartan coats, her vite ties, and her | 





scarf-pins, Come to Brighten, it vill brighten you up a bit. Mille | 
fardons for zat last, } if it down to ze Vezzare, 7¢ lovally vomans, ze | 
ozone, and ze——(Heidseck! /. Jollidogue). 

Osier-y ! | 


CrreWAYO'S bringing that beautiful Zulu basketwork for the Queen's 
acceptance can hardly be called a wicker’d proceeding— especially as he 
meant to present it ‘* withies’’ most respectful manner. 


The Tin-bellies again. 
Tiik ponderous chargers of the Life Guards have caused more sensa- 
tion than their riders. In fact, the presence of such strange horses more 
than atones for the absence of the Life Guards’ ‘* queer-asses,”’ 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HERE is strong 
evidence in the 
title given by 
Mr. Robert 
Dodson to his 
new play (with 
which the Sur- 
rey has re- 
opened for the 
season) of a 








. ere > yee ull Wire, disposition im- 

. Aa emeesH (ss Dek ||| \\\\ bued with the 
QS Si fee. (ZARA Wi NNSA keenest satire, 
ina ES ro 83 Ha H+ } for anything 

n less like Real 





LT} 
! | Life than most 
| of the incidents 
therein de- 
picted it would 
be hardish to 
find. If this 


= x 
=, remark con- 
— a veys the im- 
pel pression that it 
Tug Surnev.—Mr. J. (GoiInG TO TURN A) SOMERSE1 i in « th 


roughly bad 
play, it commits an injustice, because it is a fairly well-constructed 
piece, and displays considerable stage knowledge (historical and other- 
wise), besides a certain amount of bustle. 


There is vague talk of the murder of a woman, by which one John 
Gilbert (somehow) has gained immense wealth ; he has had many ac- 
complices (the lady must have been hard to murder), but only one of 
them, that old man who has ‘‘ forged the will,” troubles him ; he will 
give him no assistance, however (has him in his power with a ‘‘ certain 
paper ’’—more vagueness), which seems to have a fatal effect upon the 
old man, for he gets more squalid every day, and, in spite of his declar- 
ing ** wahr—zahr to the knaife!” does nothing but whine for coppers for 
two acts, Then the hero gets into a scrape and the Old Bailey, but seems 
to get out of it pretty well. Then there’s ‘‘the gyurl” that Gilbert 
wants out of the way (goodness knows why!). He is going to have her 
‘*decoyed to infamy,” but rather weakly allows himself to be prevented 
at the last moment by the hero. Then he will have her consigned to 
a madhouse, and a certificate, signed by a woman and a lawyer’s clerk 
(which we all know to be the proper form of certificate), is produced ; 
but again the hero intervenes with the ubiquitous revolver, and he is 
foiled——and so on; there’s plenty of fun, but no particular method. 


The principal fault appears to be the failure to create strong interest 
of any kind ; in fact, the whole thing seems to want ‘shaking up.” 
There is only one incident. ‘Truly, it turns up, at a rough calculation, 
about half a dozen times in an act, but it is the same incident never- 
theless. It consists of a rough-and-tumble struggle, with or without 
pistols, of some squalid villains with the police, who, as they ‘‘know 





their men,” show a want of resour 
force which is at least remarkab! 





The scenery is of the best, and reflects much credit on Mr. Gwilt 
Jolly, particularly the sets of London Docks and Victoria Station ; and 
the cast is good, Messi’. Nye, Bell, and Cruikshanks are really excellent 
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Tue Surrey.—PretTtTy “GOINGS ON!” 
performers ; the Misses Claremont are, as ever, a tower of strength to the 
management, and Miss Alice Raynor, when she has learned the value of 
gradation and proportion to cause in the display of emotion, will be an 
acquisition to any east. Mr. J. Somerset, as a weird and wild nonde- 
script of India-rubber-like springiness and inordinate length, is in- 


tensely, if pantomimically, funny, 


There are some strange things in the playbill. Mr, Cruikshanks is 
down for Alex Grey, but if Grey were he, he must have gone in for 
some Elixir of Youth or something ; and who then was it that played 
the pitiful old gentleman they called Pontifex, but who did not appear 
in the bill at all? Besides, wasn’t Mr. James Nelson somewhere about? 
If so, what did /e play? Again, Mr. Algernon Syms, as Finch. was no 
more my idea of ‘fa Yedikin” (which is not very definite) than Mr. 
Somerset (see initial), as Curly, was my idea of ‘‘a detective,” Yet 
that programme describes them as such. 


A Prince of Egypt is reigning at the Richmond Theatre, Surrey. I 
have not been able to see it, but I know it is by Mr. Squier, and has 
no connection with the prints of Egypt now so numerous in the illus- 
trated papers. 


Besides this, they want Mr. Harris to put a brick partition up in his 
theatre. He objects, naturally enough, to the partition. (We can all 
sympathize 
with the man 
who objects to 
part). Miss 
Fanny Daven- 
port, from 
across ‘‘the big 
drink,” opens 
at Toole’s in 
Mr. Mortimer’s 
translation of 
Diane de Lys, I 
believe, on the 
oth prox, —hav- 
ing a sort of 
under-Lys__ off 
the theatre, goes 
the report. 
When the Da- 
venport opens 
we shall see if 
there is any- 
thing in it; 
Ilerr Meyer 
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The First in the Field 





YE gentlemen of Engerland 
Who stayed at home at ease, 

Your opportunity ’s at hand— 
So seize it, if you please. 

Give o’er regretting, men of nous, 
Because you couldn’t go 

And shoot the highly flighty grouse 
Somewhere about Glencoe. 

We ’ve something better on the card 
Than Scotia could bring ; 

You won’t regret you ’ve been debarred 
Your little Highland fling. 

So throw your vain regrets afar, 
And with a merry burst 

Emit a resonant ‘*‘ Hurrah!” 
To-morrow is the First ! 























Ye gentlemen of Engevland, 
Your hammerless C F,s, 

By Holland, Purdy, Lang, and Bland, 
Those gun-producing ch-/s, 
Come, take them from their leathern ‘‘ keeps,” 
Where many months they ’ve been, 
And fill your cartridge-belts with heaps 
Of Messrs. Eley’s *‘ green.” 

Come, don your heavy shooting-clogs, 
Your Norfolk jacket free, 

And whistle to your knowing dogs, 
And come along with me; 

And throw your vain regrets afar, 
And with a merry burst 

Emit a resonant ‘‘ Hurrah !” 
To-morrow is the First. 





Let ’s go along that turnip-field ; 
I’}] wager my renown 
That little dyke is sure to yield 
Some ‘‘ bonny birds and brown.” 
See, Browser stiffens ! Look ahead ! 
Let’s pray they may not run— 
Whirr! There they rise! Now give ’em lead— 
Bang ! bang !—a brace— well done! 


























Good gracious, though ! I quite forgot— 
I’ve led you all astray— | 

Enthusiasm! Ill be shot— 
This ain’t the op’ning day. 

You must not give your loud ‘‘ Hurrah !” 
And its attendant burst ; 

We have no business where we are— 
This is the 7hirty-first. 


THE OCCUPATION OF THF SUFZ CANAI.—Getting itself 
silted up. 





COCKNEY AND SCOT. 


Snorkins.—*'‘ AH! YOU FINE BIG FELLERS ARE VERY WELL TO DO THE 
FIGHTING, BUT ALL THE GREAT GENERALS ’AVE BIN LITTLE MEN ABOUT 
MY SIZE, FULL OF TALENT AND PLUCK—WELLINGTON! NAPOLEON! SIR 
GARNIT ! AND CETERA.,’’ 

Sergeant Donald.—‘* WkCH, MON! NEITHER WELLINGTON, NAPOLEON, 
NOR SIR GARNET COULD HAE HAD THE 
YOU ’RE CONSUMING, OR WOULD HAE DAURED TO HAE WORN THE HAT 
YOU LIFT ABOOT 
ALBOOT 


PLUCK TO SMOKE THE CIGAR 


Wl’ YE; BUT THE GENERAL CETERA I DON’T KNOW 


AT ALL. JIS HE A FURRINER?” 








NEW LEAVES 


‘*Our Noble Selves,” by the Author of ‘‘ Notes on the Months” (T. 
Fisher Unwin).—This is an entertaining book, containing a vast amount 
of quaint and curious information about Grantham surnames,—and our- 
selves are noble, we Grant-em. 

‘*Father Matthew,” a Biography by John Francis Maguire, M.P. 
(Burns and Oates).—A most desirable and welcome (cheap) edition of 
this well-known life of the ‘‘ Apostle of Temperance,’’ who laboured so 
long and so earnestly to uplift his fellow-men from the degrading depths 
of drunkenness ; it ought to be in the hands of all who wish well to them- 
selves and others, and cannot be too widely disseminated. 
“‘Roughing It” and ‘‘ The Innocents at Home,” by Mark Twain 
(George Routledge and Sons).—These books of exquisite humour, ably 
and amply illustrated with 200 drawings by F. A. Fraser, form a volume 
well worth ‘‘ roughing it” by all our ‘* innocents at home.” 

‘*Uncle Remus,” by Joel Chandler Harris (same firm).—The humour 
of these laughable stories is in this volume greatly enhanced by the 
fifty admirable illustrations by Mr. A. T. Elwes, whose capabilities have 
done full justice to the author. 
**Cook’s Excursionist.”—This and the excursion season just fit— 
cooked to a ‘‘turn, and return.” That’s the ticket—the season ticket ! 
Art and Letters.—The chief engraving in this month’s issue is from 
Mihaly Munkacsy’s fine picture of ‘*‘ Milton Dictating Paradise Lost to 





| Companionshiy 


his Daughters ”—a noble work. But there are many others of worthy 
: while the articles on ‘Carle Vernet 1 ** Modern 
T ain r++" e 
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The Way to “Beat” Them. 


Mr. CAVENDISH-BENTINCK, in his speech at Whitehaven the other 
day, said, ‘‘It would have done just as well if, at the commencement 
of the Egyptian crisis, the Government had sent out a hundred police- 
men.” Why, certainly. The ‘‘ charges” they would have made would 
not have been so startling as those made by our troops and those 
emanating from our guns. Moreover, each policeman, like a general, 
has a ‘‘staff’’ all to himself; and the natives, instead of being run 
through, as doubtless many were, would only have been “sun in.” In 
fact, Mr. Bentinck would have us think that it was the *‘ force,” and 
not the forces, that was needed, But why ever did he not suggest it 
before we went to all this expense? Bobbies are said to be partial to the 
area; but would a hundred of them have sufficed for so large an area as 
that covered by the seat of war? 





But Boys will be Boys. 
YEs, retrospection pretty nearly always makes us feel seriously. It’s 
a great question whether the pleasure of that kiss, which lasted one 
second, was worth the pain of that box on the ears, which lasted at least 
five minutes, 


TAKING THE ‘‘CuT Direct.”—Sir Garnet’s occupation of the Suez 
Canal, 
f Telegrams from Egypt is again established, No 
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! THE UNREASONABLE GRATITUDE OF | “Tf the rest of the Members for Erin I’ve met 

i J. BULL. Would follow the lovely example you set— 

i oaaky fae ' Detecting, instead of encouraging, crime— 

n Some time since one of the Irish Members—we forget his honoured name—declared How very much better a use for their time! ” 


his intention of asking a question about every atrocity which should be committed in 
England from that time forth; and the other day Mr. O'Donnell rose to call atten- 
tion te the flogging of Indian prisoners, whereon the Marquis of Hartington said that 
more than once he had paid a fair tribute to the service rendered by the hon. Member 
in bringing facts under the notice of the House. 


The Member for Erin strode slowly away ; 

And, as for the word he was noticed to say, 

It’s a matter on which we would rather not speak ; 
But he was considered unsafe for a week. 











| TURF CUTTINGS. 


STILL HOLIDAYS AND TENNIS, 
To THE EpiTor oF ‘* Fon.” 
Derbyshire, Tuesday Week. 

S1r,—About that game of tennis. The first ball I played struck the 
net and stayed there, so I smiled around as if that was my artful way 
of beginning; everybody looked solemn, then my smile died away, 
though I fancied I heard some ore say it wasn’t my /aw/t, I determined 
if the second ball didn’t go over it should go ¢hrough the net, at least. 
I struck it a mighty bang; it did go over the net—and over the wall 
—and over a high tree—and over some farm buildings in the distance— 
and soared far, far out of sight, and has never returned to its sorrowing 
companions since. Bell stamped her foot as Bob shouted something 
from the other end, and said irritably, ‘‘ You ought to have seen these 
are old-fashioned balls, and not those heavy new ones.” I said, ‘‘ Of 
course I thought they were the latest fashion,” and tried again. This 
time I got it neatly over the net. Tom caught it on his bat and sent it 
back; meantime I sent my fourth ball also neatly over the net just as 
Bell caught the other, then I sent the fifth. Confusion ensued. They 
all stopped playing, and explained loudly that I was a ‘* paralytic 
7 Ml for Exj Ba? driveller,”’ and that only one ball at a time could be ‘‘in play.” I said, 

H& Meiber for Erin was brimming and full ‘‘T thought I had to serve the lot,” and smiled again. I began to un- 
Of grim and unchangeable hate for John Bull ; , derstand it a little 
By noting his mien it was easy to judge better presently 
That he longed to get at him, and owed hiin a grudge. and wenieeed ft 


To the rest of the world—to the general run— was looking pi- 
It was rather uncertain what Johnny had done; quant yet. Some- 
But the Member (a person of sensitive stuff) times in my wild E 
Thought Johnny had ‘‘ wronged” him, and that was enough, efforts to get at a i 


So the Member for Erin devoted his mind ball I’m sure I be- 
To planning revenge of a suitable kind, came a many-limb- 
And lit on a scheme that appeared to combine ed creature — all 
The sharp and the crushing, the deep and condign. arms and legs. I 


ee. ' didn’t know how 
He laid himself out, in pursuance of this, we scored, or what 
To ferret out all that was queer or amiss, we scored, or if 
Or meet to be blamed or commented upon 


~ : eer naeeinneR aT emp on 
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we scored at all. 


In the premises, ways, and belongings of John. Art. ARMS AND Leos. I asked Bell. 
But the queer and unnatural part of the game ‘We're fifteen, 
Was the manner of John when the Irishman came | and they’re fifteen too,” she replied, as Bob sent the ball smack at my 
And told him of this and the other defect— | head—‘‘and there’s one for your nob,” she added witha grin, That : 
Which manner was such as you wouldn't expect. _ girl’s always grinning—she has good teeth. After play had gone on a P 
Said the Member for Erin, ‘‘ Your garments are torn ; e dogg yr'y again. She said, ‘* Thirty—love ” I nearly made a well- 
The cat’s in the pantry ; the cow's In the corn: ; known joke then, but I reflected what pain it had given me when I saw 
ie! holend your barter 's the ranbect of esr hg it in my favourite *‘comic” for the sixth time, and refrained. I only 
To which the preposterous Johnny said, ‘‘ Thanks !” said, ‘*Well, but what’s become of the fifteen they had just now?” b 
St us y Said, Thanks! ‘That wa th di ved d ’ ; ith - 
His mind was of such a ridiculous mould ‘ OB s I seein oe Gare oui a Riera 1 fon’ b 
 nirsenasdhe Sheer a ; scorn. ‘‘ But I thought we were only going to have one game? I dont 
| proht by what he was told, feel inclined for more than one game; you see——” ‘Oh, bother!’ 3 
Sot 


exclaimed my fair companion, ‘‘a sett’s one game. idiot, and it takes 
six games to make a sett—there!” This seemed to muddle matters 
more than ever, but Bob was just serving, and that girl 7s so sharp—— 
Bob's ball soared 
towards me—a 
lovely ball ; I made 
a dash, slipped, and 


And mended his coat, and disposed of the fat, 
And calmly corrected the cow and the cat. 


fe 


Said the Member for Erin, to grieve and distress, 

‘* Your cheque is dishonoured—they 've marked it ‘N.S. ;’ 
Your baby’s awake and beginning to squall ; 
And your water-butt ’s leaking like goodness and all !”” 





Then Johnny went off and proceeded to mak i 

A fuss at his bankers’ ana the mistake, ’ | pet . we 

In no way neglecting to duly set square se Aga 4 

The rest of the matters requiring his care. | even Tig Bs yo q 

- Bedad !” screamed the Member, beginning to foam, | the balls kept strik- 3 
Your house is on fire, and your children at home! , ing me like a can- ‘a 

And your latest investment is rotten and bad, nonade. There 

And closing unsteady, and falling like mad !” seemed sixty balls 


| instead of six, well 
| aimed too—they 
| seemed to make a 
| regular set at me. 
Said Johnny, ‘* Oh, how shall I ever repa Srggner aps or ar 

ee pay feet, and they said the sett was all over. I /2/¢ it all over, any way: 


The favours ' a e in an Die ad 

‘ ; ) , gigs an ad ’ © Wa) There wer ¥ Tre th y ‘ hall ° } — . 1 “ ehat 

lere were more than six balls lying about, and when I asked how tha 
. , ’ : ] } , , 3 | And ¢ 


And Johnny, with smiling urbanity, rose, 

And rescued his children, and sent for the hose : 
And then (on his broker's removing all doubt 
About that investment) discreetly sold out. 





VANTAGE” 
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sthing PLAYING AT “TOUCH.” 
| poy (See Cartoon.) 
This in the home of the Pharaohs—the land of old Nile 
sent it Where the gay Cleopatra once flourished in style, 
ust as A nice little game is proceeding. 
They The chased one the game very awkward may find, 
alytic While certain big boys, looking on from behind, 
| said, The sport are most cautiously heeding. 
ghee Among these spectators, who idly stand by, 
foro Is Turkey, uncertain, and half on the cry ; 
dif I | He isn’t in love with the “rules” over much, 
So he’s not yet allowed to go playing at “touch.” 





. 
| La belle France (whom the game will affect as to pelf 
5 Exclaims, “7 shan’t play! catch the fellow yourself” 
i (Meaning Arabi—he who is running). 
| And England’s Sir Garnet, a cool-headed blade, 
Some clever manceuvres has recently made 
That will cripple this Arabi’s cunning. 
Other big boys of Europe are waiting, you see, 
Till Sir Garnet has made Master Arabi “he; ” 
And when once that smart youth’s in the British boys’ clutch, 
’'T will be long ere again fe goes playing at “touch.” 


But when by young England this Arabi’s caught, 
And zs share in the game to a standstill is brought, 
Those bystanding boys, who are grinning, 
Will be eager, no doubt, to have something to say, 
And will want to “stand in” in the usual way- 
And then will a “row” be beginning ! 
But, meanwhile, the bondholding parties show glee, 
For this game, on the whole, means to them “ /. s, d. ;” 
but though Britain will vanquish these “rebels ‘and such, 
W211 that be the end of this playing at “touch”? 
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AMATEUR STRATEGY. 
‘The Latest Farce Out.) 


SCENE—IN ANY OMNIBUS. 


THE FULHAM C¥*SAR— 


THAT flanking move of Alison 
Was ’gainst all rules, though clever 
Undoubtedly. I should have shone 
In some more rare endeavour ; 
I should have locked up Suez so 
The rebels would have felt a 
Completely flabbergasting blow : 
But where—where 7s the Delta: 


THE MoLrtrKe OF MORTLAKE 


In my plan, though that dense Herse Ciuard 
Won't listen to it, I’ve a 

kKide that might suit the good Court card 
Of him who rode to Khiva. 

i’d mount our troops on camels’ backs, 
And never trust to footmen ; 

And, to replace the income tax, 
Let British Uhlans loot men. 


THE VAUBAN OF VICTORIA 


What ave our generals about ? 
Our country’s to be pitied, 
The few who’re not reduced by gout 
Are princes or half-witted ; 
To save the famed Canal you’ve but 
(Since other countries buyed it 
To calmly go and simply cut 
One more canal beside it. 


Tite BROMPTON BONAPARTE— 

That flank move may be very well, 
The circuit I ‘d make wider, 

But there’s a dodge a bit more swe!! 
It strikes a mere outsider : 

‘These martinets are merely kids, 
Why don't they put a man on, 

And utilize the Pyramids 
for planting of their cannon :? 


Pik PIisrico WELLINGTON 

lf Arabi had only half 
The genius that here lodges, 

How very loudly he would laugh 
At all their childish dodges ! 

I wouldn’t Wolseley on the land, 
Nor Seymour on three-decker. 

sut simply place in high commanit 
A chap as reads his Acker. 
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ELBOWED OUT OF IT, 


He was of commanding stature—a giant, in fact. True, there was 
nothing at all engaging in his face; on the contrary, his countenance 
was about as horribly unprepossessing as it could be, there being little 
else besides crime legible in it. 

But he appeared to be of the utmost importance, and evidently knew 
it, and asserted his advantage : everywhere he went he elbowed all others 
out of the way, and took the front place; and, owing to his enormous 
bulk, he had little difficulty in so doing. 

He stalked off of a morning to make a round of calls upon the editors : 
he had no argument with the office boy about the editors’ being or not 
being out, or particularly engaged just at present, or indisposed, or gone 
down to the seaside ; he did not even send in his card, but opened the 
doors with a burst, and left them open, and strode into the sanctums (or 
| sancta, if you like), and took the best chair. 
| Whereupon the editors would arise, and bow humbly, and hang upon 

his words with feverish absorption ; and write down three times every 

_ word he had to say; and take minute notes of his personal appearance ; 
‘and beg him to talk more; and knock their foreheads on the ground. 
| But he would not stay long with them, and treated them with the 
| greatest unconcern and even contempt. Then he would stalk round to 
'the clubs, and the Houses of Parliament, and finally into private dwel- 
| lings, being everywhere listened to with the same rapt attention, and 
| treated with the same homage as the editors had shown. Crowds fol- 
‘lowed him in the streets, eager to catch sight of anything new about 
[him. Folks discussed him, and inquired about him everywhere, and 
always with voices of deep respect and interest. 

This sort of thing was in the height of taking place about a couple of 
months ago. 

* x * * ” 

We saw him about six weeks ago, and somehow he didn’t look so 
big : his countenance was certainly quite as forbidding as ever, or even 
more so. He was taking his morning stalk round to the editors, but 
some of the office boys actually asked him to wait a minute or two. 

He chafed at this, and attempted to stride in as of yore; but they 
actually expostulated with him. . 

He tried the clubs, and was certainly admitted ; but the members did 
not crowd round him as they had before, but just asked how he was, and 
chatted a bit. It was the same everywhere. 

* * + * . 








Just lately, not having noticed him about, we called at the palatial 
residence he had occupied. He had left, and we found him in obscure 
| lodgings in a back slum—at least, we found a shrivelled dwarf who went 
| by his name. 

‘* Hullo ! you don’t seem quite so big as you used to be,” we said. 
‘‘They won't /et me be,” he growled. ‘‘ Divil a ha’porth o’ notuce 
i they teek av me! If the idditors thimselfs didn’t slam the dooors 
| 

| 
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in me face! . . . 
‘Did you try the clubs—the Houses of Parliament—private circles? ” 
|  * Did I thry? Did I git onto the dooorsteps, an’ did they chuck me 
out? Wirrasthrue! Were they afther sayin’ divil a scrap was it they 
'cared about me or me doins? It’s all that other villin that done it— 
| be jabers, let me git a holt av him, if he wasn’t so big! Elbers me out 
iverywhere, so he does ! Ochone, why was I iver bor-r-r-n?” 
| ‘**Why, indeed? Nobody ever wanted you,” we said, and left him— 
to dwindle down to nothing, let us hope, yrrow a les 


’ = » 
repulsive face. 


iniless he can | 





FAIRS, and the new giant who had grown up to elbow him out of sight 
was AFFAIRS IN EGYPT. The new giant’s countenance is not so 
inviting as it might be, but it is quite a relief after the horrible repulsive- 
ness of the old one’s. 








DITTIES OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT. 





New Series. No. 9.—An Avip-pitty. 
AIR—‘' Ch, my! J/s ita guy?” 


Ou! gents and fair ladies, I’d bring to your views 
A party who hungers intensely for news ; 
He dines on it, breakfasts, and suppers, and teas, 
Until he’s a regular skeleton, please. 
He swallows so quickly, it must be confest, 
He hasn’t so very much time to digest, 
And sits, having gobbled up facts by the score, 
In feverish eagerness asking for more—with : 
‘Oh, my! Quick, or I die! What is the last that's new? 
Is it a mountain accident, or tale of an arctic crew? 
Has it been cut from a local print? Is it a ‘‘ wire’’ from camp? 
Ifas somebody banged a Salvationist with somebody else’s gamp ?”’ 


This party insatiate (so for to speak) 

Iias had a good feed in the course of the week ; 

He’s swallowed the news (it’s the sort he prefers) 

Of Sellars’ election fur Haddington Burghs. 

He’s swallowed a riot at Aldershot quick, 

Some organ-men’s homes (which they made him quite sick), 

And gulped the Eisteddfod without any fuss, 

Yet still has a craving, expressing it thus: 
‘‘Oh, my! News, or I die! What is the latest game? 
Hasn’t sable monarch come? Or somebody with a claim ? 
Is it an injured Suchait Singh, Rajah of Chumba? or 
Is it a troop of Maories who are hammering at the door?” 





You 're likely enough to consider it chaff, 

Sut that isn’t all he has swallowed by half; 

He’s gleefully swallowed Her Majesty, who 

At Parkhurst presented some colours unto 

The Second Bittalion of Berkshire (which bricks 

Were formerly numbered as Sixty-and-six) ; 

He’s swallowed some speeches uncommonly tough 

From Erin, but says that it isn’t enough. 
**Oh, my!” (that is his cry.) ‘‘Isn’t there anything more? 
I{aven’t some Austrians in a boat unwarily sought the shore ? 
Didn’t they prettily go and trust an Arabi flag of truce? 
Weren't they all ‘took prisoners,’ and ain’t it the perfect deuce?” 





And further his tortured digestion to clog, 

He’s swallowed a New-River-rescuing dog, 

He’s swallowed some cock-fighting (rarest of treats), 
He’s swallowed a pair of Australian beats, 

IIe’s swallowed some science (Southampton it’s goal), 
He’s swallowed the Birmingham Festival whole, 

And somehow or other I cannot but feel 

That he has dispatched a respectable meal. 








‘Oh, my!”’ still he will cry, ‘isn’t there more to tell? 
Haven't they tracked some murderers in Ireland very well ? 


’ rw . ‘ ve he aan fre ' 
Haven't some plucky witnesses removed the case from doubt? 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 
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AN ANXIOUS INTERVAL, 


Mr. TAYTERGORGER. Found him on board a British ship, 
didn’t they? Disguised, wasn’t he? 
Mr. TUBERMUNCHER, Doesn’t actually say he was dis- 
guised, but they weren't certain as to his identity, so the in- 
ference is that he was. 
Mr. TAYTER. The miscreant! Of course they lynched 
him on the spot. No quarter ought to be shown to such 
a 
Mr. TuBER. Well, they didn’t know how to act, being in 
a state of uncertainty whether he was the actual party. So 
they communicated at once with the Privy Council, who held 
a special and excited meeting, and gave orders for his imme- 
diate execution. 

Mr. TAYTER. I hope they handcuffed him well: doesn’t 
say he’s escaped, I hope? Wonder whether they ’re likely 
to reprieve him? Daresay there'll be a memorial sent up 
for commutation of the sentence. 

Mr. Tourer. Shouldn’t be at all surprised. You see, it’s 
rather a delicate matter—international matter, in point of fact. 
The question is, whether the Guion steamer in which he had 
concealed himself can be considered as neutral territory. 
Don’t fancy they’!l dare to execute him without the approval 
of the European Powers and Cetewayo ; though, by the way, 
his body has been ordered to be forwarded to Whitehall for 
identification. It’s an exceedingly knotty affair, whichever 
way you look at it. 

Mr. TAyTer. Had designs against England, I hear. I 
wonder he didn’t embark on the suspicious armed schooner 
which has cleared from Halifax. 

Mr. Tuser. Had designs against the whole of Europe, 
they say. He’s a foreigner, too, by his name. Queer sort 
of name—Doryphora Decemlineata; Christian name’s like 
a feminine one. Perhaps he’s a female in disguise! Lives 
in Colorado when he’s at home. 

Mr. TAYTER. Why. here is a later telegram about him. 
He’s been executed. They stuck a pin through him and put 
him on a cork, 7Zhat’s a relief: now the potato crop may 
have a chance. 











A VERY CURIOUS MEDICAL FACT. 


Gentleman.—D0O Usk CAREFUL, SPRIGGINS 3 YOUR ASSISTANT GAVE ME 


A VERY NASTY CUT THE OTHER DAY. 
Spriegins,— DID HE, Sik? 


IS 'ORRID TRYIN’ THINGS TO THE NERVES.” 


AH! HE’D JUST COME BACK FROM HIS 
HOLIDAYS; AND AS ANY DocrorR WILL TELL You, SIR, THEM HOLIDAYS 


Bai-loonar. 


Ir has been decided to send out a small balloon corps to 
Alexandria. No doubt ascent will be given to this corps to 
hobnob with our sailors, for of course the balloonists will 
possess the air o’ nautical folks. Ly-the-bye, we suppose 
each couple of marksmen will be called a pair o’ shooters. 








ON A “BUS.” 

JOAKES was an irresistibly funny fellow. Tle was just the sort of 
companion for a dreary journey on the Tooting omnibus and a dismally 
wet night. He humbuyged the driver, and so charmed the conductor 
that he was continually bent in a paroxysm of laughter. Our only 
companion on the knife-board was a gentle youth, of apparently some 
eighteen seasons. Ilis face, shining lke a billiard-ball with the wet, 
was scorbutic with the pushing energy of early down. He had scarcely 
any eyebrows, and a modestly retiring chin. His bony hands lay upon 
the dripping knees of a pair of extremely pronounced old check trousers, 
whence he would occasionally lift one or the other to coax some tuft on 
his face into lank and premature existence. His head was adorned with 
around boy’s hat; and a boy’s jacket was buttoned close up to his chin. 

**Much of a traveller, sir?” said Joakes, by way of opening a con- 
versation, and winking at the conductor, 

**I go about a good deal by buth,” replied the boy, turning very red, 
and shifting in his seat. 

** Ah, ah!” said Joakes ; ‘‘one sees a great deal of life from buthes.” 

The boy did not answer, and looked about as comfortable as a mole 
in a gin-trap. 

** Why, bless you,” went on Joakes, ‘‘I could fill a volume with the 
things I have noticed.” 

Sull no reply trom the boy. 

‘* There was the case of Jarvis,"’ continued Joakes, ‘‘ who was riding 
one day towards a bus, when his horse stumbled, and threw him with 
such violence over its head that he flew clean through the panelling 
under the driver’s feet, out through the door at the other end, and again 
on to his nag’s back, when he gave his shoulders a shrug, and continued 
his journey as if nothing had happened,” 
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a big stone, and the boy fell violently against Joakes. 


off the bus, and disappeared in the darkness. 


fear of a whipping.” 


his countenance. 
dangled idly from his buttonhole, and that was all. 


‘*Then there was the case of the old lady,” said Joakes, ‘*‘ who was 
so fat that when she managed to get through the door of a Camberwell 
bus, and plump down on a seat, she tilted the whole concern upto such 
an extent on the other side that all the passengers slipped off their seats 
and the near horse was left dangling his legs in the air,” 

‘* Flaw! haw!” in smothered accents from the driver and conductor. 

** They made it all right afterwards,” went on Joakes, ‘*‘ by setting all 
the other passengers on the opposite seat, and fixing both horses to one 
side of the pole.” 

At this moment one of the oft-wheels of the omnibus skidded against 


‘* Dash me!” howled the latter, who was almost winded by the shock, 
**wh-a-at did you do that for?’’ 

‘* Very thorry,” said the boy, ‘‘ but the buth thwerved.” 

When Joakes had recovered, he went on, but in a more subdued tone, 
‘* T was riding on a bus one day towards some opened sewers, when 
What, going? Good night, sir, good night !” 

For the boy, without a word, had suddenly paid the conductor, slipped 
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** Kum customer, that yere!” said the driver. 
“* Half-fledged,”’ said Joakes ; ‘‘ wanted to get back to his mother for 


After this we jogged along for ten minutes in silence. 

‘It must be getting late,” quoth I. 

‘*Oh, no!” said Joakes, ‘‘ not more than—hullo ! where’s my watch?” 
He dived and routed into his pocket, with subdued agony distorting 
It was of no avail; a broken fragment of chain 


‘* Wanted to get back to his uncle, not his mother,” I whispered. 
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Poor ] akes | he could not pay the conductor ; for his purse had also 
uu ' r way } , le " y ly ree ' 


>. 
yy < 
biwWwe 

















ait ap aa 








mre grat 





aay ae 


























AUGUST 30, 1882. FUN. 95 


LODGINGS.—THE THEORY OF CAPITAL AND INTEREST. 


__ The true theory—(and practice)—of letting furnished apartments involves no initial or subsequent outlay of capital. It provides a Pliré,System of large interest 
with an entire absence of principle. The Letter of Furnished Apartments #z2y happen to be in possession of a few old items of furniture at starting ; but this posses- 
sion (though not regarded as an actual disqualification for the calling) is by no means an essential feature. ¢ 
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The Possessions of the Past, though, are looked upon as an actually indispensable topic by all experienced Letters; ‘‘ You don't happen to have a fad/e, ma'am, 


to place the dinner on?” asks the humble and ungrasping tenant. ‘‘ Ah! if you'd only have took the rooms last May nine years, we @éd used to have a lovely ‘e 
table then,”’ says the Letter, and enlarges on it. If you can't do anything else on a departed table, you ca enlarge on it. 
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Of course the System contemplates no renewal of articles of furniture dying out in the course of nature. “* P'raps you d better not set on it,, says the Letter, when 
the only chair shows signs of dissolution. So the tenant sadly§stands and watches the chair as it slowly fades from the world. 
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GM \o Cowunse npENTS.—The Editor does not bind Aimsel/ lo acknowledge, return, or pay /or Conirioutions in no case will they be returned un 
accompanied by a stamped and directed enveiore. 
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A BROAD HINT. 


“WARM WEATHRR, MY MAN!” 
Ir 1s, SORR! OL WOULDN’T LOIKE TO KE A TRETOTALER IN THIS WKAILHER, SORR!?’ 








































CURT COMMENTS. 
UNbeR the heading, ‘‘ The Cost of the War,” a statement has ap- 
peared showing the price per shot of each ironclad at Alexandria. 
Although the expense is something terrific—the /mzinctéle price being 





£25 atime this is not all. Shall we not be charged with anything 

lelse? The valuable lives it will cost us hould not be forgotten, and 

| were it not for these we should say, ‘*‘ tire away,’ and we'll ‘shell 

tout.’ ™ 

| Cetewayo is either very fond of he (ueen or not very fond of tem 
j on bya deputation from the Total Abstinence 


perance, When Waltced u 
] ] ’ 


League on Tuesday, he would not grant them a moment, as he was 


itting for his portrait ‘‘ at the w1 h of his mother the (Queen. It is to 
be hoped this motherly love will continue, and that luland will bea 


sonny spot near Her Majesty's dominions 


On Wednesday advices from Alexandria stated that the Nile had 
commenced rising. Sir Garnet has all along been conhdent of ‘taking 
arise” out of Arabi. The next thing will be utter ansi/cation. 


ee 2 
Well “Mint! 
A CoRKESPONDENT writes to know whether the coin referred to so 
frequently as the ‘* s2méve ninepence” is made out of ‘* guick”-silver ; 
and if not, why not? 





Our Friend the Enemy. 

A CONIINENTAL writer says that Arabi's name is Toni, and that he 
is anative of Spain. Whether this be true or not, certainly his behaviour 
is (S)painful and as-Toni-shing to many. But a New Orleans paper says 
that his name is Dumontell, and that he was a confectioner in that city 
years ago. If this be so, his manner might be either ‘sweet ” or tart.” 
Some, thinking it the former, give him **putts.’? Others, uncertain in 
what light to reyard him, consider him a mixture of ‘‘all sorts.” It 
certainly may be said that his recent threat to disclose the names cf his 


‘ oe ” . 3 9 ) ' . 
backers,” should he be defeated, is, at all events, candi(e)d. 


Race-y. 
[HE following startling line ina ‘*daily”’ recently met our eye: ‘f Dr. 
Kk chardson on British Races.”? Good gracious! we thought, is it pos- 
ible that the worthy dector has Leen giving “tips” on turf matters, 
with instructions tor **backirg the winner”? Will he enlarge upon the 
at Or, and make a day ‘*book ’ on the * Leger’? We were just about 
to point cut the line to the erudite but erratic Trophonius, and ask his 
opinion on the matter, when we discovered that the doctor’s discourse 
was an ethnological one, and referred to human, and not to horse, races. 


IIANDY FOR CoOKs.—The “ Browning” Society. 
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F 9@W NEW BREAKFAST & AFTER 
Ie DINNER BEVERACE, 


PURE COFFEE COMBINE!) 





WITH MALT BY PATENT PRY) 

CESS. ASSISTS DIGESTION 
‘As a breakfast beverage it is un- 

Sury ed.” — Dr. SANDERSON, 
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Edouin.—** WHAT ! 





A SLIGHT BREEZE. 


You LET THAT FELLOW KIss You! 
Angelene.—‘*OH, VERY WRLL, DEAR, I WON'T NEXT TIME.” 


HOW DARE YOU TELI ME SUCH A THING?” 














OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL’S MIDNIGHT ADVENTURE. 


IT seems, Sir, I am never to get back to my moor again. Last night 
I did think that I should be able to start for Othello, N.B., but just 
before eight p.m., a mysterious-looking messenger, who would see me, 
arrived at my house, carefully carrying a piece of broken slate, on which 
was scratched in a stiff, old-world hand, this message :— 


*§ My Arch, Constitution Hill, Monday Night. 
‘‘F.-M. the Duke of Wellington would be glad to see the Extra- 
Special of FuN to-night at 12 precisely. The F.-M. depends on the 
E.-S.’s attendance, as it is a matter of life or extinction with the former. 
‘*P.S,—The fire-escape man at the corner of Grosvenor Place, who 
carries this, is a real friend.” 


Well, Sir, to come to the point at once, I went, and found the mes- 
senger of the morning, arrayed in his fire brigade uniform, anxiously ex- 
pecting me. 

‘‘It’s all right,” was his greeting. ‘‘ The Dook’s been lookin’ out for 
you, and you re to go up at once. Look, he’s signallin’!”’ 

I did look, and surely enough in the dim light I could distinctly see 
our ‘‘Iron”’ veteran waving his éa/om as though he had been the con- 
ductor of an orchestra. 

On this my guide wheeled his escape up to the side of the Arch most 
in shadow, and signed to me to go up. ‘‘I’ll come and fetch you,” 
said he, ‘‘ when you whistle, so don’t be frightened.” 

But, for all that, Sir, I quailed a little as I stepped on to the Arch, 
and returning the grim warrior’s old-style military salute, gingerly made 
my way to the off side of his charger, and clutched the metallic reins. 

“It is good of you to come,” said the F.-M. in a sepulchral tone, as 
he pushed out his batonless hand from under his cloak, ‘‘I thought I 
could depend upon you.” With that I took the hand held out to me, 
It was cold, and so unmistakably bronzy that I pulled my fingers away. 

The Duke was evidently excited. ‘‘ You know why I sent for you?”’ 
he asked. 


“Indeed I do not,” I re 
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‘“* Nay, your Grace,” I answered, patting coaxingly the cold hard war- 


| horse’s neck, for fear it might also become animated, ‘‘the proposal is 
| only to temporarily take you down, and then to restore you, re-bronzed.” 


The Iron Duke’s reply was a startling one. He simply said ‘* Bah! 
in so loud a tone that a passing cabman stopped and looked about him, 

“Indeed it is so,” I returned; ‘‘ neither Lord Elcho nor Mr. Shaw 
Lefevre, nor any one, thinks of removing your Grace permanently.” 

‘*And you think I will submit to this temporary displacement ?”’ 

I replied that I assumed under all the circumstances that he would. 

The Duke’s next action was so unduky, sounk.-M.y, if T may uge the 
term, that I nearly fell backwards down Constitution Hill. He posi- 
tively raised his éa/on, and placing it against the off side of his pro- 
nouncedly aquiline nose, tapped it repeatedly till the bronze bridge rang, 

** Wasn't Temple Bar pulled down temporarily ?’' he asked with a me 
tallic sneer ; ‘‘ they were going to put itup again in Epping Forest, eh?” 

‘* Yes,” I admitted, ‘1 thought that was so.” 

‘* And where is it now?” sternly inquired the Iron Warrior, 

I was silent. 

‘Then there was the Burlington House /acade, that too was to be re- 
built with loving care,’”’ proceeded the Duke: ‘‘ where is that ?” 

I knew well enough, but I thought it better not to say. 

‘*Bah!” repeated the bronzy one, ‘‘I know their tricks and manners, 
and that if they once got me down, I should never be put back.”’ 

** Vous y étes et vous y restez, in fact,”’ I suggested. 

‘*(juite so,” said the Duke. ‘‘ Let Elcho and Lefevre and all the rest 
of them come on when they like, I shall be ready for them,” 

‘* And you wish me to tell them this?” I asked, 

‘‘No, no, not a word. What I want you to do is to change these 
pistols,” and he pointed to the bronze dummies in his holsters, ‘‘ for two 
Colt’s revolvers, then I shall be quite prepared. You do not refuse?” 

‘Oh, no,” said I, hurriedly taking them, ‘‘I will see to it at once.” 


* + ° © a 
Ten minutes later I was hicing home in a swift hansom, bearing with 
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SILASHES 








Rk. CHARLES 
READE, who 
not infrequently 
prejudices a 
good case by 
unnecessary vio- 
lence in stating 
and prosecuting 
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it, has a stand- 
ing advertise- 
ment in ‘‘the 


organ of the 
profession,” 
characteristic- 
ally warning oft 
‘‘ pirates’”’ from 
his pieces. He 
i at pre ent 
prosecutl! zs one 
of the alleged 
pirates, and has 
taken the op- 
portunity to 
issue a further 
warning in the 
! ‘‘organ.”’ Holding pretty much the same 
pinion on general grounds that Mr. Keade does on personal’ones, 
concerning the wholesale and unblushing plagiansm that undoubtedly 
roes on all over the country, I am in entire sympathy with that gentleman 
which will probally give him much satisfaction), but from some counter- 
etters which have appeared in that *‘ organ,” it appears there are some 
arties who are not, 
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shape of a letter to the said 


However, it is not my intention to plunge into the fray; Mr. Reade 

quite capable of fighting his own foes (of which there are only three 
it present,—one who attacks his English, one who attacks his French 
ind advertises a play of his own, ani one who says he hasn't copied 
Mr. Keade’s plays, and therefore has no reason to be annoyed, for Mr 
Keade only ** went for” those who 4a7). 

I allude to the matter simply to ask a question which has often occurred 
to me—how is it the Dramatic .\uthors’ Society, in the face of the well- 
known enormous unauthorized use of the property under their charge, 
has never done what Mr. Keade declares his intention of doing ?—viz., 
‘*to divide the country into legal dioceses, and have a solicitor in each 


listrict instructed to proceed at once against’’ the delinquents. Is it 
that the yame, asa rule, is not worth the candle? Surely it would be, 
igainst the local manayvers A small fee for information (in strict con- 


ht also be a means of limiting performances of, say, Bo. 
title of Ze Lodgers, or Psuk disguised with painful 
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The Victoria 

offee Music 
Hall opened for 
the season on 
Friday, with a 
vigorous pro- 
gramme and a 
promising flou- 
rishoftrumpets 
Professor Mal- 
den lectured on 
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the War, FE qemu 

you se carried ‘he aa 

way with mili- \ 

tary enthusiasm Oe 

there’s nothing \  « 

ike a lecture to v8 ' 

make you reco \ bee < 
ture self { je i. 

\ a 


> 
an ior pn y a. —* ~\ a =f Ay 
t be ere fate B a 


|Kieves us of 
| ‘her !—has been lecturing on 


‘An Actor's Life’’ before the membe 


| the Balloon Society, of all people 





nection between actors and balloons on account of the ‘ 





Is Miss Keives suggesting a con- 


gas’’ in each? 
NESTOR. 


WHAT AN INCOMPETENT GENERAL! 


(AN EpIToRIAL SONG OF CONTEMPT.) 
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Ni aay 


Ouk Special Commissioner recently went, 


And saw the C ommander- in-Chief in his tent ; 
” he said, ‘*if you'll kindly explain, 


‘*T’]] thank you, 
And give, 7” extens?, your plan of campaign. 
‘‘ Ahem!’ said Sir Garnet, * 


Hil 


‘it seemeth to me 






It would damage my chance to a certain degree.” 


And so he politely but meanly refused, 


And we think our Commissioner beastly ill used. 


So sneer like a good ’un, and snigger, and quiz, 


And sing what a dutter the General is! 


His plans must be bad, and his intellect small, 


If he tells our Commissioner{nothing at all. 


Our Special Commissioner said, ‘* You ll confess 
That the interests, status, and fame of the Press 
Are far more important (when granted their rights) 
Than all your success in the matter of fights?” 
But the General uttered (well knowing its sting) 


The following rude and unmannerly thing, 
And this with unblinking effrontery too ; 


And?the thing that the General uttered was ‘* Pooh ! 


So sing that the veriest tyro can see 


How very incompetent Wolseley must be ; 
For he who would think of offending the Press 
, a pretty fine mess! 


Must make, as a soldie 
‘* But, hang it !”’ our Special Con 
‘©The paper I travel for »s¢ be ahead, 
In ‘plans’ and ‘intentions,’ 
Of all its henighted contemporarees.’ 
The General's answer was simply imbued 
With all that 
Of courtesy, —bless you !—it hadn’t a spark ; 
‘*Your paper be hanged !” 
Why, lor’! 


/7e simply refusing to tell us a word) 
Are purely chimerical, wild, and absurd. 


‘*By Jove!” our Commissioner said, 
I'll write to my editor now,—on the spot ; 
And then you ’ll be sorry—/e 
The General’s answer we simply can treat 
As grossly degrading—unfit to repeat ; 


taste 18 rev ed Vv answers 


bs } 
like these: 


:missioner said, 


and matters like these, 


was scurrilous, shabby, and rude ; 
was the person’s remark. 


we can see that the General’s schemes 
(As purely imagined by us in our dreams— 


‘if you cvon't 
Inform me, I ‘ll——hang it, you see if I don’t !— 


«2 give it you hot! 
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Never No More. 


I 'vE been all as a fellow could possibly be, 
| Doing all as I possibly can ; 
| And, whatever they say, they may say about me 
That I lived and I died like a man. 
But I fancy mankind is a jolly bad lot, 
And I look upon life as a bore. 
If you think that I’m happy, I tell you I’m not, 
So my motto is—Mver no more. 





I believe that my parents were honest though rich, 
And they treated me quite on the square ; 

Till, by luck or through merit—I cannot say which— 
I got earning my bread pretty fair. 

But I own that I never thc ught much of my trade ; 
It’s a craft that I simply abhor. 

Not by genius or poesy fortunes are made ; 
SO my motto is —.Vevr no more. 


In my boyhood I wandered as free as the air, 
And as bri, ht as the stars up above ; 

For I felt Jittle sorrow, and felt little care, 
Till I once on a time fell in love. 

’'T was a vison ecstatic, with bonny brewn hair, 
Whom to see was of course to adore. 

She deceived me, and left me a prey to despair ; 
So my motto is—Nererv 10 more. 


Long ago I was reared at a charity-school, 
Where my mates weme as good as could be ; 
But the first grew a swindler, the second a toul, 
And the third grew the worst of the three. 

In the days of my manhood, I venture to say, 
I can reckon my friends by the score ; 

But my friends are a very queer set in their way, 
So my motto is— Never no more. 


1 ’ve endured over half of the manifold ills 
That are known to the children of men ; 

(And the elaims of my chemist for draughts and for pills 
Hlave been painfully high now and then.) 

Some were maladies very unpleasant indeed, 
And I fear as there ’s others in store. 

















I get weary of leading the life that I lead ; 
So my motto is—Acver no more. 


Right to a T-Leaf. 
IN some parts of China it seems the original growers sel] 


their tea by measurement. Of course it was for their use, 
obviously, that the T-square was first invented. 


THE CULTIVATION OF MEMORY. 


Mabe (to her Grandpapa).—‘*' AND CAN YOU REALLY REMEMBER GEORGE 
tHE FOURTH?” 

Grandpapa,—'‘‘ YES, LITTLE ONE; YOU SEB, I AM A GOOD DEAL OLDER 
THAN YOU ARRE.”’ 

Mabel,—‘* How MUCH OLDER MUST I GROW BEFORE I SHALL BE ABLE 
rO REMEMBER HIM?” 














CONVERSATIONS FO THE TIMES. 


PROGRESS OF THE WAR. 


Mr. KEEDALL ABBOWTIT. I've my doubts whether Sir Garnet will 
have it all his own way, after all. I see that Wirer, the special corre- 
spondent of the Fwreter, has been appointed to the command-in-chief 
of the enemy's forces ; very able man for the place, so they say, and up 


to most of Sir Garnet s moves. 


Mr. Uprer Darr. Don’t believe it, sir—don'? dclieve it. Why, 
General Wirer’s frst reconnaissance was an utter failure. Pushed for- 
ward a party of twenty printers’ devils and twelve ottice boys, under the 


|command ot the correspondent of the Pryer, with the object of forcing 


| General Hamley to divulge his plans. 
| . 





| 





( 
| Correspondents Spyer and Pee 
( 


Left a cordon of compositors to 
pass the result from mouth to mouth towards the ottices in Fleet Street. 
General Hamley saw em coming, sir, and locked up his orders in a 
safe, and promptly placed the first finger of his right hand to his nose, 
at the same time deploying his left thumb so as to cover his shoulder. 
Why, sir, the enemy retreated in disorder, and when the editor of the 
Pryer heard about it, he shaved his head and took the pledge! 

Mr. k. A. Pooh :—what of that? Small affair. Why, look at the 
Operations a day or two ago on a larger scale—complete journalistic 
success! (Gencral Wirer threw out a reconnaissance in force—twenty- 
ve telegraph clerks and ten picturesque reporters, under Correspondent- 
colonel Cabler of the Daily /nguts.tive; a dozen devils, led by Post- 
‘Peeper; three waygons-full of cross-ques- 


lions, and a large train of messengers. Succeeded 1n Capturing ol 
net’s private wire, and connected it up with the apparatus in Fleet 
I r wit! espaicnes, 


Meanwhile reinforcements came up, thus enabling Correspondent Cable 
to push forward into Sir Garnet's tent, wake him up, and open a tre 
mendous and harassing hre of leading questions. Sir Garnet retreatec 
slowly, fencing off the hre as well as he could ; then suddenly broke u| 
in confusion, leaving behind him considerable stores of exhaustive an 
swers and various notes of his plans. Enemy’s losses rot worth men 
tioning. 

Mr. U. D. Oh, ah !—that ’s all very well, but how about the ne» 
day? Newspaper forces advanced in skirmishing order, and opene: 
desultory fire of indirect queries on all Sir Garnet's officers who miyb 
be expected to have any information. Lor’ bless ycur soul !—go 
snubbed all along the line, Sir Garnet having, under cover of the dark 
ness, brought up a large force of reserve and a full train of evasions. 

Mr. Kk. A. That may be; but what doyou think will tecome of Su 
(,arnet when the Press has got all its long-range guns mounted in Flee! 
street? Why, I see the Lat/y Deriary forts have opened fire on the 
right-hand column with a daily article, pounding away at Sir Garnet: 
way of doing things right and left. They’ve got his range, I can tell 
you; and the shells tell. 

Mr. U. D. Dothey? I seemed to fancy most of ’em fell short. 

Mr. Kk. A. Why, how long do you think Sir Garnet can stand tha' 
sort of thing ? 

Mr. U. D. Well—perhaps—I should think— about for ever. 

Mr. R. A. Eh? Well, p'r’aps, when one cumes to turn the matter 
over, you've about hit it. 


—_— LS 


OLp Izaak Walton says, ‘‘ Treat the worm as if you loved him.’ 
That Ss w! The\ 
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what some French trmets have been doing of late. 
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THE IMPROVER. 
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CATCHING A BIG ‘UN 
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And often did he rut 


} 


And then, methinks, 1 


} 


And while he sat, in th 
Sir Garnet’s hook quut 

Around the bait to sii! 
But then he found he 





.oO matter,” said Sir G 


Cartoon., 


17. B. to a skilful angler named Oir G., 
roublesome has recently been seen ; 
ers there, with something « fa cunnin 
a ae aad « Pella’ 
r | ‘@ oie ripe Caii€a ClMANCCE 
Fellaheen” have in a queer condition bee 
ve been netting in Egyptian streams for pe 
‘ng 
ot the one who will improve their lot 
tish, who chietlyv thinks of self. 
\ 1 7 | 1 
Ir. ] nd soon that ar r crossed the 
} Pome ley } 
trim he ought the tro ied spot ; 
} 1 . . * ? . 
ut, he fora “ bite” began to watt, 


h he armed himself were loaded well with 


tream, the “* Arabi” tried many a sch 
from Angler Garnet’s hook 

inon, my hook he will be wriggling on 

\rabi’ will have a frightened look.” 


ght profound, an artful fish came smelling round 
} 


utiously, as though it had a wish 


lurk ; and soon the angler gave a jerk, 
64 AT.; 


'd only caugnt the ** Mahmoud Fehmy’’-fish. 


es 7 
( reci. 


il, the tish was in Sir Garnet's 


‘“Fehmy” was a most important “ catch 
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DITTIES OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THR MOUSIC OF THR MCMRNT. 
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“Salat " 
‘ ’ hy _ 
4 ai re 
«SSS 
4 NX 4 T » ‘ 
LIR—** Femina Bires 
OuR wife’s a soi ng creature, 


As you may we I's Ippose, 
but scarcely makes a feature 
Of calmness or repose ; 
For when we con the papers 
And tell the news, she’s hot 
To join the crowd of gapers 
Who’re always ‘‘on the spot. 


¢é 


(Sforen).—That 's it. Whatever happens, she must go and ‘‘see if 

’s true” at once. She’s all over the shop all day long, just like a 
juicksilver buttertly. The worst of it is, she won't go alone; she must 
drag ws with her. It's always the same ; we just begin to read, ‘‘It is 
reported that the firm of Jones and Son 1s declared bankrupt——” when 
up she starts with her ‘‘ Oh, let's go and see!’”’ And then 


She hurries us of? without our hat or money to pay our fare, 
She doesn’t inquire if we ’ve washed our face, or whether we ’ve brushed 
| our hair; 
| but, anxious to see if the news is true or only a kind of sell, 
She says no more, but collars our arm, and hurries us off pell-mell 
Though papers we ’ve in vollums, 
We only have the chance 
To cast across their collums 
perticial glance. 


> 


Uur thirst fur news assuaging 
} } . 
(Th i Cs f Pp 
\\ st'¢ th f IN | ravi! r 
\ i ypt » i 
sot a Trott + + + 
(S7 n) Wt ist as Wwe re ge ng inter , there st 
front of us, and nother moment 
She hurries us oft without ir nat or money to pay our fare, 
~ F ‘ +. : ' a ye > 4)) t1'@ Ut "+ - ghias . > n - ‘ 
ne doesnt if ure 1 Ww ve all We Wanht, OF ali (tha ve Fae WEA? ¢ 
She ‘‘doesnt exactly mistrust report or doubt that such things can 
She says no more, but collars our arm, and hurries us o see 
\V hi aco SO eh 
VYVE TUST i@ I In and oram ic 


To note some grouse diseased - 
To Iceland une we scramble, 

W here hung per S unappea ised ; 
Next see prize fighters undone 

By HH rnsey s cheerful ponds ; 

hen back again to London 

To see some stolen bonds 


(Spoken).—And to all of these places 
She hurries us off without our hat or money to pay re 
Sne t observe how wor! we ar n¢ € PI r Care 
4 ever attempts to | é r bre eclaring ‘‘it t be é 
= s re, but c r rarm, and hurrie ke FUN 
i ‘ 
¥ . r y 


Australia does its duty 

At cricket, and we're vext; 
A Tournament of Beauty 

At Buda-Pesth is next. 

(Sfoken).—She made us go to all of them too! She wouldn't take 
any excuse. And when she heard that we, a comparatively drunken 
nation, had been lecturing Cetewayo, the king of a ‘comparatively tee 
total nation, on the evils of intemperance, she immediately exclaimed, 
‘Oh, my! what fun !—do let us go and see.” And 
She hurried us off without our hat or money to pay our fare ; 

She trotted us down the Melbury Road (and didn't the artists stare ?) 
‘The deputation,” she then remarked, ‘‘is issuing forth, I think :’ 
she said no more, but collared our arm, and forced us to stand ’em a 


’ 


irink 





Recessional Reflections. 

In view of the c/éture to be voted during the Autumn Session, the 
following Members have made up what they call their minds to a modi- 
tied course of conduct :— 

Mr. Arthur Arnold, as the champion giver of notices of motion during 
he forthcoming session, takes the lead in good resolutions. Mr. Arnold 
has determined to speak only once during each debate, and that for not 

re than three-quarters of an hour, interruptions and hesitations not 
icluded. He will also refrain from bringing forward anything con- 








ted with Coolies or Deceased Wives’ Sisters Bills, and will let the 

pl r at least ten days. 

afr. Philip ¢ lan having explored the r cesses of the Clock Tower, 
to the conclusion that there was no whisky on the premises 


and come 
has also come to the conclusion that there isno patriotic end to be gained 
by being locked up therein. The noble Philip + will therefore not inter- 

rupt more than twice during a debate, even on a subject concern 
which he knows nothing. And it is darkly rumoured that there are 
subjects concerning which even Philip knows almost nothing. 
Sir Charles Dilke has made up his mind not to give any more of those 
‘ategorically explicit answers for which he has been hitherto famous, 
When the session begins again, the Under-Secretary (who may be any- 
thing else by that time, but we don’t know as much about the Cabinet 
decisi ns as the society journals) will simply answer a demand for in- 
formation as to Egypt with the clear statement: ‘‘I understand, and I 
even comprehend, that my honourable friend is anxious to know at what 
stage our negotiations with the Egyptian authorities have arrived, and 
in order that everything shall be clear and aboveboard as regards the 
policy of her Majesty’s (;sovernment in the Fast, I beg to state that, 
until further notice, I can give no information at all.”’ 
Mr. Healy has made up his mind for martyrdom, and no mistake. 
But as Mr. HI. has had leisure to see the error of his parliamentary ways 
(not being perpetually exasperated by the spectacle of the bulky Home 
Secretary OPI posite) ie has determined that it shall be complete and ex- 
peditious. To the ‘vo Clauses, therefore, he intends to add an ar- 
ticle which shall sentence every Member —" the Prime Minister 
to six months’ hard reading of the Reports of the lair Trade League. 
Mr. Hlealy will therefore interrupt Mr. (:ladstone’s first speech with 
f his own chaste epigrams (such as ** Go it, Bill!” or ‘* Bully for 


you! ’—an American reminiscence), and three weeks afterwards he will 
have ceased to live. Tle desires that nobody may avenge him ; only if 

me ly ul? make it | urticularly hot for the fair trader, why, he 
won't rise from his early tom! 


As for Mr. Gladstone's rece omaE s ctlections, they are of such a mixed 


ible to Ss them in full. One of the 


1 that it almost im] 
t important resolution arrived at by the Premier is that "ane will in 
ire alWays Vo h e ft tea, instea 1 of fyi it in the tea-room gand.- 


wiched between, say, a Bradlaughite and Alderman Carden. He will 
)not insist on supervising the business of every public department 
Ly essarily gracious to certain noble peers who 
re anything but gracious or noble in their treatment of him. And he 
he has been talking about for seven sessions 


The Pot and the Kettle. 


THe O'Donovan Rossa has been pitching into the trustees of the 
‘Skirmishing Fund,” because the money subscribed for the purpose of 
¥ wal again t England is not forthcoming. Well, hens is nothing 
rprising in that; the *‘Skirmishing Fund ’’-ers are not noted for pro- 
ity. th ey Ca ill the missing money ‘‘do’’-na. 
now—for subscribers of both nations have been nicely ‘‘done”’ by 


re | ruae revar s inte 


A DAILY paper says, ° Th trict preservation of the Thames is already 
r fruit Of irse it meant to say ‘‘fish.” The fin- 
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SOMIS OCCASION FOR PROTEST. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpITOR OF ‘‘ FUN.” 
Derbyshire, last Tuesday. 

IR,—It occurred to me after that game 
that I didn’t seem to care tor tennis. 
I half thought that I could be graceful 
and piquant enough to satisfy myself 
without it, so I didn’t play any more. 
But you never saw such a place for 
tennis as this is: wherever I visit—and 
my relatives insist on taking me with 
them wherever they go; not, they re- 
mark, that they are by any means 
proud of me, but they don’t feel in- 
clined to trust me at home in their 
alsence—wherever we visit, there is 
that inevitable net, and lawn with white 
marks on it, so that I always have to 
sprain my ankle as an excuse. I dea 
think I’d escaped it at one place— 
there was a lovely lawn, and a beauti- 
ful rose garden, and a delicious green- 
ise, and a delightful shrubbery, and 





. ws 


CHG 





ir host took us among them my de- 
g 


rit whispered to itself, ‘* No tennis—joy !’’ and I smoked in 
eness we went round a secluded corner to see some 

in a large pi ck; right in the middle of that paddock was a 
h place mown and—a net! I had to sprain my ankle at once. 
ny relatives took me to the county town. I tried to make striking 


wed me buildings and things. I said ‘‘ Oh, in- 


re 
"| vis nite wake | le when they indicated the prison, and ‘‘ Very fine!” when they 
\ , v Tt than out the university, and **Oh, yes!” when they paraded the 
Met @ er foreioners revil natic asylum, and got fearfully dry by the time we had to start for home. 
ha style? ly relatives’ is a big rambling old shanty, built with a great 
eof brick—some of the walls (the outer ones) are about three feet 
llow prettily we carry out hick, the wind loesn’t wave them about a bit, and it’s foolery to talk 
Phe fine ‘Free Tr we talk whispers in one room for fear of some one in the next overhearing you; 
And what intere.'ing mess y con't doit iftheytry. But one excuses these little blemishes when 
\\ 6 Fre f the Tres for a holiday; we can’t expect to take town advantages into the 
- . intry with us. It’s a wilderness of a house. If you come stealing 
yh r eyes cleceive, f your bed-room in the dark, you must be careful not to slip down 
And hesitate t te beheve the four long stair-steps leading from the front of it and the next one, to 
That Tritain have acted thus! he landing; and it’s of no use turning to the right down the long nar- 
sraceful! S$ grac 1S row passage leading to the nursery, children’s and servants’ bed-rooms, 
Ren eee clea taal and back stairs; they don't keep whis 7 mean, there's no use in going 
eae eh D States ¢ there ; and the apple-store above is locked, even if you wanted apples. 
ee it Ge Rotel ook Nor is there any use in going into the **school-room”’ on the left ; there 
ie nb secant ner ie Bakes is nothing to drink there—supposing you wanted a drink—except ink, 
— ini that's not satisfying. Your best plan is to creep softly down the stairs 
We read. with vu r-wort wit. front of you; don’t go through the arch at the bottom, that’ll only 
ayn you into a wall, and the human frame is not formed to meet such 
a one I tually, | larly if you rush at it under the impression 
ra-Nihil : tI ng-room door. .\ few moments’ half-sleepy, half- 
1 reflection t | I mean, will tell you—that the dining-room 
ly read, we say, nig! ) re stands the whisky-decanter, as usual, on the 
( heir t ey I , it t, though. How’s this? And I’m so con- 
ry t f ly rs s to say, you ll now feel inclined to explore the 
W ) vhere he cellars? Well, you turn to the right out of 
piel | iIng-room, al ving th lrawing-ro ym and library at youl back, 
ntly al, floor in fr f you and—fall down a step with a tremen- 
> ile os singh iden hanes . crash! You listen! Allis still. Picking yourself up, you open 
h ¢ it col r the ght and lelt of the passage. I know they always 
i Worse remaining to be the wine-cellar unlocked : small sewing-room on left, nothing of 
Whenever packets come to light : ; 3 . te re; ae oth SAgmt, smells of herbs, sink in it; door to 
That seem to harbour dynamite, ‘om } a nai s fe oe ee wn jo ik sheng and el 
Suc shameless conduct ?— fer ther ; ‘eee yee af “3 Ps ery . re ie wear and OO e/unane ; the 
Kitcher Der or on left—mré/ ugh!—next door, coals; next, 
And if suspicions in respect ther pantry ATE! ' Pah! Now, where that wine-cellar? 
Of h exp prove correct, “7h, Stop ami nute!—I know! 
That packet (as we read with pain) ' va . ” 
They « ey ‘2M ack IKe a thtning! The door under the stairs! I am there 
1 whisky through the keyhole! Now for it, one pull and 
Why, things have reached a pretty st L har tt! ; . ~— 
Phat f | violate ‘ * , ‘s 
bs [ae ee \iamouring cr rs are bad encugh; but the 
yh “ re sent—whisky n bond 
’ 





in entrancing kitchen garden, and as | 
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Outrages, SS — 


WHAT nasty contagious *‘ diseases’? outrages of all kinds 7 — : 
are! Wolverhampton has the misfortune to be the first 
Engli-h town where the Irish epidemic has fairly broken out. 
We learn that verv recently ‘*some person entered a field on 
} Dunstall Farm Wolverhampton, belonging to Mr, Farp, 
‘and cu off tive inches of the tail of a valuab’e heier. The 
| portion of the tail cut off was left on a fence immediately in 
I front of the house.” 
| The punishment that ought to be infl’cted upon such a 

brutal wretch as the perp tra'or of the above outrage should 
lhe to make him eat the tail raw—hair, bore, and ail—and 





g him thoroughly a terwards to promote digestion Aral: 
events, Strong measures are NeceSsaryv to stop such cClreases 
fro M Spreading On thls $1 of St. George’s Channel, Si rong 
means would be at once taken to stamp out cholera if it ap- 
peared in our midst, and the best physic for the Irish com- 
plaint would be the lash it least we lmagin Si) 

I _ <3 

. S 

By your Leaf! Y 

Most people have been reminded ad nauseam that a tree S 
has its ‘* bark :” but the most hardened arboriculturist has 





never yet dared to say that he has heard its ‘* bough”’-wow 


Hail and “Spirits.” 

A LFARNED PROFESS ?R in reading a piper on ‘‘ Hailstones' 
at the British Association, referred to one about the size of 
an elephant. This must have been seen in Tusk any, we 
should think. It was also stated that alcohol ts of ‘*celestial 
origin,’ and comes fiom the upper regions. There are many 
whe considered it closely Cor nected with the nether regi ns, 
and they will doubtless call the assertion an alcohol-low 


mockery. 

| AN evening journal, referring to the present disinclination 
of France to indulge in warfare, says. ‘° The French have for- 
| saken the battle-t eld for the Bourse,” Well, that is only an 
| “*exchange,’’ is it not? M. Paul Bert's fi-ry speech the other 
| day. though, was rather over-Bert-ing, N.B.— Please ‘* bear”’ 
| lightly on the pronunciation. aii <a - - emo 

| | 


THE WAY IT IS DONE NOW. 
“It’s Mile, Minelli who's Shirty with Him.” Tourtst (has walked ten miles, and wants a drink bad/y),—‘*CAN YOU TELI 


‘ 











Wer do not know whether it is a fact that Madame Sarah ME IF THERE IS AN INN OVER THERE, CHILDREN?” (Vo answer.) 
Bernhardt’s new husband was unable to pay his laundre-ses’ ‘“CAN’r YOU SPFAK?” 
bills before he was married to the erratic French genius. Small Grrl, aged nine (severely) —“ WE'RE GOOD TEMPLARS, SIR, AND 
The action brought against him in Paris will, however, satis- DOAN T HOLD WITH NO NASTY DRINKIN’——” 


| 
factorily settle the fact Anyhow, M Damala is in a posi- Smal Boy, al echt (in a burst of wrath) —‘“ DRINK’'S A SNARE, AN 
tion at present to pay for the ‘‘ washing” of the Brigade of YFW DID OUGHT TrW BE ASHAMED OF YOUSELF, AT YKWR TOIM O' LOIFE, | 
Guards. Joking apart, isnt it a great pity for public cha- WE WUNT TELL YEW THE WAY TO ThE INN ONLESS YEW GIVES US A | 


4 
» 
| 


racters to so persistently wash their dirty linen in public ? SHILLUN’. 


THE Wea2RRIOR'S RHWARD. And if it was not zery clumsily done, | 
| 





IE er of Britain and also t} They ‘d give him a couple for taking his gun. 
_— 4 hi Ui PTALALLL Uli Bid LiiC | 
ie r : ) ; . . } 
Pine eT _ ; Then crosses and orders they ‘d give him galore | 
7m Ven t think how full of endu- As soon as he trod on the enemy $ shore, 
~\ rance they are ; And if he exhibited litule distress 
\ Tr nd . | . 4 ' : 4 i auoat 4 i i Aa 5. 
Pr) ¢2 ga r ‘ nef , ‘ the , , . 
; 295 fied to A BNC the Shes Chey ’d vote him a purse and a parchment address. 
‘ iP 
There isn’t a thing they ’re unable And if to the combat his duty should call, 
to stand. They d offer hing medals for going at all, 
Ps er a And deek him with more from his boots to his hair 
ve icned this conciusion with ’ . 
beat? ' iis Supposing they heard of his fighting while there. 
thoroughbred tact, 
By simply observing the men in the They ’d give him the George and some other fal-lals 
act If he didn’t turn round and fire into his pals, 
Of bearing, without either tremor For loading with shot, the Victoria, and 
r pause, Promote him for hearing the word of command. 
The wild adulation of public ap- . . . . ° 
The soldier and sailor (exceptions are few), 
For wher ré war and the (Juite cheerfully does what we pay him to Uew ; 
combatant gces, Hic knows it’s his duty, to self and to us, 
The public it praises him all that And he’s ready to do it without any fuss. 
it KNOWS ; ; But when his biv guns smath inferior forts, 
I | ‘ + @eyeite rt » 
r) } ‘ , , y? ri 
/ I ’ elle ght 
oe » wi ' 
e 
/ y , lions me case Wihs lAdy O€ réluyned “unisii 
iY. s an . ; , id >» f wknowiuwdre ry 7m, OF pu) 
t moanied by a stamerd amd davectea envtiore 
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SUDDENLY, AND THAT SORT OF THING, YOU KNOW 
Uncle. —“* BOTHER YOUR LIVER, SIR! 








OUT SHOOTING TO REGAIN HEALTH. 
Fred. —‘**VeRY SORRY FOR THE ACCIDENT, UNCLE, BUT IT’S MY HORRID LIVER. HAND SHAKY! ALWAYS SEEING BLACK SPOTS 


YOU MOST SEE DOOSID LARGE BLACK SPOTS AT TIMES TO FIRE AT MY HAT.” 


[Cuts him off with a shii——No! with a Holman's Liver Pad. 











| NEW LEAVES. 


We have great pleasure in calling attention to this week’s issue of our 
contemporary, THE PICTORIAL Wi IRLD, which commences a new series 
in fair competition with the two illustrate’ papers already before the 
public. To attempt to surpass either of the journals alluded to would 
be absurd, seeing how well they are done ; but when we take into con- 
sideration the great increase of the reading as well as the art-loving 
community, we cannot help feeling that there is ample room for this 
new candidate for public favour, backed up as it is with the names of 
many of our most famous artists and authors, as regular contributors 
to its pages. In the present number the wood engravings are fairly 
up to the best issues of its competitors, while, in addition to the opening 
chapters of a new novel by Miss Braddon, ‘*The Golden Calf,’ there 
is given a splendid lifelike portrait of Sir Garnet Wolseley. Seeing the 
gallant way in which this highly successful general is carrying our brave 
troops through the present campaign in Egypt, against overwhelming 
numbers, as well as the most trying of all enemies, a burning sun and 
polluted water, we cannot help thinking that the portrait will bea 
welcome guest in thousands of households. Our candid advice to every 
reader of FuN is, go at once and secure a copy of this portrait of General 


Wolseley. 


‘*Randolph Caldecott’s Graphic Pictures” (George Routledge and 
Sons).—This collection of Graphic Pictures forms a handsome volume. 
The pictures are both numerous and humorous, are coloured both de- 
licately and dexterously, and are accompanied by descriptive matter 
both truthful and mirthful. It is a book to buy, to keep, but not to 
**lay by.” 





A “‘ Meet” Present. 


CETEWAYO has graciously deigned to accept a pack of hounds. A 
few months ago it looked as though he had hopelessly gone to the dogs. 
Now all has changed, and the dogs have come to him. 





IT was supposed that English financiers had i money at stake 
in Egypt already, yet we read in the war telegrams of another *‘ British 
advance. 

THE winner of the prize for Beauty at the recent competition at 
Buda-Pesth is said to be very Buda-ful.—[That is more than this joke 
is.—Ep. ] 


AN EFFecTIVE ‘‘ DEMON ”-STRATION.—Spofforth’s bowling. 
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COATED PENS. 


| ELEGANT! CLEAN! DURABLE! 
INK AND RUST DEFYING. 


In ] Stat ners 





| JOHN HEATH, 70 George Street, Birmingham. 








is always safe 
to use 


eckitts 
| 6 lue. 





London: Printed by Dalziel Brothers, at their Camden Press, High Street. N.W., and Published (for the Proprietors) by T. Moffitt, at 153 Fleet Street, E.C. 





Cadbury: 


CAUTION.—If coc 
Cocoa thic kens in 
the cup, it proves 


PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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PALETTE-ABLE. 


Elderly Rustic.—‘* THIS ’UN AIN’T UP TO MUCH! 


Bot ’1Is MATE’S DOIN’ IT A DRAL WUSS NOR 'IM, AWVER THRER!” 





























OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT THE FRONT. 
ISMALIA, .)/onday. 


NovELTY, Sir, is the great desideratum of the age,* and I knew full 
well that when you appointed me your EFxtra-Special in Egypt, it was 
that I might strike out some new line in special corresponding hitherto 
unthought of. 

Very good, then, I have struck it out, and you will find enclosed the 
very first special war correspondence ever written in heroic metre. 

ER, ReG-LuUR BUFFER, 

Tuesday, Half-past Two, 

I think it’s time, Sir, that I wired to you 
To tell you Fate has granted my desire, 
For all the day I have been under fire ; 
Where bombshells hissed and shrapnel shrilly crashed 
There on my war-horse, Sir, I’ve blithely dashed, 
Curvetting now before the very foe, 
Now caracoling as in Rotten Kow ; 
The bullets, too, were whizzing past by scores 
As I, still sportive, kept the staff in roars 
By apt impromptu quips, which when I’m abie 
I'll send the cream of on to you, per cable. 
Towards night a battery, fetched up by me, 
Put our opponents rather up a tree ; 
On which Sir Garnet, cantering to the front, 
Cried, ‘* Extra-Special ! come, an Arab hunt.” 
And speaking, jumped the first gun in that battery, 


* Please understand, Sir, that when I say the Age, I dont refer to the sporting 


paper, but to the present Era.t ; 

+ Of course, when I say present Era, I don’t refer to the theatrical organ, but to 
the existing Times. } ; ; ; 

t By-the-bye, I need hardly assure you, Sir, that when I say the existing Times, 
I refer not to the leading Liberal journal, but to our contemporary Life. 
Now, Sir, you will naturally assume that, when I say our contemporary Life, I 


ot ' ¢ to the passing H 
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Whilst I (you must please pardon my self-flattery), 
Patting my trusty steed, rose in the air 

And cleared the six field-pieces we had there ! 
Then rushing on, soon overtook Sir G., 

And chased the flying foe till half-past three. 


WELL IN THE FRONT.—EL DvuFFer. 


Tuesday Night. 
I have just seen a really glorious sight : 
The orb of day, by which men kiss and kill, 
Hias sunk to rest behind a palm-crowned hill, 
Pillowed on clouds of cobalt and magenta, 
The sky one mass of parboiled revalenta 
Shot with broad bands of black and peacock blue, 
Traced with gamboge and flecks of carmine hue ; 
Whilst very slowly over all was drawn 
A veil of purple flushing into prawn, 
I’m so affected by th’ o’erwhelming sight, 
I cannot cable further news to-night. 


BETT#&R IN FRONT THAN EVER. 


Weanisday Noon, 


I thought it well, Sir, knowing what a boon 
My letters are, to twang my lyre to-day, 
And send you tidings of our bold array. 
You will rejoice, I feel assured, to know 
We mean in course of time to fight the foe ; 
Meanwhile, as far as movements go, I’m dumb ; 
Sut three long trains of mutton (tinned) have come, 
Also a barge of cloves, and two of tent-pegs, 
Besides four hundred gross of patent vent-pegs— 
And that is all; of course I need not add 
I’ve risked my life again,— it’s quite a fad 
Of mine, you know, to risk it times a day, 
A fact you ’ll bear in mind in future, pray 

Nort! Let us hasten to inform th: rt 
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TS PRED cane 


HR STANDAI awD SADLER S Wects.—‘‘THeRe We 
GOHKS INTO THE COUNTRY iTH HIS ‘‘ WAGE 


of being to the point. lays of this kind show 
1 certain amount of honest work, but the men- 
tal strain of producing them. must be so small 
hat I should think that they might be written 
Harvey-dozen atatime. The title is irritat- 
ng ; it has asuggestion of being objectionable 
vithout absolutely being so. 
| Miss Maude Forrester, erstwhile the Al- 
_hambra (Jueen of the Amazons, is now figur- 
ing—that’s exactly the word—as the hero of 
Lord Byron's (more or less) A/aceppa, I’m 
told it is a performance of some figure, I 
mean vigour, but I have not seen it yet. 
The alterations in the cast, \c., o1 the 
Vicar of ray are by no means uniformly 
judicious, and the performance on the re- 
opening night was at several points wanting 
in cohesion and briskness to an extent sur- 
prising in a piece that has already been run- 
ning for some time. Mr. Penley, a capital 
actor in his right place, is utterly unsuited 
(except vocally) to the part of Sandford, of 
which Mr. Fisher was an ideal representa- 
tive, and Mr. l’enley’s anxiety about his spec- 
tacles is ludicrous until it becomes irritating. 
Mr. Steyne, when he knows his part, and 
can trust himself to sing his opening song at 
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| SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


ENERALLY 
speaking, Mr. 
Harvey’s Wages 
of Sin is a good 
drama. The 
author’s stage 
knowledge has 
enabled him to 
very effectively 
manipulate a 
quantity of inci- 
dent, character, 
and ‘‘ situation ” 
(which he has 
found to hand in 
the drama of the 
past century or 
so), until he has 
made a play ex- 
actly suiting his 
company, and 
exactly suiting 
the audiences he 
appealsto. This 
leaves little for 
complaint: if the 


lialogue displays slight imagination, it at least has the satisfactory merit 


ASTLEY M Maupg& FoORRE 


Horse “6 Liat NG. * - 
REER,”’ 


the proper rate, will pro- 
bably make a 
good thing of 
the solicitor. 
Miss Emiélie 
Petrelli, though 
not exactly the 
right Dorothy 
yet, is an im- 
provement up- 
on her prede- 
cessor histrioni- 
cally, and sings 
quite as well— 
when she ma- 
nages to hit 
upon the right 
key. Miss Liz- 
zie Coote is just 
about the right 
young lady in 
the right place; 
She can sing, 
and act, and 
lance,all rather 
re than m 


we 


and has a very engaging presence. The Rev. W. J. Hill and Miss 
Maria Davis continue their clever impersonations, and the chcrus of 


children is as 
bright, true, 
and decided as 
at first. 


The ‘‘alte- 
ration and 
strengthening ” 
which were an- 
nounced consist 
of a few addi- 
tions and exci- 
sions in Mr, 
Grundy’s li- 
bretto,; among 
them the intro- 
duction of a 
sufficiently 
funny ballet 
scene, in which 
Mr. Hill and 
Miss Coote dis- 
tinguish them- 
s-lves. The 
Teachers and 
Students have 


T 
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k.—THE BFtLE AND HER BALLET, OR COOT! 
Hern. Le Presigrk Pas (Qu1? Coote!) 


improved in distinctness of utterance (especially the Students); but the 


VK SAY S\N 
TRR ON HER TRAINED 
LIN SHE URGES ON HER Maupkg 


will be come-ly 
also, 


On Friday— 
a welcome no- 
velty as a se- 
lected day — 
Mr. Reece’s 
Robin Hood 
will be pro- 
duced at the 
Gaiety. Hood 
ha’ thought it? 

On ait that 
Mr. Byron is 
writing a new 
piece for the 
Vaudeville. 
‘* Believe me, 
if all those on 
ifing young 
harms,’ et 


tera. 


x 





substitution of female for male voices for the 
I{untsmen is an enfeebling mistake, while 
the singing of the ballet ladies must be a 
valuable commodity, if only from its scarcity. 
Notwithstanding these drawbacks, the piece 
is very enjoyable and amusing. 

The 2nd inst. was a busy night at the 
theatres. Mr. Irving returned to the Ly- 
ceum, where Romeo and Juliet may still be 
enjoyed until the advent of the promised 
Much Ado; and on the same night, besides 
the reproduction of the Vicar of Bray, and 
the appearance of Miss Forrester as Mazeppa, 
occurred the presentation of a new dancer at 
the Alhambra—Signorina Consuello de La- 
l1ruyere—who, I understand, dances with 
much (Consu)ellogance, and doesn’t give her- 
self (Labruy)eres! (Mo/e.—Marian is still 
growing—very still growing) ; and also the 
production of Little Miss Muffet at the Cri- 
terion. As I wasn’t everywhere at once that 
night, I haven’t formed any opinion of some 
of them. 


At the Gaiety on Saturday afternoon next 
Mr. Frank Hall will superintend the pro- 


duction of a new comedy, called Black but) 
Comely, by Miss Stephanie lorrester, It is desired that an audience | 
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| Amatory Verses. 


YOURS are eyes, my Mary Ann, 
Bright as is the sky above you ; 
Blest would be the happy man 
Liking you enough to love you. 
If his lucky lot were mine, 
Life would be a blank without you. 
I could dwindle, peak, and pine, 
Had I cared a bit about you. 


—_. 





Nay, I'll never pine or peak, 
Never will I stoop to dwindle ; 
I believe—the truth to speak— 
Mary Ann, that you’re a swindle. 
Still, it would have been absurd 
Even for an hour to doubt you, 
Or to wrong you by a word, 
Had I cared a bit about you. 


The Coronation of the Czar. 
| ‘* Allstatements fixing the day of the coronation are incorrect. The cele- 
| bration will be announced suadenly and unexpectedly.”—Daily Paper. 

SCENE.—THE WINTER PALACE AT ST, PETERSBURGH. 

TIME.—3. 37 A.M. ONE FINE NIGHT IN SEPTEMBER. 
| The CZAR discovered in a robe de nuit, taking hold of his bell- 
| rope and ringing it violently, The CZARINA Starts with 
surprise, and wonders ‘‘What next?” 

| His Majesty (¢o Attendant). Summon the officers of State 
| instanter. 

| THE CZARINA (‘oH.I.M.). Nicholas, my love, what means 
this strange behaviour? 

| iis Majesty. Means,madam! Nay, it is (dressing him- 
self with quite rude haste). Finish your toilet with all speed, 
'I beg. 

(Attendant announces the arrival of the different members of | 
the Ministry.) 
| His Majesty. Gentlemen, it is our sovereign will that at 

four o’clock precisely the ceremony of our coronation be pro- 


ceeded with. Issue the necessary proclamation. 

| (Zhe Ministers exeunt, make the required arrangements, and | 

| at four Hts IMPERIAL MAJESTY ts crowned amidst the re- 
joicines of the people, at any rate of those sufficiently wide 
awake éo de present.) 

| THE CZAR (aside to himself), Done them, by Jove! Ila, 

| ha! if those plaguey Nihilists want to get at me, they must 

get up very early in the morning. [ Left laughing. 


Old Songs Reset. 
No. I. 
AlR--‘' When Lovely Woman Stoops to Folly. 
WHEN lovely woman finds her tresses 
Are prematurely turning grey, 


What Worth can soothe her soul with dresses? 
What sun can melt the snow away? 


The only charm to youth recover— 
To hide her age from ev’ry eye— 

To keep possession of her lover— 
Is life’s restorative—to dye ! 
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THE BADS. 


[‘* When you go to get your 'elth right on the Continong,” said Briggs to 
Tubbkins, ‘*it’s the greatest fun goin’. 
listenin’ to the band, and a-smokin'’, ana a-lunching in the boolevardes, 
like reg’ler dooks.” But when Tubbkins went to Doctor Kienits's étab- 
lissement, Ae found things very different. | 
Doctor. —‘*1 RECOMMEND TO YOU DE COLD VATER CORE.” 
Tubbkins.—** THANKER, Mossoo, [ ALLAYS DO TAKE MY BRANDY WITH 
A LEETLE COLD WATER.” 

Doctor (severely). —““I MEAN DEY PUT YOU IN DE BED IN DE WET 
COLD SHEET, AND DEKE YOU LIE ALL DE DAY.” 

Tubbhins (wtth horror),—‘*COLD SHEETS! 
AND LUNCHINGS, AND SITTING IN THE CHEERS IN THE MOONLIGHT?” 

Doctor (still more severely).—‘* NO, SARE! YOU LIE QUIET } 
SHEET, AND COMPOSE DE MIND TO PROMOTE DE PERSPIRATION, 

[‘* And to think,” said Tubbkins, ‘‘ that 1 went alt them millions o' mules 
away from the Old Kent Road to be turned tnto a sort o' frog, or a pouna 
of my own Dosset in wet linning.” 


Zt’s all mineral waters, and a- 


AIN'T THERE NO BANDS 


IN DE WE! 
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Royal Aquarium. 

THE latest novelty at this place of varied entertainment appears as 
‘*The Javanese Gamelan,” a company of male and female Tovenses, 
who appear in native costumes of exquisite beauty, which harmonize 
deliciously with their surroundings and with the colour of their skins. 
Their performances are mostly musical, but partly dramatic ; the music 

ls played with great skill upon native instruments, the ‘‘tomtom,” 
*“*gong,” ‘*harmonicon,’’and ‘‘bell.”” The dramatic portion is pleasing 
pantomime, and the ‘‘dances’’(?) by the four women, are mainly 
rhythmic movements of the arms and bodies to the swaying and swelling 
of the music, Altogether the entertainment is likely to be very atractive 
as a display of Javan-e(a)se. 


| Ir is announced that the Maharajah Dhuleep Singh intends to ofier 
himself as a candidate for Whitby at the next election. But if the 
electors should think their condition will not a Whit-be improved by 
| the Maharajah, he may have to Singh small. 
| Some people complain of the pollution ot the Thames, yet its con- 
rt ) ist high tidey, 1n f 





y very tidey now 
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Quite too-tootle ! 


Sir H. DRUMMOND WOLFF ina recent speech said ‘‘the Govern- 
ment was heralded in by a flourish of trumpets.” It would bave been 
more in the fitness of things if the remark had emanated from Mr. 
Brassey, or we might have expected Mr, Bass (s)oon to have said it. 





Navvy-vous Pas? 











M. Lesseps says that ‘‘ Arabi has some splendid navvies,” England 
has, on the other hand, if we mistake not, a splendid sort of navvy-gation. 
THE Zimes correspondent cannot understand why a small number of | 


men per regiment in Egypt are not told off to boil water for the use of 
the troops. We ourselves have had a simmer-lar idea. 





oe 





ABDULLAH Bry Fanzi has gone to the Red Sea ports to stir upa 
loyal feeling against Arabi. Suppose the inhabitants of those spots do 
Fanzi that ! 
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Shinglebeach was waiting impatiently tor the arrival of its heart ; 
hated to be waked at night y comic songs, ked out of the windows 
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PET OF THE HEALTH-RESORT. 


nd soul—the cause or its joyousness—Arry. The 
. ae , . ’ oe : led 

ws of his apartments lovingly for Arry to arrive. The nervous lady who was always startled to 

death by the crackers thrown down at her heels by Arry, watched for hin 
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ld gentleman visitor who slept lightly, and 
































ypped a silent tear at Arry’s prolonged 


»>come and rice 











































E'U) N .—Serremser 13, 1882. 

















4 
‘d 
3 
2 
pi 
7 
: 

re 
s 





4 y wh) 
ARQ 
2 fe NN A \) \ 
NY ¥, \ \\\ Ss 
"\ Ny N) ave 
AAR OOO: 
OK YR 
LAR RON 
OX VAAN NY 


‘ 
’ 
SSSA 


\ 
NY 
4) 





-- wat \\ 
wt 
\ 
NEN, SW /’ cp 
Wi 2 
‘eee 


WAN] NOT HAD ENOUGH YET? 
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WELL, OF ALL THE IMPUDENCE!” 
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CHEHREEK. 
fO6e ( arloon.) 


© ARAPI PASHA! I’m sorry to see 
How little respect you are showing for me; 
'T is truly disgraceful the way you’ve been fighting, 
As if ’t was a pastime in which you’re delighting. 
When the war was begun, 
Why, you ought to have run, 
And not waited to learn what my muscle might be. 


|’m greatly surprised and, indeed, I’m annoyed 
To perceive that the mode of coercion employed 
Hasn’t made you renounce bellicose operations, 
Whereby you’ve upset all my nice calculations. 
Though you get a rebuff, 
Still you don’t cry “ Enough !” 
And my hopes of a nice easy win are destroyed. 


Now, Horrible Pasha! you impudent lout! 
You’d better consider well what you’re about. 
1’m stronger than you, and I’d have you remeinber 
I meant to be done ere the end of September. 
If you aren’t quite a dunce, 
You will give in at once, 


Or | Il-—yes, I ’Il—by Jove, I’1l—1’1l—h’m—kick you out ! 
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PROPRIATE action of the /ictorta/’ World.—Sending their Speciz 


DITTIES OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT. 








New Series. No. 11.—A KaAnip-pitty. 


AIR—‘' We all are jolly 200d tellers.” 
JOHY S 


BEFORE we commence I should like to explain 
My rather remarkable case, 
I must be unique, for I do entertain 
Such love for humanity’s race ; 
I blindly admire them, whatever they do, 
Whatever they happen to say, 
My wild adovation endeavouring to 
Express in the following way— 
We all are jolly good fellers, we are, 
We all are jolly good fellers, hurrah ! 
Then ‘‘cheers ” tor the jolly good fellers we are, 
And also ‘‘a little one in.” 


I greatly admire Mrs. Weldon, my boys, 
At Birmingham getting irate ; 
The Dublin police are my greatest of joys 
When growing in-szé-or-di-nate ; 
I simply adore that requester of bonds 
Who never presents the receipt, 
And the love I possess for the clerk who responds 
Induces me here to repeat— 
We all are jolly good fellers, we are! 
We're jolly good fellers at fair Braemar, 
And we had a five day for our games, hurrah ! 
So give us ‘‘a little one in.” 


I 've violent love for all imbeciles, and 
The French Patriotical League ; 
A rabid respect for the parties who planned 
The Turko-Greek frontier intrigue ; 
A deep admiration possesses me for 
Those merry Italians who print 
‘* The English are sending bloodhounds to the war ; 
And therefore I venture to hint— 
We all are jolly good fellers, we are ! 
Our Queen for the present has wandered afar, — 
Away to Balmoral through Bal-la-ta7,— 
At Windsor there’s ‘‘ nobody in.” 


For all of éhese folks with esteem I am filled : — 
The Quarantine folks who detain ; 
The Duke who at Preston attended the Guild 
And waived his objection to rain ; 
The folks who look after the Mattherhorn ropes 
(Allowing the same for to rot) ; 
The Regent’s Park cribbers who'd shatter our hopes — 
By Jove! I’ll suggest to you wot! 
We are all jolly good fellers, we are! 
To stand the people our rights who mar, 
Then sneers for the jolly good fellers we are, 
While nobody cares a pin. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 
PROGRESS OF THE WAR—OUR FABIAN IMPOLICY, 
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Mr. KRETHER NEWTOOIT (a youngnk man in possession of all his 
faculties and freshness). Fine young troops we're sending out to the 
war; all just in the bloom of youth. Most of the generals young men. 
Such a lot of new guns too, just made; and new ironclads, and new 
troop-ships ; we ought to do something with all these brand-new things. 

MR. SKEDITER | ORE (answering the same description as Mr, New 
tooit), Oh, ah !—won't be quite so new when the war éceins, War 
hasn't degum yet, mind you. 








Mr. k. N. Not begun? Why, the troops are all landed, and wait 
ing 
Mr. S. F. Ah, that’s exactly it—WAITING, Waiting for trans- 
port. 
~ * * * * 


MR. SKEDITER TORE (@ middle-aged man, with lumbago), They're 


waiting for transport. 
> * . * . 


MR. SEEDITER FORE (a fast-the-prime-of-/tle man, with erey hair ana 
stif/ joints). They’re waiting for transport. 
* + * * a 


Mr. SEEDITER FORE (an old man, with a weak back and no teet/), 
They ’ve got their transport—they ’re waiting for ammunition. 
* * o y * 


Mk. SEEDITER FORE (an ancient man, with no facuities left to speak 
of). They’re waiting for ammunition. 
~ * * ai * 


MR. SEEDITER FORE (eminently respectable middle-aged man, son of 
the above). They’ve got their ammunition, But the guns they took out 
with them are too old to be of any service. They're waiting for new 
guns, 

° * * . . 

MR. SEEDITER FORE (an old man, with a bald hiaa and blear eyes). 
They ’ve got the new guns. The generals who succeeded the generals 
who went out first are all dead ; the ironclads that replaced the ironclads 
that replaced the ironclads that originally went out are all condemned 
as antiquated. ‘The mules which succeeded the mules which succeeded 
the mules which succeeded the mules which were taken out at the be- 
ginning are all dead; and the rifles that were substituted for the rifles 
that were substituted for the rifles that were substituted for the rifles that 
were substituted for the rifles that were originally served out are useless 
under present conditions of war. They’re waiting for generals, and 
ironclads, and mules, and rifles. 

. * * » * 


MR. SEEDITER FORE (nice man, about fi/ty-five, son of the above). 
Well, they’ve got their generals and ironclads, and mules and rifles ; 
but the patience that succeeded the patience that followed upon the 
patience that came after the patience that took the place of the patience 
that was subsequent to the patience that replaced the original patience 
of the troops has broken down, and the troops have lain down and died 
to a man of hope deferred. However, the enemy hasn’t won, as he has 
died out too of long-sustained nervous anticipation of attack, gradually 
undermining the system, and productive of ultimate prostration and 
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THE OUTLAW. 


A Sap STORY OF THE SUMMER SBA. 





He held with boatmen on the beach 
No meteorologic speech ; 

The gleeful shrimp (the tripper’s goal) 
Awoke no echo in his soul ; 

He took the lodgings as they came, 
Without the energy to frame 
Inquiries touching on the flea 

Or extras (which shall ever be), 


While others grouped, and chummed, and chaffed, 


And let themselves be photo-graphed, 

#fe sat apart and brooded thus, 

Distinctly non-gregari-xs. 

Each foot that came, each wave that brake 
He greeted with a nervous quake, 

And glanced around with nerves acute, 

As apprehensive of pursuit, 


At length, unable more to brave 

The light, he sought a lonely cave, 

And, crouching there in crushed affright, 
Kept close by day, and prowled by night. 
FUN sought him out ; in abject fear, 
Concluding that his end was near, 

He cowered, speechless, for a time, 
Then, yielding, told his tale of crime, 


** A friend of mine” (he said) *‘ alas! 
Procured a ticket, second-class, 
Proposing to proceed by train 

To Little Mudbeach-on-the-Main, 
But spermaceti, going down, 
Prevented him from quitting town, 
And he presented (being free 

Of hand) that ticket unto me! 


‘And I—ah, thing of grief and shame, 
That I could do it !—used the same, 
Though ‘ Not transferable,’ in black- 
-And-white was printed on the back. 
The clippers clipped, from time to time, 
That little card, nor guessed my crime; 
The kind collectors could not see 

They Aad not issucd it to me! 


** But now I lurk in fear and doubt, 
Convinced that they have found it out, 
And even now are on my track— 

Perhaps with thumbscrews and the rack.” 
FUN stared, unhinged, disgusted, shocked ; 
His very powers of speech were locked : 
He left ; for words were not in place 

In so unparalleled a case. 











_ Can you draw?” she asked. ‘‘ Trucks, or what?” he interrogatively 
| answered. ‘‘I mean have you ever brandished a single mahl-stick ?” 
| **No,” he answered ; ‘‘ but I ve been mauled by a brandished single- 
| stick.” ‘* Peace!” she screamed; ‘‘have you ever held a palette?” 





Necessary Knowledge. 
“The ropes of the Matterhorn are old and worn, and so rotten as to increase rather 
than diminish the danger of those who unwarily trust to them."”—Some Daily Papers, 
THAT man has very little sense 
Who climbs the Alps with no pretence 
To knowledge or experience. 


And, as we heard the other morn, 
The ropes upon the Matterhorn 
Are getting very old and worn. 


Which proves for him who sets his hopes 
On climbing up these peaks and slopes, 
It ’s just as well ‘‘to know the ropes.” 





FUN’S CONDENSED LIBRARY; OR, FIVE 
MINUTES’ FICTION, — 


IIIL—THE ARTLESS MAIDEN, THE ARTFUL ARTURO, 
AND THE HEARTFUL ARTIST. 


ARTURO SAFFRONILLO was an artist. Burlington House knew him 
not; no maidens bilious from his brush adorned the Grosvenor, He 
chose a branch of art which, if not literally, was at least artistically higher. 
The flagstones of Pannikin Street, Peckham, confessed his genius, There 
he exhibited an impossible ship, an envelope so natural that the passing 
postmen clutched at it thinking they had dropped it, a mackerel-head so 
real that the dogs tried to swallow it, and a basket of eggs so like still 
life that one morning a maternally-minded hen was discovered sitting 
on them. 

Cherubina Chumpy came daily to gaze on the a/ fresco gallery of the | 
gifted Arturo, greatly to his delight, but to the despairing sorrow of 
Titian Tucker. Cherubina was the only daughter of an adjacent pork 
butcher. She loved Arturo, not personally, but on account of his art. 
Often she wished that Titian Tucker, her father’s apprentice, had been 
endowed with the genius of Saffronillo. When Titian T. declared his 
boyish passion, she said she could only wed a painter, to which he in- 
quired her objection toa plumber. She explained that she meant a 
brother of the easel. He replied, he couldn’t easily understand her. 





He explained that the only palate he possessed was on the roof of his 
mouth. ‘*Marry me!” he implored. She replied she would when he 
had an R.A. at the end of his name. The next afternoon he enlisted in 
the Royal Artillery, and presented himself as Private Tucker, R.A. 
But she said she meant an exponent of the canons of Art, not the can- 
nons of artillery. 

As a last means Titian set to work to emulate his rival, and, to his 
surprise, discovered himself to be an artist of the first water—colour. 
He returned to Cherubina. Saffronillo was at her feet asking her hand. 
The two artists had a brush together—in fact, a paint doz. Cherubina 
separated them. ‘‘ No,” she cried, ‘‘art shall decide! He who tri- 
umphs shall win me!” The competition commenced, Titian drew an 
envelope so naturally that, though the cunning Saffronillo slipped a real 
one on the ground, Tucker’s was declared the most natural. Saffronillo 
next sketched an egg-shell—it was unnoticed by the passers-by ; but 
when Titian drew a purse, twenty-three people stooped to pick it up. 
Saffronillo began to despair of success, and vainly endeavoured to bribe 
a water-carter to back his vehicle on his rival's productions. As a last 
effort, however, he drew a plug-hole so deceptive that a turncock endea- 
voured to twist the plug. This was capped by Titian, who so beauti- 
fully delineated an open coal grating, that a small boy who was conveying 
a half-hundred weight to the nearest house shot them eagerly onit. ‘*One 
last test shall decide,” said Cherubina; ‘‘each draw a pound of sau- 
sages.’’ They did. The sweet girl fetched her father’s dog, a bitch of 
the bull-terrier variety. This latest arrival sniffed suspiciously at Arturo’s 
sausages, then approached Titian’s, Gazing on them for a minute witb 
an inexpressible look of sorrowful anguish, she uttered a loud whine, 
curled herself up on them, and burst into a torrent of tears. 

‘Titian has triumphed,” said Cherubina, joyfully. ‘‘This poor 
animal lost five puppies yesterday.” 








— 


Good Heavings! (si-.) 


SMALL wonder that even ‘‘ good sailors” are sick in very rough wea- 
ther. It is only to be expected that they would heave, when even the 
ship has very often to heave-to. 


The Fates forfiend! 


_Mrs. MuppLecrop thinks undoubtedly that Arabi Pashi must by 
this time regard our general as ‘‘a fiend in-Garnet.” 
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Two Lines, 


YEARS ago I trolled a ditty, 
Rather brief, but very gay, 
Which was neither wise nor witty, 
Though it haunts me till to-day. 
When in pleasure—when in pain— 
Still I chant my old refrain ; 
** Tol-de-riddy ! fal-de-ral ! 
Tout cela m’est bien éeal!™ 





Life is either worse or better ; 
Both extremes are on the list. 
Why morosely turn a fretter? 
Come and be an optimist. 
Whatsoe’er your Jot may be, 
Blithely carol, friend, with me: 
** Tol-de-riddy ! fal-de-ral ! 
Tout cela m’est bien égal!” 


Yonder sun in glory glowing 

Care and sorrow keeps aloof, 
Does it rain, or is it snowing ? 

I ’ve my trusty waterproof. 
Let the day be foul or fair, 
Hear me hum the sprightly air : 
‘* Tol-de-riddy ! fal-de-ral ! 

Tout cela m’est bien égal !” 


Not one hour is like another ; 
Stormy nights bring shiny morns. 
Bravely tread your path, my brother, 

O’er the roses and the thorns. 
Wisely make the best of all ; 
Sing with me, whate’er befall : 
*“* Tol-de-riddy ! fal-de-ral ! 

Tout cela m’est bien égal!” 





How Im-Mode-rate! | 
‘¢Ou, how pretty!’ said Mrs. So-and-so, while reading | 
the list of fashions for Autumn, ‘‘ everything is to be worn 
braided.” And her brute of a husband actually said the in- | 
ventors of the notion ought to be up-braided. And when the | 
lady further remarked that ‘‘ Kangaroo” sleeves would be | 
a la mode, he dared to say it was enough to give any one the 
“jumps.” The wretch! he’s evidently not an ad-A/yra of 
fashions, 
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THE WAY WE GET OUR NEWS NOW. 


Newspaper Vendor (at the top of his very hoarse and husky voice).—‘' SPRSH- 
ALL ’DITION—TERRIBLE—BRITISH— FEAT—FEARFUL—SPESHALL—SUBZ— 
’DITION—AWFUL—’ DITION—SPESH-A-A-L*L |” 








A HARROWING REVELATION, 


Just to think how he had been comforting himself for centuries with 
the idea that he was getting quite civilized! Ever since the time of 
Julius Cesar, at the very latest, he had been under the impression that 
he was gradually improving himself into a good, steady, humane sort of 





|sending out missionaries, refusing to have a word to say to explosive 
| bullets, going to church regularly, repressing improper publications, 
tolerating all sorts of creeds, letting off the most revolting criminals with 
the mildest sentences, while punishing the less guilty ones savagely; 
having the most muddly laws in the world, and altogether being quite, as 
you might say, civilized. 

So he started off from his island one fine day towards the south-east, 
or thereabouts, in rather a self-congratulatory state of mind, musing as 
he went in this sort of way : 

‘* Well, you know, I don’t want to engage in this war, and I didn’t 
seek this war; I hate going to war, and wouldn’t have done so had it 
been avoidable; but as it has been forced upon me, why, I suppose I 
must carry it through. Anyhow, I will carry on hostilities in as humane 
a fashion as possible—a rule from which I never depart, I’m happy to 
say—and 1 will not mutilate corpses, or kill innocent persons, or rob 
anybody, or anything of that sort. I am civilized; I feel so, and I’m 

lad of it.” 
y As he finished his musing he arrived at a canal in that south-east 
direction, or thereabout, and prepared himself for the fray ; and there 
was another fellow waiting for him there—a fellow who considered him- 
self, on the whole, a bit of a savage. ‘* 7 mean to bura cities, and loot, 
and allow corpses to be mutilated, and so forth,” 4¢ mused; ‘‘I’m not 
one of your humane parties who are incessantly restraining themselves.” 

Then these two had a set-to—just a round or so—and took a rest ; 








and it was during this rest that the party from the north-west, or there- | 
about, became aware of a gentleman who was purple in the face with | 


person: he had laboured under the idea that he was gradually freeing | 
himself from his savager elements, and becoming more and more civilized | 
| every day. He congratulated himself upon publishing cheap Bibles, | 








rage, and foaming and gnashing his teeth, and trying to attract his atten- 
tion by sticking pins in him and kicking. ‘* Here—hi! you!” said the 
pin-sticker, ‘‘ you carry on war ina fine style! You're aregular savage, 
you are! Mutilating corpses, and killing innocent persons, and robbing 
everybody, and all that sort of thing !” 

** Why, I thought that was the other fellow did all that,” said the 
poor party from the north-east (or so), quite astounded. ‘‘I fancied Ac 
was the savage,” 

** So did I,” burst in the party alluded to; ‘‘I fancied / was the bad 
’un ! ” 

‘* Pooh !—not a bit of it,” roared the pin-sticker; ‘you're a jolly 
good, humane, civilized sort; and this fellow from the north-west is a 
regular bloodthirsty cannibal. 7Z/at’s the true version of it.” 

** Well—this —is—a—surprise !” said the belligerents in one voice, 

And the poor party from the north-west (or so) was so bitterly dis- 
appointed at the revelation, that he gave in, and went home and took to 
his bed; while his adversary was so astonished at finding himself such 
a civilized person, that he failed to get any advantage over his victory, 
being able to do nothing but sit still with his eyes wide open, wondering 
at his own goodness, 








A Sus-sexful Dig. 


A GREAT effort is to be made to complete the excavations of the very 
ancient Lewes Priory. Archologists ought to certainly rally round 
and support this undertaking first of all, if only in accordance with the 
good old saying, ** S:niores Priorics !”” 


An “i” for ‘e.” 


A SHILLING tor one’s thoughts is often an extravagant price to pay, 
but Arabi is not overpaid when he gets shelling for his intentions, 








Port Saip.—Well, no one asserts that starboard was said, does he? 
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"Arry ( ycarning for the latest from Arabi).—‘‘1 say, GAL, WHERE CAN I GIT A NOO@PAPER?” 
af Phibe.—** NUSEPAPERS, MEISTER? THEY BAIN’T BE IN TILL SUNDAY.” 
; Phabe.—‘* Nost, MAistzR! Wuy, FARMER JOSKIN’S COW HAS JUST CALVED, AN’ SUSAN BAITEs AN’ GOILES HODGE WAS AST 
IN CHURCH LAST SUNDAY; AN’ MITHER BE GOIN’ OVER TO BUMBLEDUM-PODGERS; AN’ THE BEADLE BE 

[’Arry, not interested in local intelligence, proceeds on his half-a-crowner, 


‘Arry.— BuT I WANT TO KNOW THE NOOs.” 


” 

















TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe Epitor or “Fon,” 


f THE LEGER, 
ii : At Home, Tuesday. 

i S1r,—I’ve come home! 

el I’ve also bought a new hatband in memoryof Blair Athol, poor fellow ! 
Many ’s the sovereign he ’s cost me one way and another, but I bear no 
malice, Sir; and many’s the fi’-pun-note I’ve won over him and his 
offspring too. I dropped the silent tear, I did, as I thought of the poor 
old chap being put where he never put one of his backers—viz., in a 
hole. But let us to our work. I have balanced up the Leger, and it 
amounts to this :— 





























Tie FOR THE LEGER. 


This is a race which politely presents 
Some matters not easily got over, 

Truly the favourite fo all intents 
And purposes seems to be Shotover, 

Shotover’s likely enough to succeed 
(Who may, I ask, is denying it ?) 

Still, though he #s such a promising steed, 
I, for the present, am shying it. 











Then there’s Geheimniss, a puzzle-er, too, 
Can I deny she’s the first of ’em? 

Well, if you corner me that way, I do, 
Still, she’s by no means the worst of ’em. 

Shotover’s good and Geheimniss is good, 
And jolly good also is Battlefield ; 

Quicklime, however, ’s the animal should 
Slaughter the whole of the cattle field. 


There ’s what’s-his-name—Sachem—in the race too. I shouldn’t be 
surprised at his turning up somewhere well forward, but I can’t under- 
take to back him myself. One can’t back everything. At least, one 
can; but not for long, unless he’s a welsher. Even then his career is 
liable to be suddenly cut short, and the cutting short of the welsher’s 
career is such a ragged, fussy, and often damp proceeding! The pro- 
spect has no real attraction for yours, &c., TROPHONIUS. 








SOME ONE says the question of the day is, ‘* Will the coronation of the 
Czar take place this autumn?” Well, it seems too doubtful at present 
to enable us to reply, ‘* Why, Czar-tn'ly !” 


A Biack Look-ouT.—The threatened rise in the price of coals. 
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BRILLIANT!! CLEAN!! NO DUST!! 
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AS IT SHOULD BB. 
CENTRAL CRIMINAL COURT. 
SIMON GAPER surrendered to his recogni- 


wilfully and maliciously signing a document 
without having perused the same, thereby (1) 
allowing himself to be swindled, and giving 
necessity for prosecutions calculated to waste 
the time of the Courts ; (2) encouraging fraud ; 
and (3) setting a pernicious example of foolish- 
ness to well-disposed citizens. 

Mr. Montagu Williams prosecuted on behalf 
of the Treasury, the prisoner being defended 
by Mr. Threadbaire Caisse. 

The proceedings arose out of a loan transac- 
tion. It appeared that Gaper, being anxious 
to borrow twopence, applied to the Universal 
Thousand-per-Cent. Foreclosure Banking Com- 
pany for the loan. 

Mr. Downlyker Vulcher, examined by Mr, M. 
Williams, deposed : ‘I am the Universal Thou- 
sand-per-Cent. Foreclosure Banking Company. 
On being applied to for the loan, I presented a 
document to the prisoner to sign. The docu- 
ment was to the effect that, on consideration of 
my advancing the sum of twopence, the prisoner 
| made over to me absolutely his estate of ten 
| thousand acres, and also the whole of his per- 
| sonal effects, valued at about fifteen thousand 
| pounds.” 
| **Did the prisoner ask to be allowed to read 
| thedocument?” ‘‘On the contrary, he utterly 
| refused to do so, and requested me to sit on it, 
_so as to cover all but the space for signature. 
| He said he trusted me implicitly.” 
| _Cross-examined for the defence by Mr. 
| Threadbaire Caisse: ‘* No; I deny that I am 
/an old friend of his; I declare positively that 
| prisoner had never set eyes on me before. He 
had been repeatedly warned against me by 
persons who knew me well.” 

It was here put forward by the defence that 
the prisoner was to come into a large property 
and a dukedom on condition of his making a 
regular ass of himself in some pronounced way, 
also that he was really swindling the Fore- 
closure Bank by making over to it a property 
which was a deal of worry to manage ; that he 
had never done anything foolish before; and 
that he owed the bank a deep debt of gratitude 
for saving him from drowning on a previous 
occasion. 

The learned judge in instructing the jury re- 
marked that if they considered that the prisoner 
[had really had any deep, cunning, or sly mo- 
tive, such as a hope of ultimately making a good 
thing of the transaction, in what he had done, 








other hand, if they were convinced that he had 
signed the document out of pure foolishness and 
| asininity, then no feelings of pity must prevent 
| their bringing in a verdict in accordance with 





| the facts. 

| The jury without retiring brought in a verdict 

| of ‘* Guilty ” on all three counts. 

| The learned judge, in passing sentence, re- 

| marked that such addle-brained jackasses must 

be put down in the interests of society. The 
prisoner would be kept to hard labour for the 
rest of his natural life, after which he would be 

| Subjected to police supervision for ten years 
The verdict was received with cheers by all 

_ sensible persons. 


Inde-fence-ible |! 

It is said that ladies in France are learning 
to fence, just by way of amusement. This is 
rather a pity, we think, for probably many will 
charge these fair fencers with being of-fence-ive 
|and sworded in their habits. We always had 
an idea that the fair sex was sufficiently ‘‘ kill- 
without needing a *‘ foil’ to set them 


= 


| 
| 
| 


it was their duty to acquit him; but on the | 


zances to answer a charge against him of 
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DELL-IGHTFUL! 


Savs the hero, *‘ 1 fear we have lost our way And the damsel, no doubt, if she chose, could tell 
In this glorious sylvan dell ;” Who has pilfered that heart away ; 

And methinks he is fully prepared to say For the veriest cynic could not repel 
That he’s lost his heart as well— The glance of that arch young fay 


But at ‘hat he will not rebel ! s as bright as the summer's day ! 
SSE 
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CURT COMMENTS. 


On the 8thinst. atelegram from Alexandria stated, ** It is here that Arabi is sick with 
dysentery.” We should think after the taking of Tel-el-Kebir he will be very sick—of the 
English forces. 

6n Wednesday afternoon, when all was excitement at the news of Sir Garnet's success, we no- 
ticed a tremendous crowd in Fleet Street, and were remarking on the patriotism of the lower 
orders in thus anxiously awaiting outside the newspaper offices for information of the war. The 
illusion was dispelled on discovering that these anxious ones were only wanting to know “ who’d 
won the er.” 

It por at Tel-el-Kebir “the rebels’ first fire was wild.”” Considering that we stole a march 
on them in the night, and by going forward in the dark surprised them, it is no wonder. It was | 
enough to make them very wild. | 
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| rood fellow, who, as far as the little we sec 
i 
| 




















| 














has tas 
x wa, Th 
wo lacy Wh Tors 


Tooir’s.—DIaNnE AND DIFFICULTY. 


Of course 
his may be one of the things they manage 
etter in France. The husband is a real 


f him goes, treats his wife with much 

nore consideration than she deserves, and of 
| whose faults we have no better evidence than 
| his wife’s word, which, as she lies right and 
‘eft to the lady she professes to hold as her 
| learest friend, is not exactly trustworthy. 
| Paul, the lover (artist, of course) is not at all 
a bad sort at first, likes a smoke and a joke, 
_and doesn’t scorn to kiss a model (if she’s 
pretty) I likea fellow who kisses his models 
(if they’re pretty). I’ve——known fellows 
who doit myself, and they ’re all good fellows, 
But he’s spoilt directly he comes under the 
influence of the fatal Diane, loses all sense 
_of honour and logic, and becomes a cad, As 
for the lady, she has the faults of wilfulness, 
pertness, carelessness, and selfishness highly 
developed, so that the pretty dance she leads 
everybody may be imagined. 

And to hear her and Paul calling the un- 
fortunate husband, whom they are treating 
ibout as badly as a man can be treated, all 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Qa 4 Oe veal ot/ 





Alexandre Du- 
mas’ Diane de 
Lys, in which 
Miss Davenport 
isnowappearing 
at Toole’s Thea- 
tre, is of a class 
not unfamiliar 
to the French 


drama. There | 


HE plot of M. | 


isa husband, his | 
lady,andalover. | 


Sympathy is in- 
tended 
much with the 
lover, more with 
the lady, and 
not at all with 
the husband, 
Unfortunately, 
I and a goodly 
proportion of 
the audience (I 
take it) are per- 


| verse—we sympathize much with the husband, a litt!e with the lover, 
| ind not at all with the lady. 


to be | 


but only smile and do not care. 1} anc 
morous pair appears to b> the non-existence of divorce in France, and it | 


is hard, when 
one wants to 
commitacrime, 
to find there is 
no law to per- 
mit it. I’ve 
known spick- 
pockets and 
burglars to suf- 
fer the same 


way, poor fel- 
lows. 
The piece is 


thoroughly en- 
joyable in spite 
of its absurdi- 
ties, the acting 


_ being very good 


_ A a = 5 F, 


indeed, and 
Mr. Mortimer 
having 


of adaptation’ 


so well, that the * 
interest is sustained to the last. 


Too.r’s.—D1ang aux DIAMANTS. 


sorts of names (behind his back), and going on generally as though they 


I> 





~) 





were rather 
more than ordi- 
narily virtuous, 
Take, for in- 
stance, the 
lady’s indignant 
lecture to a poor 
young gentle- 
man who calls 
upon her after 
midnight (by 
her tacit per- 
mission), with 
Paul concealed 
in the next room 
the while! In- 
deed, they are 
soincontestably 
in the wrong, 
and poor ill- 
used Mr. Her- 
mann Vezin is 
soincontestably 
in the right, 


that the whole 


Vant, to wit—whose appearance was delayed so long, that I was con- 


vinced at last 
that he must be 
the Deus ex ma- 
china who was 
to clear up 
“fall” at the 
end. But no, 
the curtain de- 
scended and no 
Er. Vant was 
seen! Bitterly 
disappointed, I 
wended on my 
homeward way, 
and it was only 
as I gently drop- 
ped the extin- 
guisher over my 
Ozokerit, that 
it was plain to 
me that Er, 
Vant was a mis- 
print for Ser- 
vant. The re- 
action was too 
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, out of character, we may be more than con- 


. the present occasion. 


mS lar scope to the performers. 
. Bufton and Miss Sophie Eyre are good as the 


Ns said of Mr. Philip Day as the Viscount—his 





The principal grievance of this hu- 
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Miss Fanny Davenport (whose noble 
presence rather tends to dwarf her surround- 
ings) is gifted with some good talents as well 
as a handsome face, and plays the heroine 
with much skill, tact, and expression, al- 
though it is not a specially brilliant perform- 
ance. Her diamonds are very pretty. Mr. 
Eben Plympton almost reconciles us to the 
reckless Paul by his delicate force and genuine 
passion. Mr. Hermann Vezin is generally 
rather markedly Mr. Hermann Vezin ; but as 
that means incisive force and careful working 


tent—Mr. Vezin is quite equal to himself on 
The remaining characters offer no particu- 
Miss Eleanor 


Marchioness de Nercy and Madame De- 
launay respectively, and the same may be 


first act is remarkably well played; Mr. Ed- 
mund Lyons has a part in which, though it 
is quite unworthy of his talents, he makes his 
quiet excellence manifest. 


There was one named in the bills—Er. 
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DIANE DONE For. (TRIUMPH OF “‘ THE BEST SHOT 
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Old Songs Reset, 
No. II, 
AlR—‘‘ O, my Love is like the Red, Red Rose.” 


O, My love has got a red, red nose, 
Like setting sun in June; 

And when he sneezes, it is like 
A Wagneritish tune ! 


O, dear art thou, my bonnie lad, 
And deep in love am I; 

And I will always fill thy glass 
Whene’er my love is dry. 


Whene’er my love is dry, my dear, 
Through being ‘in the sun,’ 
I'll fill a glass of B. and S, 
Or Bass’s ‘* No, 1.” 





The Patriots at it Again. 


‘It is proposed to erect a memorial church to Daniel 


Liberator. The Rev. T. Brosnan, the parish priest, who has 
Inaugurated the movement, has received a letter from Cardi- 
nal McCabe enclosing a subscription in aid of the memorial 
funds. In this communication the Cardinal remarks :—‘ In 


banner is to lead them to true and solid victories, it must 
bear no unworthy motto; it must be sullied by no single 
stain.’’”” The worthy Cardinal seems to forget that their 
banner has already been sullied with a good many stains, so 
many that it is now a deep red all over—stained to such an 
extent that a thousand years of civilized conduct on the part 
of the Hibernian race will not get rid of the nasty dye. 


The “ Army.” 
A RATHER hard-up member of the Salvation Army re- 
cently asked a baker for a bit of bread, which was given him. 
Judging from the way these unfortunate, fanatical, but well- 


meaning beings are treated, a stone would have been a more | 
appropriate gift. | 





A FELINE ATTACHMENT.—We really admire the ‘‘cat’ | 
when well attached toa ‘‘ robbery with violence” gentleman’s | 
back, but why is Pussy not allowed to strike her claws more | 
frequently into cowardly ruffians? Are the Board Schools | 
to have the monopoly of flogging ? | 





O'Connell in Caherciveen, Kerry, the native parish of the | 


their struggle for justice they should be reminded that if their | 
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A CHALK TO THE CHILD. 


Mamma ( poetical). —‘‘ YOU SHALL GO WITHOUT YOUR BREAKFAST FOR 
GETTING UP SO LATF, YOU NAUGHTY Boy. GO TO THE WINDOW AN) 
LOOK AT THE PREITY FLOWERS; THEY'VE BEEN AWAKE AND UP HOURS.” 

Willie ( practical), —“‘ AH! BUT SEE WHAT DIRTY BEDS THEY HAVE, MA ; 
AND WHAT A NICE CLEAN ONE I HAVE.” 
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By A. TEN(PER CENT.)YSON. 


I. 


Down in bills, down in bills, hundreds of currency, 

Hundreds of notes of hand, drawn for a valued amount. 
And Levi for Levi’s three hundred was charging high, 

For the dates of the payable bills passed on and went by, 

And he wrote, ‘* You ’ve not met your bills!” and obtained no 


But he soon had found he could get not even a pound ! 
And he charged, as he dipped in his pen to the inky fount, 


thickly lie, ; 
Adding up the bill, up the bill, up the bill, 
And made it the ‘‘little account !”’ 


Rose the bill, showing heavy in figures, 
Drawn for full ‘‘ value received,” and proved to be right ! 
O’er the grey face of the bill 

He wielded his pen, and he held it his own, 

And put it away in his till, 

Amid thousands of others, to add to the heavy amount— 
And some were new, and some as old as a hill— 
Added three hundred and charges, the ‘‘ little account.” 


Ill. 


Fell like a rocket-stick, 
Burst like a paper bag, 











THE CHARGE OF ‘THREE HUNDRED. 


Tue charge of the borrowed three hundred ! the ‘‘little account!” | 


Then he called on his client to know the ‘‘ wherefore” and ‘‘ why,” — 


For the borrowed three hundred, and interest and charges, as leaves 


The pence, the shillings, the pounds (for the market was ‘‘tight’’) 


Cracked like a lobster-claw, 
| Broke this high charge on the foe ! 
Plunged up and down, to and fro, 
Not knowing where he should go, 
Lawyers, or Lombards, or where? 
Where can he get any ‘‘tin”? 
Not an iota he'd care 
How much they might take him in, 
If he could only a share 
Of the due notes of hand win! 
Thoughts came in threatening bands— 
Mad for the money was he ; 
He was in Levi’s hard hands, 
How could he ever be free? 


reply ; 


1v, 

But he rode like a lord to his club, 

And he played and won many a “rub” ; 

And at ‘* Poker” such dollars he got, 
So heavy Balas Og Nes 

Such wonderful luck was his own 

As never before he had known ; 

And he t of old Levi with scorn, 
And paid all his bills the next morn. 
All the bills, all the bills, —hip, hip, hurray 
Paying them all right away ! 


Vv. 
Jolly was he who got the unexpected amount ! 
Jolly was he who settled the ‘‘ little account !” 





THe Launvegss'’s Paxapisg,—Washing-ton 
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THE GUIDE- BOOK WRITER AGAIN.—HIS PREVAILING CHARACTERISTIC. 
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‘The most striking trait of the (suide-Book Writer is his veneration—veneration or the loca Before procee ling to hi ask , the true Guide-Book Writer gos 
through a irse of preparation intended to bring this trait to perfe tion. He chooses a local object—(generally ** Mr Grubbins’s Dr apery Establishment’ or some- 
thing cognate) ts down before it to absorb its awe-striking influence into his soul. As he conten pla ates that establishment, it gradually becomes more and mort 
glonfied in his mind, untal it has attained the sublimity of a vast temple reaching to the skies, and forming henceforth | 1¢ absorbing t pic. He is! fit t 


commence ! guide-booK 
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delighted ; But when he climbs tiring 
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THE WAR IS OVER. 
(See Cartoon.) 


HURRAH ! hurrah! hurrah! 
We are a merry populace, we ah, we ah, we ah! 
Hip, hip, hip, hip, hooray ° 
Tel-el-Kebir’s taken, and we have gained the day ; 
Hurroo! hurroo! burroo! 
We feel so cockahoopish, we hardly know what to do. 
But, soft ! let us be calm, 
Calm as a summer sea, 
And let us be collected—like the rates, 
While thinking of Sir G. 
Among the groves of palm, 
The sweet Egyptian groves of palm and dates ; 
And let us hope he won’t eat too much fruit 
At any rate, not till he has succeeded 
In quite confounding that rebellious brute, 
That Arabi, for which his skill is needed ; 
In teaching, too, each foe who misbehaves 
That Britons never, never shall be slaves. 
Bravo! bravissimo! 
Generalissimo, 
Admiral] of the Fleet, 
Not to be beat. 
Officers and men, both soldiers and sailors, 
And the others who helped, whether tinkers or tailors, 
Or gentlemen, or apothecaries, or ploughboys, or—all of you, 


Here’s your very good health—our opinion’s not small of you. 


We wish you all luck and in words valedictory, 
Beg to offer our gratefullest thanks for this victory. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


THE PRESENT FASHION IN BURGLING, 


li Hit | Mr. AKSEPTIT ASA- 
au | it mi PHACT (lately returned 
h iii trom his holiday out of 
/ Wy é | town). Hullo! Bairit, my 





boy—got back from the 
east coast, I see. Find 
your houseallright? What 
sort of a fellow was your 
burglar? 

Mk. GRINNAN BAIRIT, 
Well—so-so ; might [have 
been better. Didn’t smash 
much—that is to say, wil- 
fully ; but I’m grieved to 
Mie GA w/,, say he’s rather given to 

we, drink, and occasionally to- 
wards night-time he tum- 
bles over the ornaments, 
and so on. I blew him 
up pretty well about it 
| when I got home ; but he said it was that old port I had in the cellar— 
he says it’s no more old than he is, and beastly fiery ; and that’s what 
disagreed with him. No, I’m not pleased with the fellow on the whole ; 
I think some of the bills he ran up with the tradespeople are unreason- 
able—(I ’m certain he can’t have wanted such a lot of fresh butter and new 
shirts, for example)—and the house really wasn’t in a fit state to receive 
us when we got home. He didn’t seem to have made any really serious 
and hearty attempt to tidy up; left all the saucepans on the drawing- 
room chairs, and the old port-bottles in the piano among other things ; 
and beyond that, we couldn’t go to bed that night, as he’d pawned a// 
the bed-clothes. I hate a burglar who pawns a// the bed-clothes! He 
attempted some sort of excuse about it, and said some ‘‘ pals” of his 
he’d had in must have done it; but the thing’s unsatisfactory, you 
know 

Mr. A. A. Yes; 7 don’t hold with their having ‘‘pals” in; the 
place really isn’t safe, and there’s always such a lot of waste among a 
lot of them. I never think of allowiog my burglars to have ‘‘ pals”’ in; 
| I always say decidedly, ‘‘No! The first ‘ pal’ you have in, out you go, 
'and I put another burglar in.” That’s what / always say. 
| Mr. G. B. You’re quite right too. I shall do soin the future. How 
did you get on? 
| Mr. A. A. Well, I must say I was extremely pleased with my bur- 
glar. When I started for the seaside, and shut up the house, I took the 
precaution to leave instructions on the drawing-room table about what 
bins were not to be touched, and where the pawn-tickets were to be put, 
and how much groceries I allowed weekly, and so on, As soon as I 
was settled at the seaside I sent a letter addressed ‘‘ The Burglar, But- 
tercup Villa, Bayswater. If not in, to be left.” Got an answer by re- 
turn to say that the fellow had taken up his residence, and was quite at 
home, but couldn’t find the key of the wine-cellar. So I sent this off— 
having forgotten to leave it—with some further instructions as to keeping 
the place tidy, feeding the cat and parrot, and having the sheets aired, 
and the place ready for us when we returned totown. Tellow was really 
a gem: we found the place most comfortable on our return ; he really 
hadn’t pawned any heirlooms to speak of ; and what’s more, he hadn't 
gone in a slap-dash way and broken open cupboards when he couldn't 
tind the key, but had called in the locksmith and got the things done 
properly. I hate a burglar who goes slap-dash-can’t-wait-a-second, 


breaking things open. 
Mr. G. B. Oh, sodo I. Hope your fellow had been nice and com- 


fortable ? 

Mr. A. A. Oh, extremely—so he said. Had yours? 

Mr. G. B. Assured me he had never spent a pleasanter month in his 
life. I like to see ’em comfortable ; that ’s the great thing. 

Mr. A. A. So do I; seems to set your mind at rest to enjoy your 


holiday, don’t it? 














At Length. 


Sir GARNRT has given orders that henceforth all messages sent by 
special “correspondents shall not exceed a certain length. This is nota 
bad notion, for some reports from the seat of war run at times to very 
‘* great lengths ’’—in other respects than in dimensions, 





WE notice the Pictorial IVorld rather largely advertises Miss Braddon’s 
‘‘Golden Calf.” Is it possible that the lady is related in any way to 


the celebrated Miss Kilmansegg? 


We always thought the Premier held Free | cade views; yet we read 
f the ** Protection of Mr. Gladstone,’ 








MYVRAAD 


‘MOMENT ’-OUS PeRSONAGRS.—Every ‘‘ second” person you meet. 





DITTIBS OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE Music OF THE MOMENT. 





New Series, No, 12, —A GLApb-DITTY, 
Alr—“ Tidings of comfort and joy.” 


My friends, I’m about to ‘‘ oblige with a song,”’ 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy, 

But I fancy the words are a little bit wrong, 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy ; 

lor you see I have somehow committed the sin! 

Of forgetting the tune, so you can’t get them in— 

Or I fancy you can’t—but I don’t care a pin, 
Which is tidings of comfort and ‘oy. 


Now, the Cutlers at Sheffield have sat at their Feast, 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy, 

And none of the speakers were burked in the least, 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy ; 

A Hillsdale (American) crew has come o’er 

To practise at Putney like fun, and, what’s more, 

Has just given way to a clever Thames four, 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy. 


They ’re sending balloons out to Egypt, I vow, 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy, 

But there doesn’t seem very much use for ’em now, 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy ; 

For Sir Garnet has put all his foes to the rout, 

And his ‘‘critics ” may now discontinue to flout, 

Though /iey would have ee it better, no doubt, 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy. 


A workwomen’s meeting has met to consult, 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy, 
Ilow to get higher wages for girl or adult, 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy ; 
And Hammersmith Bridge will be blocked, so they say, 
Which fills Castlenau with the direst dismay, 
For they ‘Il have to go guile two miles out of their way ! 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy. 


Oh, great is the journalist over in France, 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy, 
But 7 wouldn’t be one—I haven’t the chance— 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy ; 
Of the pen and the sword they are always in doubt 
As to which is the stronger, and worry about 
In a fruitless endeavour at finding it out, 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy. 


The people of Coventry a7e in a state, 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy, 
About a most antediluvian rate, 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy ; 
The Prince has come back from his holiday tramp, 
The weather has recently turned rather damp, 
And Bishop Colombo has saved him a stamp, 
Which is tidings of comfort and joy. 
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A LARGE RESPONSIBILITY. 


The publicans of Wokingham are in arms in consequence of the action of the chief 
magistrate of the town at the annual licensing meeting. The alderman presented to 
each applicant with his licence a printed circular, signed in his own name, calling 
attention to passages of Scripture deprecating the use of strong drink, and urging 
publicans to ponder over the Scriptures, and see how far their business is in accord- 
ance with them, The publicans receiving the circular state that they take it asa 
direct insult. —Newspafer, 











| i Yh ee . ee fp AKCULAR | 
| ME | Hae ||) WEN* PUBLICAN 


LT tee eeameaten ‘ 








THe publican’s ancestor, mind you, had done 
Some wrong to a distant forefather of FUN ; 

And Fun (who is lovable) always had clung 

To the hope of obtaining revenge on the ‘* bung.”’ 
‘‘ Why, here,” he observed, upon taking a glance 
At the alderman’s circular; ‘‘ here is the chance 
Of morally kicking that publican’s shins— 

A ‘bung’’s the committer of other men’s sins ! ” 


So what did he do, that commendable Fun, 

But up and rejoicefully go to the ** Sun’’? 

Ile went like an arrow, as straight as a line, 

For the ‘‘Sun’”’ was the spoken-of publican’s sign ; 
He went at the bar, and, before you could think, 
Had purchased a bottle of maddening drink ; 

Ile cuddled that bottle and grinned like a gnome ; 
Ile hurried that bottle exultantly home. 


In seventeen minutes his bosom was light ; 
In seventeen more he was passably tight ; 
And when he was simply unfit to be seen 
You shou/d have observed the delight of his mien. 
Ile went and he said to mine host of the “‘Sun”: 
‘Yah! Wicked old publican! See what you ’ve done! 
To go and indulge in such beastly displays— 
jut wickedness suffers, it does, for its ways!” 


The publican wondered and gaped for a time, 

Not knowing the nature, at first, of his crime ; 

tle scratched at the head of him, staring at Fun, 
And wondering what in the world he had done ; 
And then he retired to his parlour, to sit 

And wonder and puzzle three days and a bit, 

At the end of which time his suspense was relieved 
As he thought of the circular lately received. 


enumbed by the thought of the crime he had done 
sy means of his agent and deputy, Fun, 

And thoroughly crushed in his spirit to think 

That the fact of his having supplied him a drin}; 

Would render the Jester's intemperate ways 

//is personal sin for the rest of his days, 

He retired from the scandalous publican line ; 

And now he’s a virtuous merchant of wine. 


A Redeeming Point. 
THERE is one trait in the Irishman’s character we admire. 





what atrocities Ould Erin perpetrates, even respectable London Jrish 
gentlemen will try to excuse her, and say, ‘* With all her faults we love 
her Still’ (so do we, by the way). 





No matter 





OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND THE BURGLAR SCARE, 


ON my arrival in England, Sir, I found London generally, and my 
suburb in particular, suffering from the armed-burglar scare. 

In my absence, too, I discovered that Mrs. Extra-Special had not 
been idle. Fifteen new hat-pegs, each with its hat hung up on it, had 
been ostentatiously put up in our little hall, in order to impress burglarious 
callers with the fully manned condition of our home, whilst in case any 
knowing felon should see through this really silly old hat trick, the plates 
and dishes belonging to a cheap dinner service had been arranged in the 
most gingerly way against the window shutters, and the passage and 
front stairs baited, so to speak, with scuttles full of coal, and buckets 
brimming with water so lavishly that even with a light I put my foot 
into more than one of the latter before I finally fell with the largest scuttle 
and its contents to the bottom of the kitchen staircase. , 

I determined ere I slept that as my hours at night are necessarily erratic, 
our defensive plans must take some other form, and firearms being out 
ot the question owing to Mrs, Extra-Special’s well-known resolve never 
to stay under the same roof with anything in the shape of a gun or pistol, 
I finally resolved to take advantage of some ‘‘ Hints to Householders” 
I had seen during the last scare, and to appeal to the sentimental side of 
a burgling nature ; in fact, Sir, I determined to trust to moral suasion, 
and to frankly appeal to the better instincts and latent good qualities 
to be found, according to prison chaplains, even in the bosom of enter- 
prising housebreakers. i 

I may say that the keynote of the system I have adopted lies in the 
supposition that the deepest-dyed burglar had a mother, and was once 
young. All turns on those two facts; and if by chance I am to be ever 
visited by a burglar who never had the one, and never was the other, 
why, then, I admit I am as good as thoroughly burgled already. 

But surely, Sir, such housebreakers as this must be the exception, and 


| as longas only specimens of the more normal kind come burgling around, 


| of a village church of the ordinary country pattern, which latter cannot, 


| save in the rare cases alluded to when he hadn’t, is bound to melt the 
| burglar’s heart, in conjunction with the cheese and onions. 


_ serve his anonymity, take a packet placed ready for him, and containing 
| a ticket for Brisbane, a Blue Kibbon Army commission, a recipe for 





| Gladstone,”’ 


I am ready for them. 


z 





Stay, Sir! I have just put everything ready for the night, and I will 
briefly describe to you my plan of procedure. To begin with, then, no 


| electric bells, nor dish-covers, nor pails of water, nor any rude surprise | 


of these kinds; they appeal distinctly to a burglar’s more sinister feel- | 
ings. NordoI trouble to lock my door. Nay, I want the burglar to | 
come, so sure am I that my moral suasion will be too much for him. 
Well, then, on slipping back my door-latch, the burglar will find a 
light burning in the hall, and matches and a candle, a bootjack and a | 
pair of luxurious slippers, placed ready for him ; whilst a framed notice, 
hung on a nail, displays the words (with a pointing ka ) :—‘* The 
dining-room is the first door on the left, and the plate is in the cheffo- 
nier.”” Struck by this unusual reception, I take it, my burglar will half- 
suspiciously do as he is directed, and on arriving in the dining-room he 
will find a rough but plentiful supper spread for him, with spring onions 
ad lib, when it is possible to obtain them, and in their absence the 
pickled variety. A chair placed temptingly near the ripe old cheese and 
the knuckle of ham will invite him to be seated, and once in that, I be- 
lieve he will be practically disarmed ; for on the wall opposite him, with 
a strong light thrown on it, he will see a coloured oleograph of a small 
urchin at his mother’s knee, side by side with a highly-coloured sketch 





in case the burglar is of rural extraction, fail to go to his heart. 
Beneath the mother and child are these words in illuminated letters, — 
‘* Ah, dear, dear friend, you too had a mother once!” which I think, 


I have so arranged it that after he has sat in the chair some fifteen 
minutes and is slowly melting, a mechanical contrivance will set going 
a musical box on the sideboard, which will play ‘‘ Home, sweet Home,” 
‘*The Old Hundredth,” and ‘* Auld Lang Syne” in turn, till I can well 
imagine the notes will be drowned in the housebreaker’s sobs. 

After that several courses will be open to him, for I have hung up 
plain instructions over the mantelpiece that he can, if he wish to pre- 


pickling onions, and other useful documents, and depart in peace ; or, 
if he feels he must have me up to rejoice with him over his reformation, 
he can pull a string connected with my toe, or, if he prefer it, can finish 
his night on the sofa, and stay and weep over the revived reminiscences 
of his mother at our breakfast-table. 

I am developing my plan more fully every night, Sir; but you now 
know its main features, and can judge whether it is not a good notion 
to adopt. All I hope is I shall have it put to the practical test ere long. 








SPEAKING at Aspatria on Tuesday night, Sir Wilfrid Lawson said, 
‘I object to a political Pope, which many people wish to make Mr. 
t If this statement had been made in the time of the late | 
Pope it would have been comprehensible, because Sir W. may object to | 


he thin, P, - het a vr ‘ 17 1s) ; 
anything Piss ut as it is, we suppose he does not like the idea of the 
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returned. 
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TEL-EL-KEBIR! 
September 12th, 1882. 


AGAIN has British valour achieved success and fame, 
Again our gallant soldiers the victor’s laurels claim ; 
Renowned in martial honours will Tel-el-Kebir stand, 

: That sharp decisive battle the brave Sir Garnet planned. 





The Tel-el-Kebir struggle was brief, but long enough 

To prove we ’re still possessing the old heroic stuff, 

The shotand shell like hailstorms poured o’er each warrior’s 
head, 

rill some fell sorely wounded, and some, alas! fell dead. 





Yes, stilled in that encounter was many a heart of steel, 
Kut not a sign of flinching did England’s troops reveal, 
1}at onward swiftly dashing, with sabre and with gun, 

\hey charged the foe, and shortly the victory was won. 


— 


\We grieve for those brave Britons who on that day were 
slain, 

Whose loss fills many a household with anguish and with 
pain. 

| We pray that God will comfort all mourners for the dead 

_ Who on that day of slaughter their crimson life-blood shed, 


We grieve, too, for the carnage in Egypt’s ranks that day, 
| Men led by that sham patriot who'd all their hopes betray, wae 
' Who duped a struggling people with visions of success, TK 
_.And plunged them still more deeply in trouble and distress. ! 








With no mere Jingo bluster this victory we greet, 
3ut as a blow decisive to Arabi’s deceit ; 
We know, alas! that Egypt has suffered care and woe, 
| And no true-hearted Briton desires to be her foe. fb 
And so, because we gladly would see this warfare cease, 
| And Egypt soon enjoying prosperity and peace, 
\Ve hail our warriors’ vict’ry, and trust ’t will prove a check 
| To all whose schemes would only make worse that nation’s | 


wreck, 


| 


il 


' 

| 

' 
\ 


' Then to our gallant soldiers let honour’s meed be paid, 

| To officers and privates, to men of every grade, 

| To all who in that battle stood up devoid of fears, 
And carried Tel-el-Kebir with ringing British cheers. 





‘*THERE’S very little of it for the money,” said a 
miserly person to a chemist of whom he was purchasing 
anemetic. ‘‘Can’t you give me some more?” Half an 

| hour later the miserly one changed his opinion, 


| 
From our own Apothecary. 
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ANOTHER CASE A LA LEICESTER. 


Bill Sikes. —‘*‘Oun | Lor’!—Oun! Lor’! IF 11T’S GHOSTS, IT’S GHOSTS, AND 
I’M A GONE ’UN; AND IF IT’S SOMEBODY IN A NIGHT-GOWND, IT’S THE 
MISSIS AS PRACTISES 
Pistiv.” 


IN THE GARDING WATER-BUTT WITH A SALOON 








| 


| TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF ** Fun.” 


The Cave, last Wednesday. 
| §1r,—Hooray! Right again! What did I tell you? Who says I 
can’t give a tip for the Leger now, I should like to know? Didn’t I tell 
'you that, in spite of the universal sporting tips for Geheimniss and the 
lingering affection shown for Shotover, neither of those animals would 
win? I should think I did! But nevertheless, did I not say ‘‘ Shot- 
over is good, and Geheimniss is good’’? Rather. Very well, then— 
who gave you absolute second and third? Vivat R-gina/ and no money 
But let us turn our eyes northward while I give my 


TIP FOR THE AYRSHIRE HANDICAP, 


There ’s calm in the bosom of Mr. Trophonius, 
A wink in his eye and a smile on his lip, 

He means to do more than the friend of Sempronius, 
He means to encompass success with his tip. 


There ’s more than you ’d think in the solemn-eyed Theorist, 
And (under the rose) keep your eye on Rozelle ; 

But Ishmael shuns us, his nearest and deorist, 
Let’s shun him as well, and prefer Clinkumbell. 


Misprize not your stars by despising Hesperian, 
Nor look upon Thora with thora disgust, 

The Actress /ooks well, but that’s not a criterion 
That any acquainted with actresses trust. 


Though Edensor’s tangible claims I to bury meant, 
I mean it to carry the bulk of my tin; 


oe RRE NDENTS - he Editor does not bind Atmse/ 


| 





leo acknowledge, rtiu7n, OF pay Jor 
accompanied by a stamped and asvected envelope 


But any who care not to try the Experiment 
May find that old Lartington's certain to win. 


Yes, they may find. On the other hand, they may not. But who 
cares? Do youcare? Dolcare? Does the great Gladstone, calm in 
the restful recreation of the recess, of preparing for the Autumn Session, 
care? Does the mighty Sir Garnet, thrasher of Arabs and Arabis, smiler 
at success-exasperated envy, care? Do Sir Stafford and his merry men, 
preparers for the ‘‘stump” so despised in the Liberal, care? Does 
Brown care? Does Jones care? Does even Robinson care? I think 
not. And yet they say the world is /u// of care, 


Yours, &c., TROPHONIDS, 








A Proud Dusty-nation for the Dead. 


Tue shockingly dusty state of the statues in Westminster Abbey has 
been at last complained of in the 7imes. The simplest way to keep 
them clean would probably be to do away with the gas in use, and try 
the Brush system instead. For the rumour, however, that the statues 
themselves in despair tried to arrange for a ‘‘ sweep” last Wednesday 
lacks confirmation. But how about the new broom at the Deanery ? 





A “Designe qua non.” 


Tue Rational Dress Society offers £30 for the best design for a lady’s 
garment combining ease, elegance, comfort, and health. For once, 
then, ‘‘designing” females have a chance of distinguishing themselves, 
Only Jet us have no more ‘‘ divided skirts,”’ most ladies regarded that as 


a ‘‘ designed ” insult. 
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Con‘ ributions ln mo case will they be returned wnleis 
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Scand Farmer.—** NOA, NOA. 


“THAT’S ONE CONSOLATION.” 


First Farmer.—** 18 THAT THEER YOUNG COCKNEY LAD YEW GOT STAYIN’ WI’ YE ONY BETTER?” 
Poor Lap! I’sk FEAR HE WUNT GET BETTER AT ALL.’ 
First Farmer.—** DEAR, DEAR! I’M SORRY; BUT AFTER ALL, THIS BE A NOICE HEALTHY PART O THE COUNTRY TO BE BURIED IN.” 








Cutting. 

Tne Cutlers’ feast at Sheffield the other day was very successful. 
Many ‘‘sharp blades” were present, and the dishes of the Che/-filled 
every one with delight. We presume some one suggested the song, 
‘*Steel so gently o'er me steel-ing!” It would hardly do for the 
Sheffielders to be kni(fe)-fork-etting it! 


Anything but Meat. 

A NUMBER of persons living at Whitchurch, Salop, were taken 
seriously ill last Sunday morning owing to their having eaten some 
brawn. This is extremely curious, for most people are considered to be 
looking well when they have a érawny appearance. 


Scot-Free and Easy. 
THE 72nd Highlanders, out in Egypt, have been blowing the bag- 
| pipes very Gael-ly. ‘* They skirl”’ (says ‘‘Our Own”) ‘‘ every morn- 
ing at sunrise.” Some will remark that this is enough to make one’s 


locks (s)kirl in anguish, and that it is likely to transform every one—not 
a Scotchman—into a tart-’un, to be awakened every morning in this 





Clan-destine manner. It is, reel-y! 





The Ill-treated Burglar, 


THE burglar that the lady operated on with a poker recently is going 
on as well as can be expected. We have not heard whether the Land 
League Committee have asked permission to send him turtle soup and 
dry champagne to assist in restoring his somewhat shattered nerves ; but 
here is a grand chance forthem, It does seem cruel that a man in the 
exercise of a scientific profession should be knocked about by an invalid 
lady, and not revel in every comfort and luxury, Perhaps after he is 
sentenced, though, the Lord Mayor and one or two bishops will implore 
the clemency of Her Majesty—perhaps successfully: who knows? Oh 
that William may be set free, once more to follow his noble avocation ! 


“The Pipe-ing Times of”—War, 
THE Messrs, Rothschild have presented the British Army with 12 tons 
of tobacco and 5,000 pipes. This is providing ‘‘ puffs” for our troo 


with a vengeance. But still it isa good nicotia-ation, though it is likely 
to end in smoke. 








THE Beddington Corner-ites seemed to have ‘‘ corner ”-ed the specu- 
lative builder. The S. B. must find this defeat very mortar-fying. 








| Possesses the full medicinal properties of , ums 
a R the ordinary oil, but is absolutely free from | Ts 
odour and unpleasant taste, a result never 
= ® & before attained ee 


‘TASTELESS ” ‘It is taken both by children and adults ‘ 


without the slightes difficulty. It pos 


sesses all the advantages claimed for it.’ 
Lancet, March 4, 18a. 

The A. & H. Castor Oil is an entirely | 
new article, and if not in stock can be 
readily procured by any Chemist In 
Bottles at 6d, 16., 18. od, 6, and gs 
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is always safe 
to use 


Keckitts 


Cadbury: 


owner COCO 
Cocoa thickens in 
ESSENCE. 





the cup, it proves 
the addition of 
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LOVE OR MONEY. 


THIS IS NOT A FLIRTATION.—THEY ARE MARRIED! 
Angelina,—*‘ SHALL I HAVE MY TAILOR-MADE STRAWBERRY-RED COSTUME TRIMMED WITH POMPONETTE P.USH OR NOT, EDWIN?” 
Edwin (vaguely).—*' STRAWBERRIES RED, DEAR! 
TELL YOU WHAT, THOUGH. 
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STRAWBERRIES QUITE OUT OF SEASON, 
IF 1HE CHfF EVER SENDS UP VEAL CUTLEeTS @ Ja Frangaise AGAIN WITHOUT 


TRIMMING OFF THE FAT, SKIN, AND BONF, HANG ME IF I DON’T LEAV& THE HOFeL.” 


[Swvetness of temper ts naturally looked for in laties, but that morning he received his first box om the ears. 


COULDN'T BE GOT DOWN HERE FOR 











THE VICTIM OF MISCO 





/ 4] 
+ l/ AA 
f Da! } 
IZ 
PT) 


PTTL iY 


7 

14) [iy 
Seon 
$477] 

7 +f 


NA 
ie 
Li 


+ 
- 
a 


(e: 








No adulating laugh he sought ; 
He was a man of solemn thought, 
And often wondered how on earth 
His sage remarks excited mirth. 
He knew he only had to say 

‘* The weather is not fine to-day,” 
To fill a hundred sane adults 
With cachinnatory results. 


VOL. XX 


XViI.—NO, 907, 


NCEPTION, 






To make this persecution cease 

He fled from courts, in search of peace, 
And dyed his hair, and changed his n2mz2, 
And into private life he came. 

He found, unrecognized at first, 

That peace for which he’d been athirst, 
And made his utterances free 

From salvos of responsive glee. 


There came a turn in fortune’s tide : 
His person was identified, 

And all the causes of his pain 

Came consequently back again. 

To him more dreaded than the tomb 
Became the brilliant drawing-room ; 
From dining-tables shrank he back 
As from the grim relentless rack. 


For when he entered rooms, he found 
Expectant silence reign around : 

The people neither breathed nor spoke, 

For they were waiting for a yg 

Then, not intending any lark, 

He ’d make a commonplace remark 

‘* Good day,” perchance—and this would cause 
The wildest lavghter and applause. 


And when he couldn’t longer bear 
‘This kind of thing, in sheer despair, 
Impelled along by Fortune’s ban, 
He turned a low comedi-an. 

This man, without a taste or mind 
For merriment of any kind, 

Was simply forced by adverse fate— 
You see, he was a magistrate. 
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WE never expect politeness from a German, common sense from a 
Frenchman, nor anything but good manners and excessive deception 
from a Russian, Turk, or Egyptian—the last two races are probably 
looser in their morals (as they are in their clothes) than even the dulcet 
Muscovite. But now, dear obese Arabi, that we have fairly landed 
you—of course, entirely through your having been shamefully betrayed 
by good kind M. de Lesseps—we are not going to let either you or 
your ragabash officers slip very easily. The Eastern is a lachrymose 
sniveller, as a rule, who is always ready to cut a fellow-creature’s 
throat, and, when caught, apologize in an abject way, with tears in his 
eyes, for his bloodthirsty act. The number of drivelling apologies 
that the second Julius Cesar, Sir Garnet, has received is absolutely 
disgusting. Even Irish patriots and murderers do not apologize when 
caught, though they may try to make excuses for their atrocities. But 
no quantity of apologies will wipe out the Alexandria murders of 
Christians, concocted by high Egyptian officials and notables. We 
are not surprised that Arabi’s house has been looted by the menials 
of Sultan Pacha, encouraged probably by that worthy himself, inas- 
much as he himself has secured eight of the Egyptian Napoleon’s best 
horses. High or low, any Eastern is liable to be guilty of the most 
miserable meanness. 

This little Crimean anecdote gives a good idea of Eastern morality: 
** When the batteries of the Ingour were taken, a Turk, perceiving a 
Russian colonel lying dead, appropriated his valuable diamond ring. 
Knowing it would be impossible very long to keep it a secret, he 
showed his Usbashi, or captain, his treasure. The Usbashi told the 
man that he was quite right to bring the prize to him, so it was trans- 
ferred to the finger of the said Usbashi. The soldier, not satified, spoke 
to the Bimbashi, or major, who said that both he and the Usbashi were 
highly culpable, and that he would therefore relieve them of the sub- 
ject of dispute. From the Bimbashi the soldier went to the Kaima 
Kama, or lieutenant-colonel, who consequently took possession of the 
ring. The soldier still persevered, however, and went to the Meer Alli 
(colonel), who determined that he was rightful possessor of the ring.” 

We do not know whether the Turkish Commander-in-Chief even- 
tually annexed the ring—probably he did. But now that the Arabi 
balloon has fairly collapsed, and its particularly nasty odoriferous gas 
has nearly escaped, there will be better times in store for Egypt. John! 
Bull will open his large meat pie, and, it is to be hoped, consume 4| 
considerable quantity of it himself, leaning atease against his heavy gu. | 

The Teutonic race, which has got to look upon the victories of any) 
other nation as a sort of infringement of copyright, will maunder and | 
mumble still about Bismarck and Field-Marshal Moltke. Crocodiles’ | 
tears, well mixed with Oriental rhetoric, will still go on flowing freely 
as ever. oir Garnet will receive swords of honour. and English ! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


question of the 
good use to 
which Mrs. 
Langtry has put 
her time since 
her first appear- 
ance upon the 
stage. Hergreat 
F By si } Pah. Yip TON) //, improvement is 
t iit NUL YB 4a V/A SPIN // sas: obvious as 

| Y NEV NZ the earnestness 
Lily) of her desire to 
jj base her claims 
to public sup- 
port upon some - 
thing more tan- 
gible than the 
satisfaction of 
curiosity. Her 
comedy, as ex- 
hibited in Zhe 
Un gual MLatch, 
is really excel- 
lent, «nd there 
is some good 
acting of a stronger kind in her scene with Mis. Montr:ssor in the second 
act, though this is not so satisfactory towards 
the end. Indeed, the weak point of the per- 
> formance is decidedly in those passages re- 
juiring tenderness or force. The former are 
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Tue GAlety.—LiITLeE Rossinc Hoop. 

















| slurred as though the actress felt her powers 
inadequate to the demand made upon them, 
while in the Jatter a tendency to violence 
gives them a ring of falseness which is im- 
, mediately fatal. 
n - 
— . Mrs. Langtry, in fact, appears to fe/ the 
bly lighter and more sparkling lines, but is 
cet -carcely en rapport with the deeper passages 
led [hese things are worth the attention she is 
yed | evidently inclined to bestow upon them, and 
| OF are not to be learnt ina cay. The best bit 
ose i in the whole performance, in my opinion. or 
res ; at least one of the best bits, is her manner and 
his bearing in the last act; it is a kird of thing 
rie S ; (though not by any means confined to fashion- 
tely j able scciety) which Mrs. Langtry has pro- 
hen bably had some opportunities of witnessing, 
But and her success at this point should convey Bn 
; of a useful lesson of the value of observation—or, “ 
We 1s Charles Dickens called it, ‘‘strict atten- 
ials tion.” Mrs. Lang'ry has many advantages 
1as- | —inte'ligence, education, appearance, energy, carnestness ; ani though 
pest she has, of 
10st é} course, still 
1 lt, ; much to learn, 
ity: B04 > « | may reasonably 
ig a KE hope, by the ju- 
ing. "pre dicious applica- 
, he . lion of these 
the qualities, to at- 
ans- tain a very high 
oke position in her 
vere profession. 
sub- ———— 
ont Whatalovely 
the theatre the Im- 
Ali perial is to act 
1g.” in! Such splen- 
yen- did exercise for 
rabi the lungs ! 
as 
che Mrs. Langtry 
ne a is, for the most 
run. part, well sup- 
> | 


any | i a 3 ) je 4 ported. Mr. J. 


and = , G. Taylor ap- 
iles’ | Tue Imperiat.— Not HAVING poling THE COST. HE pears ina part 
ne SOMETHING WRONG IN HIS STER-MATE° 
¥ OMET! RON H1 ESTER more worthy of 


his talents than it has been his fortune to do latterly, and acquits himself 


HERE can be no 


racter, and his dialect correct and facile ; but even a rough Yorkshireman 


would hardly 
keep his hat on 
in a morniog- 
room full of 
**swells.” Mr. 
J. W.. Pigott 
| makes a very 
| perfect little 
study of the 
aged Sir Sower-. 
by Honeywood; 
Mr. J. G. Gra- 
hame gives an- 
cther of is 
bright manly 
performances 
in Sir Harry; 
and Miss Kate 
Pattison plays 
the unpleasant 
Mrs. Topham 
Montressor 
with a quiet 
truth that is 
very effective 
Miss Kate Hod- 


| very happily; Mr. H. Akhurst’s Yorkshireman is a clever bit of cha- 


son, too, makes ‘he most of the humours of Bessie Hebb'ethwaite. Mr. 





Tue Inekrtat.—Inyupicious Cunpuct or Sir Harry (THE 
Lavy BEING, YOU WILL ORSERV#, “‘ WITHOUT THE PaiL!”") 


Birnard!” to * 


Where do the 
two things fit 
in? 


On Monday 
next, at the 
Surrey, Brought 


to Fustice will 
be withdrawn 
in favour of 
Messrs. Con- 
quest and Me- 
ritt's new piece, 
lor Ever. 
Don’t forget the 
day — Monday. 
That's all you 
have to remem- 
ber—For Lver 


and a day. 


Mr. Arthur 
Law has writ- 


ten a piece call- 
ed Hope, which 
is to be played 
at the Standard shortly. 














tune up ’ for that identical Albeit Smith's Bal/.¢ G ri 








THe [mrerRtaAL,—BEARDED] 


lk. Shepherd does not impress very favourably. 


Before these lines appear Zhe (' yual 
Match wil have given way to As j0u Like /1, 
in which Mrs. Lang'ry’s powers of comedy 
will find most favourable scope, and I shou'd 
think make a considerable impression. Mr, 
John Barnard, who arranged the music for 
Miss Litton’s celebrated revival of the same 
piece, is again in command of the orchestra, 
so I suppose some point is to be made of 
that department, 


By the way, there’s something curiously 
incongruous about chronology, I always 
fancy. Who, nowadays, for instance, thinks 
of Albert Smith, or, at any rate, who reads 
him? He seems to belong to a traditional 
generation a century or two away in the past. 
And yet the grey-headed gentleman so ener- 
getically leading the Imperial band—up the 
middle and bow, hand-in-hand, back to back 
(it was ‘‘ Sir Roger”’ they were playing)—as 
we take our seat (a numbered seat too; the 
Imperial is going it!) is the identical indi- 
vidual that was invited with a ** Now, Mr. 


my = 
eye 








Brovcur To Jestice, 


NESTOR 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND THE BURGLAR. 


WELL, Sir, my system of moral suasion, described last week, has been 








AN IMPROVED KIND OF REVENGE. 


** The Irish di tsh taken to boycotting horse races, one of the . . } 
The Irish ceamnen yoare Sow Seow we wn Momahadere. tested, as you shall hear. Two nights ago, having spread the hospitable 


meal, wound up the musical box, adjusted the lamp under the picture 
of the village church, &c., I was peacefully dozing, when the sound ofa 
latch being softly raised told me my philanthropic method was about to 
be put on its trial. I accordingly listened with eager ear, and soon 
heard the front door softly close, and, as I fancied, a muffled expression 
of surprise when the housebreaker found the bootjack and list slippers 
and the light placed ready to his hand—and feet. But soon the creak- 
| ing of the dining-room door told me my nocturnal visitor had followe:! 
| the mural direction, whilst a minute later the aggressive odour which 
permeated my apartment informed me without doubt that the burglar | 
had taken the cover off the pickled onion-jar, and was helping himsel! | 
to that pungent and appetizing relish. : 

I was naturally delighted. ‘‘My scheme works well,” I muttered ; 
and then, knowing I had left a meaty knuckle of ham upon the table, 
waited patiently for events to develop themselves, ‘‘ Now,’’ thought J, 
when after a lapse of some five minutes I heard the bread-knife fall, 
‘‘the housebreaker has just noticed the picture of the innocent child | 
kneeling at his parent’s lap, and, overcome with the recollection tha: | 
he too had once a mother, is strangely agitated. It is time to strike | 
home.” S», touching the button over my head which communicated 
with the musical box concealed under the dining-room table, I set the 
barrel going, so that in a few minutes the soft strains of ‘‘ Home, sweet | 
Home,” were stealing through the midnight air. 

‘‘ There,” said I to myself, ‘‘if he can stand out against that, com- 
bined with the ‘ Ah,-I-too-once-had-a-mother’ reminiscence, he is more 




















Tue Son of Ould Exin (whose feelings were tart) than mortal ;” and I calmly waited, feeling sure that I should hear the 
Resolved that the tyrannous Saxon should smart ; sobs of my burgling guest ere long. Minutes passed; the strains of 
The way to his purpose was easy as pap | **Home, sweet Home” melted away into ‘*The Old Arm-chair,” and 
To a firmly resolved and intelligent chap. | that affecting air was followed by ‘‘ Father, dear father, come home to 

Sa | me now,” and still no sign nor sob, though once I thought I heard a 
Hurrah! At the moment he rose from his Led | rattle as of silver spoons. ‘* He must be an abnormally hard-hearted 
A way of beginning came into his head : ruffian,” I murmured, and was about to get out of bed and proceed to 
‘*’ll sulk with my breakfast,” said sensible Pat, the landing, when a distinct vibration of the cord I had fastened to my 


po) 


toe, with directions at the other end of it that it should be pulled if I 
; . - er was wanted, told me that at last the burglar’s conscience was beginning 
oo pees wp trade Rega Rcaglen den pr : d: | to gnaw. “ It is well,” I cried ; and hastily slipping on my dressing- 
He had his ots Wieeieleat tame kidoevs and ttoet—~ | gown, I hurried downstairs. It was asI expected. The burglar was 
ut thet 's an emilee tadilen. 06 anak on his knees before the picture of the village church, his strong frame 
. , | was evidently agitated with emotion. 


‘* And see how the murtherin’ Saxon /ikes /ha/. 


‘* Well,” I said in a genial tone, ‘‘I thought you would want me. 

He thought, ‘* I am awfully fond of a smoke ; What shall it be, eh? An assisted passage to Queensland, or a com- 

I'll give that detestable Saxon a wipe | mission in the Salvation Army? Take your choice, my poor friend.” 

By robbing myself of my regular pipe.” |  **QOh, guvnor!” he stammered, ‘‘ you ’re too good a bloke, you are— 
| an’ to think I came to crack this yer crib, too!” 

| ** Ab,” said I, ‘‘I believe in moral suasion; I knew you too hada 


Then Patrick resolved on another good stroke : 


No writing of mine could distinctly present 
The terrible depth of the Saxon’s lament ; | mother once, and that—— 
He'd rather have suffered cremation by far, | ‘** No,” he returned, interrupting me, ‘‘ I never ’ad no mother to speak 
Although it is true he enjoyed his cigar, | on, 't was the little village church which did it. When I looked at that 

| theer cut on the wall it knocked me all ofa heap. It brought back my 


”? 














Then, losing no time, he was at it again— herly life, you see, an’—an’—— 





Another good notion had entered his brain : | ‘** There, there, never mind !”’ I answered, seeing how upset he was; 
He'd fill up the Saxon’s existence with gall | ‘*it has touched your heart, and you want to lead a new life; you came 
By taking no blessed enjoyment at all! to take the contents of yon chiffonier, I know.” 


**T did, I did,” he sobbed. 

‘* But you will go away instead with an assisted passage to Brisbane,” 
| and I went to the mantelpiece and took the necessary form from behind 
| the pier-glass; ‘‘unless,” I added, *‘you prefer the Salvation Army at 


He kept from the races, he sat in his chair, 
And wouldn’t be meny and go to the fair ; 
He angrily fasted till ready to sink, 

And wouldn’t be tempted with even a drink ! 


hater et “wesanerad 


| home?” 
The Sassenach’s sufferings who shall conceive? | ** No, no; anythink to make an honest man o’ me,” he gasped. 
His woes were a harrowing story to weave; | ‘*Give it to me, guv’nor. Oh, let me go; for far away in the Weald o 
How brimming with gall his unfortunate cup! Kent I’ve a sick darter sittin’ at ’er winder a-waitin’ for me.”’ 


** Here is five pounds, my poor friend,” I replied, ‘‘to buy your outfit; 


Yet—let us confess it—he bravely bore up. | 
| and now go to your sick child, and thank your stars you have been saved 
| 





from committing a great sin.” 
He gripped my hand, gave a deep sob, seized a carpet-bag doubtless 
containing the apparatus of his trade, and in another moment he had 
| gone, 


Hie went to the races, he went to the fair— 

An excellent dinner he made, I’m aware ; 

He finished his bottle, he finished his joint— 
But what have f/cse matters to do with the point ? 














, , * * * + 
= ai of the ; ee dies oe heey = oc | It was not until the girl went to lay breakfast the next morning that 
it sai bs tedinnn Ala etc fo noes ; | I found that every scrap of silver plate I possessed had gone too. Finding é 
i bate fe auntie inte canna, a | the housebreaker seemingly so contrite, I never thought of examining * 
Op ay eluent form, | the chiffonier cupboard. It is clear now that he must have packed up : 





the swag even whilst the musical box was playing its most touching | 
tune, and that he only called me down to get as much more out of his | 
A Suezcidal Course. | expedition as possible. 

| It was a cruel blow, Sir; but I have done with moral suasion, and | 
now sleep with a loaded revolver under my pillow. | 





Se i 


rege 





Mrs MopDLk« xOP has no patience with that ‘‘ Mounseer Lesseps.” | 
‘ The silly man,” she says, ‘‘Ceserves all his trouble for having gone | 
und dug his canal in such a savage p'ace as that Egypt. Why ever —— 
uldn't he st | at home like a fensibie man and dig it in Franc: A CHEO! E-RED CAREER —A banker’s | 
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THE EGYFTIAN BAG. 
(See Carioon. ) 


SEE the conq’ring hero comes! 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums, 
Clear the gangway, let him pass, 
Welcomed home by ev'ry class. 


With him spoils of war he brings, 
Highly gratifying things ; 
Heavier his bag, no doubt, 

Now than when ’t was taken out, 


Stiil the victor’s path, I fear, 
Is not altogether clear ; 

One may get into a mess 
Subsequent to grand success. 


People who will let you fight 
All alone to shield the right, 
After victory, you ’ll find, 
Grow astonishingly kind. 


Then they step out from the shade, 
Offering no end of aid, 

And are at the greatest pains 

To go shares in all your gains. 


Help from such a shifty crew 

With suspicion one must view ; 

] should set them down as “ hums” 
When the conq’ring hero comes. 
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MICHAELMAS MISERIES. 


No, no, I’m not suffering from what you'd call remorse, 

Though the tears are running down my cheeks with unexampled force— 
’T is not that I’ve committed crime, that | this week have wept : 

I shrink from meeting Michaelmas—the Twenty-ninth of Sept. 


For I know a dreadful demon will approach my house that day 
And ask me certain questions in a nasty sort of way, 

He’ll remind me of a horrible agreement to be kept, 

And he’ll even ask for gold upon the Twenty-ninth of Sept, 


At Michaelmas, they say, the goose upon the scene appears 

(Some “ pro.s” more often find the “ goose” assail their startled ears). 
In this ancient propa-“ gander” I was never an adept— 

1 know / feel a “ goose” upon the Twenty-ninth of Sept. 


“ Come out, ’tis now September,” says the song,—I grimly grin, 
For towards that month’s conclusion I would rather far stay 7”. 
That month (which has a sting hid in its tail) has hither crept 

To remind me of the Rent-Fiend on the Twenty-ninth of Sept. 
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New Serigs, No. 13.—A CrupDg-DITTY. 
AiR—** OA, lor! oh, lor! 


I'vg a sort of a notion my brain’s in a whirl, 
Oh, lor! oh, lor! 

I forget whether I’m a pickpocket or earl, 
Oh, dear! oh, dear ! 

I’ve feasted on news to so great an extent 

That I ’ve rather vague notions of any event, 

And I’m not very sure if I know what is meant. 
Oh, lor! oh, lor! 


In the corner of what little brain I have left 
Oh, lor! oh, lor! 
I rather think some one was fined for a theft ! 
Oh, dear ! oh, dear! 
And Britain, I fancy, came up to the scratch 
At Creedmoor American rifle match, 
Though whether they won it I didn’t quite catch. 
Oh, lor! oh, lor! Oh, dear! oh, dear! 


There ’s something occurred at the Bank, but oh! 
| Oh, lor! oh, lor! 
If a rise or a fall I'll be dashed if I know; 
Oh, dear! oh, dear! 
And I see, as the current of news I stem, 
Revisers revising the votes—ahem !— 
Or is the votes a-revising of them? 
Oh, lor! oh, lor! Oh, dear! oh, dear! 


They ’d a nice Exhibition of Leather, I hear, 
Oh, lor! oh, lor! 
And somebody said that the leather was cuir, 
Oh, dear! oh, dear! 
I don’t think / did it—I never was one 
To make such an antediluvian pun ; 
But, somehow or other, the thing has been done, 
Oh, lor! oh, lor! Oh, dear! oh, dear! 


Some Arabs agreed to surrender, they say, 
Oh, lor! oh, lor! 
But, lo! in the night they all scuttled away ! 
Oh, dear! oh, dear! 
Some postmen have met and some purpose revealed ; 
I fancy we’ve whipped the Australian field ; 
And I think Damietta objected to yield, 
Oh, lor! oh, lor! Oh, dear! oh, dear! 


I think that I heard from Dick, Harry, or Tom, 

Oh, lor! oh, lor! 
Some Emperor barely escaped from a bomb 

Oh, dear! oh, dear! 

Another, who cannot get crowned, if you please, 

Is off for a try—pretty doings are these ! 

And Chester, they say, has been showing its cheese. 
Oh, lor! oh, lor! Oh, dear! oh, dear! 


Oh, dear! oh, dear!’ 
’  ] 








| M. CAMILLE Farcy, of Za France, says that “ Albion is 
Carthage, who is likely to speculate in cholera,” The idea! 
Farcy-cal, is it not? 


Oh, dear! oh, dear! 
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| career of both these artists. 





BETTHR TIMES THAN EBVSR. 
(See Reports of Meeting of Fourneymen Bakers.) 


SiR ALLUM TAITORHYNDE was a severe medieval baron, Many 
spoke of him as more than severe ; perhaps he was. You see, he had 
always been accustomed to have everything his own way, and was quite 
unable to distantly conceive such things as laws restraining him in any 
way from the full gratification of his wishes. 

Now, I know nothing whatever of the wishes and ways of medieval 
barons except what I have gleaned from comic stories ; but from these 
I gather that a baron such as I have to deal with simply existed as an 
appendage to a d beneath a castle moat; and that his wishes 
were pretty much confined to wishing all sorts of persons to be put into 
that dungeon, and to a general wish to injure everybody in his neigh- 
bourhood. 

It is exactly these peculiarities of the medieval baron which have en- 
chained and fascinated my imagination by the fact of their being accu- 
rately applicable to what I want to say; and I beg to state that I have 
no dealings or connection of any sort with any other traits or phases of 


his, even provided that he ever had any others—which certainly does not | 


appear in the comic stories. 

here never was a nastier, more unwholesome, or darker dungeon 
beneath any castle moat than the one to which this baron was an appen- 
dage ; and his chief delight consisted (of course) in keeping in it a lot of 
miserable creatures whose health he revengefully proposed to shatter, 
Nor did he keep these wretched slaves in unprofitable idleness ; no, they 
had to labour continuously at making poisons to be sent round to all the 
baron’s neighbours whom he wished to injure, but could not confine in 
his dungeon—in point of fact, a// his neighbours. 
he was in the full swing of this delightful business, and in the complete 
enjoyment of having his unlimited own way, his good lady, for some 
— of her own, gave him a sleeping draught. (This was a trait in 
medizval barons which I had forgotten.) 

* - * * aad 


When Sir Allum Taitorhynde awoke it was hundreds of years later ; 
the date was somewhere towards the end of the nineteenth century, A 
superficial glance at the complexion of the times led him to rush at once 
to a very erroneous conclusion, ‘‘ There, now !”’ he said sulkily, ‘‘ the 
laws have changed in such a manner that I am now debarred from all 
chance of having my own way in the gratification of my inclinations,” 

The Real Spirit of the Times overheard this discontented speech, and 
asked, ‘‘ What are your particular inclinations ?”’ 

‘** To keep abject slaves in a loathsome dungeon, hard at work manu- 
facturing poisons for all the neighbours whom I hate and would destroy 
—ahem !—a// the neighbours,” answered the baron promptly, 

“If that’s all,” said the Real Spirit of the Times, ‘‘there’s nothing 
easier; in fact, you will have the advantage now of doing all this with- 
out fear of attack ; the laws will protect you from the violence of your 
victims,” 

‘** Dear me, this is really capital!” said the baron; ‘‘ better than be- 
fore. Let’s begin at once. Dead me to my new castle.” 

The Real Spirit presented the baron with the lease of a metropolitan 
bakehouse. 

‘* Thanks,” said the baron, ‘‘ Here’s the loathsome dungeon, but— 
where ’s the moat ?—it ought to be ‘ beneath the castle moat.’” 

The Real Spirit pointed to the leaky drains which ran along the roof 
of the cellar. 

‘*Excellent!’’ exclaimed the baron. ‘* Now for the abject poisoners ;" 
and a band of pale-faced journeymen bakers filed in, and set to work at 
their hideous task. 

The baron says the old times were larly law-ridden by the side 
of the new ones; he is rapidly depopulating his neighbourhood. 





NBW LBAVES., 


Art and Letters.—The present number completes the first year’s issue, 
which forms a splendid volume, fully justifying the high standing this 
journal has already taken and seems destined to hold, 

The Century and St. Nicholas are, as usual, replete with art of a high 





| order. The former, in addition to other attractions, has a fine portrait 


of that prince of American humorists, Mark Twain ; also an article on 
the late Thomas Bewick, illustrated with facsimiles of original cuts by 
that father—nay, we might say grandfather, or even great-grandfather— 


of modern wood engraving. 


Macmillan’s is good fare, and well provided. 

The Squire is capital company. 

The Theatre.—The photo frontispiece is an excellent likeness of Miss 
Cissy Graham, There is also a good sketch portrait of Mr, Wilson 
Barrett in the Xomany Aye, with notices of the principal points in the 


The Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy's Own Paper, and Girl's 
Own Paper.—The evenly-maintained excellence of these publications is 
deserving of special commendation. 


And one day, while | 
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“JEST ORF!”—A STORY OF A HEADLONG START. 








** Just let me get out and have 
-!” replied the breathless boatman. ‘‘ We'1e jest o:f—-as soon as we re 


mé on, sir, on y ses? in time. Whata lessin’ you wasn't am nic later Jest or! imp said the brea'hi ypoatowne!l 


me hair cut said the deluded pa-senge me time after. ‘*‘ Wou'dn't never git back in tim 
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wring, § said the boatmai Never mind, don’t you git out to get nothin’—we ‘il be ful in a instan ere s the other customers a-comia’ But at Jeneth 
ter a month or s), the passenger's heart bezan to fail him—he sank down, the last v.sitor at the scaside resor, was guing to catch the train. ‘* Never mind,” said 
yalman ; 5 et still. Jhey ll be back agin next year, and then we'll 
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| cially if she happens to be a maiden of mournful mien, is to 








SEPTEMBER 27, 1882, 














THE CAROLS OF CLOUDLAND. 


XIV.—‘* THE FORTY-TWA.” (BLACK WATCH.) 
‘*The Highland Brigade bore the brunt of the battle." —Sir Gar- 
net Wolseley's despatch from Tel-el-Kebir. 
BENRATH the shade o’ Arthur’s Seat, 
Wi’ misty e’en an’ swellin’ thrattle, 
We watched ye stride wi’ boundin’ feet 
An’ haughty mien once mair to battle. 
Doon Princes Street, a countless thrang, 
Swarimed guidmen, guidwives, bairns an’ a’, 
To cry ‘God speed, where’er ye gang ! 
An’ fortune to ye, Forty-twa !”’ 


** An’ will ye no come back again?” / 
The escort played, our hearts time keeping, 
While, like the sun-glint dimmed wi’ rain, 
The lasses’ smiles gave turn to weeping. | 
lor nigh twal’ hundred stalwart men | 
The wives an’ mithers watched awa’; 
But wha the muster-roll could ken, i ii 
When hame should come the Forty-twa? 





They kenned where fiercest clashed the steel, ith 
Where death would thickest darts be hurling ; 
Where loudest burst the cannon peal, 
Some one would hear the bagpipes skirling. | FF 
The Black Watch blood in mony lands 
Had flowed at Queen an’ country’s ca’, 
An’ wha might rest ‘neath Egypt’s sands 
That mairched amang ye, Forty-twa ? 














Hech! hech! The bonnie kilted lads | 
Have crowned with ane more wreath their glory, 
And Tel-el-Kebir’s red field adds 
A chapter to the Black Watch story. | 
Fill high the stoup! A willie-waught 
To bold Macpherson’s laddies braw ! 
Our bairns shall tell how well they fought, 
And still shall fight—brave Forty-twa ! 








NEATNESS and moderation, and an affable manner, dis- 






































tinguish the true gentleman from the snob. Delighted with 
the gaietics of life, he is always anxious to please; therefore, 
when the true gentleman gets engaged, the wisest act he can 
perform if he wishes to propitiate the object of his choice, espe- 


take her down to the Saturday /’/es at Chingford, which are 
being got up by the enterprising Royal Forest Hotel directors, 
and let her enjoy one of the liveliest entertainments to be 
found near London. Refreshments of every kind are served 
in the pavilion during the //¢es, and we can assure visitors to 
the Royal Forest Hotel that there is no danger of their being 
killed by bad cooking there. 





SATISFYING. 
ScENE— Wayside /nn, 


Tourist, —"* I’LL TAKE A PLATE OF COLD MBRAT, IF YOU PLEASE,”’ 
Landlady (gloomily).—‘*‘ WE'V& NANE I’ T 
Jourist.—‘*OH! NEVER MIND, THEN, SOME HAM AND EGGS WILL DO.” 
Landlady.—‘* Wt ’VE NANF. I’ 1’ HOUSE.” 

Tourist.—THEN SOME BREAD AND CHEESE AND BRER.” 
Landlady.—‘'‘ NAE, WE HAE NANE.” 

Tourist.—‘** WHY, BLESS ME, YOU VE NOTHING IN THE HOUSE, THEN.” 
Landlady,—‘‘ AY, BUT WE HAVE; WE’vVg GOT 1’ BalLiFFs I’ T’ HOLE!” 


, 


HOUSE,” 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF ‘‘ Fon,” 


DEAR SIR,—I do not, so to speak, propose to give a tip this week. 
By which I don’t in any sense intend at all to give offence, or tempt an 
overwhelming fate by getting insubordimate. Nor, though my phrase is 
rather curt, would I intentionally hurt your feelings in the least by the 
assumption of a drusqguerte which must be held in any case to be ex- 
tremely out of place; it is a thing I ’ve never done, I beg to say, to any 
one ; it is a thing I would not do, and least of all, dear Sir, to you ; for 
oh! I worship, love, adore, and reverence my Editor. Now this is why 
I’m forced to say I shall not give a tip to-day: it is because I cannot 
find sufficient data to my mind ; I could pick out a race, of course, and 
(probably) select a horse; but what, I ask, would that avail, supposing 
that that horse should fail? Why, bless my stars, I’ve not a doubt that 
some of you would find it out, and say my tip was incorrect ; and pray 
what else could I expect? You see, unless a race is big, the people do 
not care a fig, and only seem to publish weights at very inconvenient 
dates (at least, as far as I’m concerned); and when the weights have 
been returned, a little longer one is kept in ascertaining who accept; in 
treating, then, of what is left, one must indeed be somewhat deft to 
‘*spot the winner ’’ (more or less) before it ’s time to go to press ; for— 
p’ra’ps you will excuse the hint—when editors and people print so very 





greatly in advance, a prophet hasn’t halfa chance. So, when I say I 
don't intend to give a tip at all, my friend, and when to silence all de- 
bate my reasons thus I formulate, and set them down in black and 
| white, I think you’ll own that I am right. And so I do not care a cuss, 


Yours cheerily, TROPHONIUS. 


eT | ORR {DENTS (ht Ea , ao¢s not Z Airis 0 achnowid, 


accompanied by a stamptd ana 


P.S.—You’d like a hint, perhaps, about the Autumn Handicaps 7 
In next week’s FuN no doubt there 'Il be a hint or two for you to see, 
and if at great success you aim, you might do worse than try the same. 
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Ait-ful. 


IT is said that certain eyots, or aits, in the river above Kew are to be 
sold in October, and it is feared that they will fall into the hands of 
speculators who will have litile regard for the picturesqueness of old 
Father Thames. It is probable that some will agit-ait concerning this 
matter. The Crown may not think people care an eyot-a about them, 
but they do, Even this year they will doubtless strive to protect the 


ait-in-aity-too., 








‘“‘Noblesse” doesn’t “ oblige.” 


AccoRDING to the Echo there isa real Marquis at St. Malo who has, 
through his prodigality. been reduced to the back footboard of an om- 
nibus. But we should doubt if he will stay even there, for surely a man 
who is unable to conduct Aimse/f properly can scarcely be fit to con- 


duct a "bus. 


eed 





; i i ly condemned 
Sir WILFRID Lawson, speaking at Aspatria, strongly 
the war in Egypt, which . « ~ had adjourned indefinitely the pro- 
gramme of peace, retrenchment, and reform, A resolution condemning 





4 


the policy of the Government in undertaking theewar was thereupon 
| adopted by the Ass-patriots—no, the Aspatriotes. 


nirvributions in no case will they be returned wniess 
vciurn pr sa , 4. . 
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AT THE GUARDS’. 


Plunger.—‘' SO THE BLACK WATCH ARE OUT ON THE WAR-PATH, AS PER USUAL.’ 
Scots Guardsman ( plouched in the Exam.),—‘* THEY MOST GET AWAY SOME TIME OR THE OTHER,” Plunger. —‘** Way?” 
Scots Guardsman.—‘*‘ DON'T KNOW EXACTLY; YOUR LINESMAN, AFTER TWO YEARS’ SOLDIERING, HAS TO CHOOSE BETWEEN BANK- 
RUPTCY AND BOULOGNE, OR ELSE A FLY TO THE FRONT WHERE THE WRITS WON’T REACH HIM. IT ISN’T PLUCK THAT MAKES 
HIM WANT TO RUN AMONG THE BULLETS; IT’S ONLY BECAUSE THE HEBREW CAN’T FOLLOW IN AFTER.” 
[And yet they say the Guards are not jealous, and the modern officer only studies Vauban and Von Moltke, and never attends a race meeting. 
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WILLIAM Dopp, coach painter, and Charles East, contractor, 1 Bate- | tive of the animal kingdom, ‘‘let us understand one another ; if, on th 
man’s Row, Shoreditch, were charged, the one with cruelty, the other | other hand, the offence is unintentional, pray learn that a zoophyte ha: 
with causing cruelty, to two horses. One animal was being driven ina | better uses for its brain than considering points which require no con- 
low and weak condition, and was ‘‘lame all round ;” the other, which | sideration whatever, being obvious to the meanest capacity !” 
was brought to take its place, was ‘‘so weak that it could scarcely walk ** Constder whether he should send him to prison!” Good Heavens ! 
up the bridge, was lame in both fore-legs, was suffering from skin disease, | where was the doubt? 
aod had marks of wounds and dried -up wounds on the flanks, showing eeeeeeaeinesniaeai 
that it had been severely flogged by some one.” é¢ i ” 

Mr. Alderman Staples discharged Dodd, but remanded East ¢0 con- , suey gaat 06 aeainetion F —_ 
sider whether he should send him to prison without a fine! _Oscar WILDE was recently greeted with derision on ’Change in New 

We have just been having a talk with our tame zoophyte as to ¢#e | York. This comes of leaving lilies for awhile and going in for ‘*Stocks. | 
possibility of any fact being of sufficient obviousness to ne:d no considera- | O. W. probably did not feel inclined to call his deriders cs ‘* shares, 
tion”’ by the magisterial mind, Our zoophyte denies the possibility of | their remarks were ‘‘quite too-too utter ”-ances. 
the existence of such a fact. . 

We then requested the organism to undertake the solution of the 











question which had exercised the mind of Mr. Alderman Staples; we | “Native” Zeal, 

begged it to turn it well over in its mind, to consider it carefully, with a | A new oyster-bed, two hundred miles in extent, has been discoverec 
view to giving a decision. You never saw such an offended zoophyte in | in the North Sea. Yes, that is an extensive bed, truly; but we think 
your life. | that England, if time be given her, will be equal to the task of ‘‘ tuck. 


** If it be your intention to insult me,” said the least gifted representa- | ing it in.” 
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Coloned.—‘‘Hum HAw! 


ENCLOSE 1WO RECRUITS. 
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PRECIS. 


EX1RAORDINARY COMMUNICATION FROM RECRUITING SERGEANT. 
ONE HAS DESERTED, AND I HAVE THE OTHER IN MY EYE,’” 


(Reads.) ‘HON SiR, I BEG TO 





—_—_ 





TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF ‘' Fun.” 


Now, Sir (and all you sporting chaps), about those Autumn Handicaps, 
Of course I’m making no pretence to speak with perfect confidence on 
those events. I beg to say it is too early in the day, so—though I 
haven’: got the knack of keeping my opinion back, and though upon 
the whole I’m quite convinced that they are always right—as I am bound 
to contemplate the fact that some untoward fate for once may go and 
prove me wrong, and make you sing a jeering song of ‘‘ Well, I never! 
What a nerve !”—I ’m giving them with all reserve. 

Well, first of all, suppose we pitch our thoughts on that Cesarewitch. 
To tell the truth, it seems to me, there’s little chance for Shrewsbury. 
Apart from what I always feel myself when I’m about to deal with what 
they call ‘‘ the favourite,” I do not like his breadth or height, and then 
there’s something greatly shocks about his pasterns and his hocks. 
Although I haven’t yet inquired if he’s been regularly fired, I heard 
he ‘d had his tail in splints, and rather fancy that he squints (you, Sir, 
will understand, of course, I ’ve not set eyes upon the horse, and these 
defects the Prophet sums are quite imaginary ones ; but I have generally 
found, in giving tips, that one is bound, however one is disinclined, to 
mention something of the kind), I hardly like to mention fail, connect- 
ing it with Chippendale, and even now I think defeat can only reach 
him from Retreat; but still ‘it’s quite upon the cards (and thoughtful 
wisdom always guards itself with care, and notes with ease the most remote 
contingencies), it’s quite upon the cards, I say, Pursebearer yet may win 
the day. However, I’d just now repeat, at present I prefer RETREAT. 
And now we ’ll concentrate our fire upon the later Cambridgeshire, and 
I may say at once that Bruce may make his journey to the deuce (as far as 
I’m concerned, at least). I do not care about the beast, and after all is 
said and done, his chance is but a slender one, and though I ’ve not as yet 
the face to say he will not get a place; to this my faith I firmly pin—he’s 


things as pays”’), while some may think Bookmaker should contrive to 
nobble something good ; but as for me, I take my eye unceremoniously 
by this, as I grant you, decent lot, until I rather think I spot a little mare 
that cannot lose. GEHEIMNISS is the one I choose. 

With my desire to be discreet, this is not fina/, I repeat. Next week, 
in fact, it’s my intent to touch again on each event, and if so be you have 
the mind to read the letter, you may find the notions here displayed in 
pride considerably modified ; and all the better, p’r’aps, for us—and so 
farewell ! TROPHONIUS, 


P.S.—If (as I quite expect) these tips of mine should prove correct, 
and any lucky winner should desire to show his gratitould, but, entertain- 
ing an intense and unbecoming diffidence, should hesitate at doing so, it 
may relieve his mind to know my noble soul would mcf resent a trifle-ing 
emolument, 








Woollen Sie? 


‘*‘A NEW ZEALANDER”’ suggests an electrical sheep-shearer, the 
prominent features of which would seem to be an incandescent platinum 
wire and a rotary knife. We should imagine this calorist’s brain must 
have been wool-gathering when he hit upon such a method for sheep- 
shearing as this. It seems to us ‘‘ shear nonsense.” 





A Skeleton at the Rejoicings. 


We suprose Sir John Adye thought that it would not be well to send 
tack the Khedive to his capital looking too pleased. But, for all that, 
it seems rather severe on Tewfik to have so arranged matters that he re- 
turned to Cairo with the ‘‘ Blues.” 





Take it or Leaver, 





not the animal to win. Don Full-o’-know is sharp enough (at least, he | 
should be up to snuff), and there are very likely few who will not be | 
attracted tew the graceful Nellie’s pretty ways (but Nellie’s ‘‘are not | 








An American dramatist has just completed a farce founded on an 
incident in ‘‘ Charles O’Malley.” His little piece then, should it ever be 
acted, will be a veritable Lever-de-rideau, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
LWAYS having 





in mind the 
comparative 
novelty of Mrs. 
Langtry’s posi- 
tion as an ac- 
tress, her per- 
formance of 
Rosalind, in As 
You Like It, is 
reallya remark- 
able one. Itis 
not perfect by 
any means, nor 








cannot be denied; she has also a now-and- 
; then-occurring way of drawling a word ina 
sort of complaining tone, as though loth to 
part with it, which is not pleasant. Apart 
from this, there is room for much encourage- 


i ment and praise. Rosalind’s defence of her 
' father, in the speech commencing ‘‘ 1 am no dy 
traitor,’ was given with a most excellent dig- = J 


nity and truth of tone, and the determination 
to don doublet and hose was declared with a 





G 


does it ap- 

tf proach, or sug- 

} gest an ap- 

i proach to, the 

| delicate finish 

of Miss Litton’s 

rendering of the 

same part—to 

; which the mind 

. Tue IupertaL.<-Tug OaK-1RE& AND THE LANG-TREE, OK naturally = re- 

A Jensuy Lity ano A Rosz-a-i' Inv. verts, not only 

from associa- 

tion with the theatre, but from the fact that nearly all the costumes in 

the present instance follow Mr. Forbes Robertson's designs for that re- 
i vival, and that Mr. Coventry warbles the 

i airs of Amiens, 

J But although it is not a perfect perform- 
ance, it is a most careful and painstaking 
one, and the actress is on the right tack 
j throughout, .That it should be wanting at 
i times in colour and variety was inevilable, 
under the circumstances, in so long a part, 
, and that she is occasiona!ly unreal in tone 





J. W. Piggott, a valuable young actor of ‘‘old men,” are all equal to 
Mr. J. G. Grahame gives a Jaques not slavish to tradition, 


the occasion. 
and _ elocution- 
ally good ; but 
he is a trifle 
fidgetty. Old 
Adam is an old 
bore ; never 
was I so desi- 
rous of ‘‘ put- 
ting off the Old 
Adam” as when 
that old gentle- 
man was on the 
stage talking in 
a strained, 
hoarse whisper, 
with hs arms 
perennially 
sticking out, 
Chandos; or, 
the Fester who 
turned 7) attor, 
is the title of an 
adaptation of 
one of Ouida’s 
novels, pro- 
duced at the 


Adelphi last Saturday morning. Mr. Fun’s feelings on finding that i: 
can be ever so distantly hinted that any Jester whatever could by an 


L/ 


CHAMBERLAIN § 
TUE MEW MECHAYICAL ) SAID —~ 
} i 
FGURE a 









—— 


ii spirit befitting the occasion, Her scenes with WITHDRAWN 3 BUT HERE IT IS STILL, WE SEE. 
4 Orlando, too, were carried through with a fair 
' show of the joyous a/andon and high spirits necessary, and with a due 











lug ADELYut—A 


j ; ° ‘ . , , 
Au‘rey is a very thorough and pleasing bit of 


\A 





character : 


regard to the undercurrent of tender feeling: the fainting scene was 
most delicately handled, and the epilogue made a thoroughly well-earned 


hit. Evidence 
of careful dril- 
ling in ‘‘the 
business ” of the 
part is clearly, 
but not objec- 
tionably, mani- 
fest. 

Mrs. Lang- 
try’s company 
is more at home 
in modern co- 


medy than 
blank verse, 
and conse- 


quently doesn’t 
yreatly shine on 
the present oc- 
casion. Miss 
Kate Pattison, 
however, whose 
Celia is very 
pretty and plea- 
sant; Miss Kate 
Hodson, whose 
Mr. J. G. 


af 





In one of those all-ready-prepared-to-your-hand “notices” the Vic- 
toria Coffee Hall management is in the habit of sending out, it is 


at nounced that 
Mr. W.H. Cum- 
mings will give 
the first ballad 
concert of the 
season there to- 
morrow (Thurs- 
day). We may 
therefore look 
for Cumming- 
gled sounds of 
harmony from 
that quarter on 
the occasion. 





The Haymar- 
ket reopens on 
Saturday with 
The Overland 
Route, and ‘ta 
new mono- 
logue” by Mr. 
C. Brookfield, 
entitled Nearly 
Seven, in which 
the author will 
appear, and 


himcelf ¢6 
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. \\ \ v 
SWE 


' 
j Pe een 
BUT THE Lor >» 






Gur 














Tue GLopg.—THE Nove. READER. 


possibility turn traitor at all, are too deep for 
utterance; they are feebly depicted in the 
margin. 





The Opera Comique is to open this month 
under the management of Miss Lila Clay 
with a company entirely of ladies (inclusive o' 
the band), and a new piece by Mr. Keec: 
entitled Ox Conaition, which is suggestive o 
a lecture on athletics or horse-racing by : 
trainer. 


** The prohibited play” of Messrs. Sydney 
Grundy and Joseph Mackay—an adaptatior 
of Meilhac and Halévy’s La Petite Vargurse, 
entitled Zhe Novel Reater—was presented ti 
an invited audience at the Globe on Thurs- 
day, too late for remark this week. There 
is generally some tact required in adapting 2 
French play, but I should have thought either 
of the gentlemen concerned experienced 
enough to have hit the Margq-easily. 











A: EAR sa 






































































il to 
tion, 





hat i! 
y any 
ep for 
n the 


ionth 
Clay 
sive Oo! 
Keect 
Live O 
+ by : 


ydner 
tatior 
rJUuise, 
red te 
Thurs- 
There 
ting 2 
either 
ienced 


e Vic- 
it is 











. er 











OcTOBER 4, 1882, 














THE CAROLS OF CLOUDLAND. 
XVI.—THE RIVAL BLUES; OR, THE TWO 


CAMPAIGNS. 


BELINDA BROWN all hearts could win, 
She was so buxom, bright, and neat ; 
B. B. was upper housemaid in 
A house in Upper Berkeley Street. 


Round what they call the ‘‘airey gate,” 
The lovers flocked, Miss Brown to woo; 
But at this story’s op’ning date 
Belinda only smiled on two. 


The first was X.Y.Z. A I, 

Who guarded Upper Berkeley Street ; 
Belinda’s bosom had begun 

To find its throb that Bobby’s deat, 


When came young William Jones (a name 
Not quite unknown, perhaps, to you), 
Who, fired by martial zeal, became 
A private in the Horse Guards (Blue). 


Betwixt the twain Belinda’s heart 
Divided, fluttered, nor could she 
Decide which lover should depart, 
And which the happy man should be. 


At last Miss Brown in Dryden read, 
** None but the brave deserve the fair! ” 
A plan then struck her (in the head)— 
They could not her affection share, 


3ut he who should, by doughty deed, 
Himself the boldest hero prove, 

Should for his valour’s priceless meed 
Belinda’s breast to pity move ! 


Forth went that gallant Horse Guard (Blue) 
On Egypt’s sand to fight for fame, 

And X.Y.Z. A I went to 
A suburb where fierce burglars came. 


The Royal Horse Guard’s flashing blade 
Sliced Arabs into sausage-meat, 

And X.Y.Z. A 1 dismayed 
The urchin arabs on his beat. 


Right thro’ Kassassin’s carnage brisk 

Brave Jones the rebels charged and chased, 
The policeman ran an equal risk, 

When oft a burglar’s aim he faced. ' 


They both with equal courage fought, 
And equal tact displayed, although 
The soldier hero charged, then caught, 
The bobby caught, then charged, the foe! 


And which one wed Belinda Brown ? 
Ah! how shall I the truth repeat ? 
When these two heroes came to town 


They both shunned Upper Berkeley Street. 


For X.Y.Z. A 1 had wed 
A lady who had such a fear 
Of burglars, that one day she said, 
** Henceforth I ‘ll have a policeman near |” 


And one of Egypt’s richest dames 
Declared to me in dulcet tones 

She ne’er had felt love’s blissful flames 
Until she gazed on Private Jones. 


So leaving all the Pachas, Beys, 
Cherifs, k fiendis, Fellaheen, 

She wedded Jones. who is, she says, 
The ‘‘ nicest Fellah” she has seen ! 


An (H)Od-ditty. 


In Constantinople there is an old Circassian chieftain, 
named Hod Bey, who is said to be a hundred and twenty 
ts old, he having been born in 1762. If this Hod 


n his Beys yet, it is time he did 
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CRUEL WOMAN. 


Vivienne de Vere.—‘* YOU WILL CALL IN FIRST AT TOTTIE’S, AND FIND 
OUT HOW HER CHEF MANAGED THOSE FRIED PARTRIDGES SO WONDER- 
FULLY°THE OTHER NIGHT. DON’T FORGRT, THERE’S A DEAR LOY, TO ASK 
WHETHER THEY SHOULD BE BRAISED OR ROAST BEFORE FRYING,” 

Aley.—‘*I LL NOT FORGET, MY OWNEST OWN.” 

V. de V.—** THEN CALL IN AT PUFFER’S AND ORDER SOME OF THAT 
CuRACOA—THE ONLY CURACOA FIT TO DRINK, CAPTAIN BILKIN SAYS, YOU 
KNOW.” 

Algy.—(‘* HanG Cap——). I wit, MY PRT.” . 

V. de V.—"* AND PLEASE CALL IN AT STOFFELHEIM’S FOR MY BOX OF 
SCENTED CIGARETTES, YOU DEAR, GOOD, DARLING OLD Boy,” 

Algy.—‘‘Goob DAR——OH ! REPEAT THAT AGAIN, Viv.” 

V. de V.—** STOR FELHEIM’S—SCENTED CIGARETTES—YOU THICK-HEADED, 
IDIOTIC OLD DONKEY!” 

[And the Military Errand Boy went out, and droppca a silent tar. 


- a eee en nee 


ONCE upon a time—which is the most reasonable way we can think of at present to 
begin a short tale with—well, once upon a time an impecunious countryman, who 
wished to keep up appearances, shouted out loudly to his son as the Squire was passing 
his house, ‘* Jack, have you fed the pigs?” ‘‘ Yes, feyther,” replied Jack. ‘* Did 
you count ’em?” ‘Yes.” ‘* How many were they?” ‘‘One, feyther,” yelled the 
lad at the top of his voice. This anecdote distinctly proves the fallacy of attempting 
to make a show out of what you do not possess. If you are the proprietor of a bald 
head, with one solitary bristle sticking out, it is childish to be perpetually trying to 
make yourself ard others believe that you have a fine crop of glossy curls, No, be 
sensible! Invest in one of Dr. Scott’s electric hair brushes, which act upon the hair 
glands, produce hair rapidly, and have been instrumental in causing the Right Hon, 
W. E. Gladstone to ‘‘ keep his hair on” during the Egyptian crisis. 

THE fashion of decorating ladies’ head-gear with birds is again coming into vogue. 
It is said that parrots will be worn by some, By “‘ Pretty-Poll”-ished persons, we 
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‘BRHAKFAST SAUSAGES. 


A PLEASANT Srpjecr. 





‘‘ Here,” said Fon to his Lord High Car'ocnist-in-Ordinary, ‘just 
do us a funny cartoon on this subject.” And he handed him a news- 
paper-cutting. 

The L, H. C.-in-Ordinary read it, turned green, and asked for a fort- 
night's leave to recoup his health at the seaside. 
‘* Here, you have a try at the subject; get a heap of fun out of it, 
said FUN to his Political and General Comic Proser-in-Chief. 
The P. and G. C. P.-in-Chief read the cutting, and fell into a livid 
grimace which the doctor pronounces incurable. 
‘* Well, you try the subject—awfully funny subject for verse!” said 
Fun to his High Comic Versifier and Doggrelist. 
The H.C. V. and D. read the cutting, and has never partaken of 
food since. 
** Bless us! what affectation!’ said Fun. ‘‘ You can surely do some- 
thing on it—exaggerate it noend.” This was to his Gross Exaggerist 
and Paragraphic Hyperbolizer-in- Waiting. 
The G. E. and P. H.-in-Waiting read the cutting. ‘‘I beg pardon 
—did I hear aright? /xagger——this!” he gasped, and was taken to 
Guy’s to be experimented upon by the students. 
‘Then you'd/ have to do it, that’s all!” said FUN to the Office Boy. 
** Refuse—demur, and ha 
The miserable boy read the cutting. His mother was immediately 
sent for; it wasasad scene—but there, there! The doctors pronounced 
it a case of blood poisoning from an over-vivid imagination. 
Then Fun sat down to do the comic thing upon that subject himself. 
But he sat and glared at the cutting; he grew ashy pale and stiff; a 
deadly nausea came upon him; before his eyes floated ghastly visions 
of plagues and putridity. 
Do not call upon him just now, he’s not ina safe state, and might 
mistake you for a manufacturer of breakfast sausages. The following 
newspaper-cutting was found in front of him :— 
**Charles Shaw, carrying on business as Charles Shaw and Son, 
Breakfast Sausage Manufacturers, Ford Street, North Bow, was charged 
at Worship Street with having on his premises a quantity of horseflesh, 
which was unwholesome and unfit for human food. The sanitary in- 
spector went to the defendant’s premises. He looked through a broken 
window and saw a man cutting up meat, which he covered with a piece 
of fat before letting the inspector in. 
** Some of the meat proved to be horseflesh, a portion of it being de- 
composed and from a horse that had died and not been slaughtered. 
Mr, Shiel, who said he had no doubt about the matter, inflicted the full 
penalty of £20 and costs, The money was paid.” 

. + * ° 





Perhaps, after all, it would mot make such an excellent subject for 
comic treatment, Even the absence of any kind of punishment for this 
sort of crime does not strike us as particularly funny. 

The notion of charging a percentage (let us see—twenty pence was 
it? Oh, no!—twenty pounds; so it was) on the profits of such a branch 
of trade is not quite humorous either—at any rate, if it be humorous, it 
is rather a cynical sort of humour. 

No; taken altogether (and it dees require a bit of a gulp!) it is mof an 
uproariously mirth-provoking incident. There seems to be a something 
wanting—a something which we miss—a something without which such 
an incident is not complete. Can it be penal servitude—or the cat ? 








cratic Federation, at Palace Chambers, Westminster, for the purpose of 
calling upon the Government to prevent the proposed importation of 
Chinese labour by British employers. 





at all; and John Jones was quite pleased, and said, ‘‘’Ear, ’ear!” to 
every remark, 





Sovereign, and bearing in mind that the illuminations were all of them 
to order, the Cairenes may be said to have literally carried out the 
arbitrary edict which told them to ‘*illume-an’-hate.” 
fear, even more of the hating than the illuming, if the ruth must be told. 








| but he found the weather was inclined to com-et too strong, and so he 
descended rapidly. 
minated address 


ALL FAIR AND EQUARE, 


Joun Jones, the ‘‘ working man,” was very uneasy on his pillow, 
His mind was greatly disturbed ; a vague sense of gross injustice and 
tyrannical oppression had ion of his sleep-bound mind. Gradually 
the dream developed into something coherent and intelligible, and the 
confused sounds which had disturbed his ears developed a meaning. 
John Jones seemed to be at a meeting of employers of labour, and the 
meeting evidently had as its object some injury or oiher to the ‘‘ work- 
ing man.” 

Ves ! the meeting had actually been convened for the purpose of con- 
sidering the question of the emigration of the British working man, 
The chairman was reading a paper, in which he stated that a number 
of working men proposed to emigrate in order to transfer their labour 
to foreign employers. ‘This would be done” (said the reader) ‘if 
something was not at once done to prevent it. Before many months 
cargoes of workmen would be exported unless the Goverament put a 
stop to it until something permanent could be done by way of preven- 
tion,” 

John Jones could stand this sort of thing no longer. With frantic 
efforts he strove to get at the chairman's throat. Here was tyranny ! 
Here was a nice attempt at selfish oppression! Hang it all—the cheek 
of the proposal! To try and stop the workman’s right to sell his labour 
where he liked! ‘* Where’s your freedom? Where’s your free trade 
and justice? Help! Murder!” roared John Jones, and woke himself 
with the effort. And when he woke he found that he really was at a 
meeting, and he was about to fly at the throat of the chairman, when 
he suddenly discovered that this meeting was convened by the Demo- 


So you see that there was no idea of injustice, or tyranny, or cheek, 








A FOREIGNER, 


SHE came amongst us in a 
‘* toilette’? wondrous, 
Her ‘‘tournure” was a 
work of art profound, 
Her chapeau was a ‘‘jardi- 
niére ” most pond’rous, 
She walked as though she 
trod on red-hot ground ; 
She set our women in a per- 
fect flutter : 
Our Alice, Maud, and 
Nelly, and Annette, 
They ’d meet in corners with 
mysterious mutter 
To scan the wagging of her 
crinolette, 
But, being a Parisian, all 
admired her. 
Maud imitating, 
with veloutine, 
Consulted the deft maid who 
had attired her, 
And learnt to lace waist 
inches to sixteen. 
Then Nellie like a pouter 
pigeon padded, 
And Alice pencilled her two eyebrows black, 
And to her ample locks some more she added, 
And bent her spine to make a graceful back. 
They hopped in shoes too tight, heels high and cruel ; 
And hapless was the fate of poor Annette : 
To smooth her skin she washed in scalding gruel, 
Then wiggle-waggled in a crinolette ! 


A 


puffed 








A Great Ill-looming! 
SEEING the real feelings of the Egyptian population towards their 


There was, we 





M. FIONVELLE went up in a balloon the other day to see the comet ; 





Sull, M. Fionvelle’s action was heroic, and an illu- 
ess should be his reward, or fee,-on-velle-um 
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REMODELLING EGYPT. 
(See Cartoon.) 


To sculp a decent head 


Iv surely must be hard enough 


Upon some stone that’s ‘in the rough,’ 


And rot carved out instead ; 
No easy task in shapely wise 
To mould the chin and nose, 
And stick in proper ears and eyes— 
At least, so [ suppose. 


But if some bungler’s been before 
And hack’d the stone about, 

And left great scratches by the score, 
And chipped the best bts out ; 

To take his work in sheer disgust, 
And try by patiert skill 

To yet extract a decent bust 
Is surely harder still. 


The British sculptor has a mind 
To model all alone 
A head of reputable kind 
Out of Iegvptian stone. 
before it has been badly cut, 
And much it needs repair, 
Sow’s ears don’t make silk purses, but 
Results may vet be fair. 
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A TRIFLE FOR TRIGGER-PULLERS. 


OCIOLER’S not olten, we fear, 


Received witha ful ovati 
j ] sé } ) ‘ 
For the leaves, through lh: chill” transformation. 
Lie scattered, all vellow and sere. 


He warns us that winter is nigh, 

That the mist-ical fog-fiend will follow, 

That the sun ‘to be classic,—Apollo 
Not often will brighten the s 
But yet there are many to whom 

October is not so unpleasant : 

The “shootist,” who yearns for the pheasant, 
Will hail it with glee, we presume. 


As he “drives” through the woodland or copse, 
The sport sets his pulse quickly stirring 
When from coverts the pheasant 1s whirring’ 
At that prince of our game-birds he “ pops.” 


“ Through the turnips” some wander to “ pot” 
This bird who’s apparelled so gaily ; 


And we trust that good * bags” may be daily 
Rewarding each sportsmanlike “ shot.” 


N.B.— Devetees of the gun, 
If you meet with good luck with the pheasants, 
And desire to make any one presents, 
Address to “the Office of | 
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DITTIES OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT. 
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New Serigs. No. 14.—A Quip-biTtTy. 


AIR—‘“‘ Z'm anxious to get ta the bottom of that.” 


I’m rather well up in the news, it appears, 
I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that, 

Anil pretty well evrything reaches my ears, 
I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that, 

So [ am selected (for want of a worse) 

To put it in language sufficiently terse, 

And give it you here in a column of verse, 
I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that. 


Perhaps German sausage is much to your taste, 
I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that ; 
But horseflesh among it is frequently placed, 
I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that. 
St. Thomas’s, Southwark, ’s a parish to quote— 
It only possesses one voter, I note, 
And what it must cost them to canvass that vote! 
I ’m anxious to get to the bottom of that. 


The Arabs of Cairo are persons of cheek, 
I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that ; 

They ’re rather too free with their stones, so to speak, 
I'm anxious to get to the bottom of that. 

It’s clearish to me (though I may be a fool) 

That the Charity Com. in their conduct are cool 

In their doings concerning the Scarning Free School, 
I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that. 


Lord Beresford gaily commanded a ship, 

I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that; 
He commanded police for a shore-going trip, 

I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that ; 
And did his work well—but it wasn’t enough— 
He wished a command in the army; but ‘‘stuff!”’ 
Said Sir Garnet. So B. hurried home in a buff, 

I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that, 


The cheek of some parties I can’t understand, 
I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that ; 
Just look at the Post Office folks at Queens/and / 
I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that. 
The Clearing House dodge for the Poor Law seems wise, 
Bad weather abroad makes us open our eyes, 
And Dillon’s departure occasions surprise, 
I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that. 


Sir Garnet and Beauchamp are both to be peers, 
I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that, 

Which news is received with encouraging cheers, 
I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that ; 

That captain at Chatham ’s earned feathers and tar, 

The soldiers of Egypt, wherever they are, 

Are going to be bossed by that Baker Pasha(r), 
I’m anxious to get to the bottom of that. 








stop press ” telegram is not necessarily a sup-pressed one. 





| accession to power, Snufh Pacha (the most staunch adherent of Tewfik 





A GOVERNMENT FOR HGYPT. 


Cairo, just about Now. 

THE success of the British arms being complete, there now remains 
but one problem to be worked out, namely, a solid and satisfactory form 
of government for Egypt. 
This is the question now occupying all minds, and no doubt a satis- 
factory decision will be arrived at in a few hours, 


Cairo, next Morning, 

A satisfactory form of government for Egypt has been definitively 
arranged. The scheme is marked by the utmost simplicity. It is to be 
an absolute and despotic autocracy by Tewfik, 





Cairo, the same Evening. 

I regret to say that the form of government proposed for Egypt is a 
complete failure. Tewfik went off his head with the responsibility at 
2.15 this afternoon, and is now a doddering imbecile. It has been de- 
cided that the form of government shall be regency under Snuffi Pacha 
(the most staunch adherent of Tewfik during the recent troubles), assisted 
by a Chamber composed of the other Notables faithful to the Khedive, 
The arrangement is hailed with satisfaction. 


Catro, following Morning, 
The scheme of government has proved a failure, Immediately on his 


during the recent troubles) threw off all connection with Tewfik, and 
declared himself Khedive ; the other Notables faithful to Tewfik going 
over to Snuffi ina body. It isnow decided that the form of government 
shall be a democracy of the Fellaheen, tempered by Grubbi Bey, chief of 
police, as Protector, The new plan has met with universal approval, 
Snuffi and the Notables are in prison, 
Cairo, following Morning. 
The government has completely collapsed. The Democratic Assembly 
of Fellaheen unanimously decided that their first measure should be to 
loot the city, Grubbi Bey heartily seconding. It has been decided to 
try a new form of government, namely, an absolute dictatorship under 
Arabi, The plan is hailed with acclamation, The Fellaheen, Grubbi 
Bey, and the police are in prison. 
Catro, same Evining., 
Arabi has been assassinated by Nasti and Bheestlih Pachas (his 
staunchest adherents during the recent troubles), and the dictatorship is 
at anend. It has been decided that the form of government shall be 
a Chamber of three—Scratchbakh Bey, and Slippri and Sneeki Pachas, 
the most trusty friends of the population during the recent troubles, The 
new scheme causes the greatest feeling of security throughout the coun- 
try, and gives rise to intense satisfaction. Nasti and Beestlih Pachas 
are in prison. 
Cato, next Morning, 
Scratchbakh, Slippri, and Sneeki (the most trusty friends of the people 
during the recent troubles) have ongrepenans the public revenues, and 
ordered the execution of the bulk of the population. The government 
is therefore something like a failure, and a military rule by the Bedouins, 
under their Sheikh Biudswillah, has been decided upon. The decision 
is received most favourably. Scratchbakh, Slippri, and Beestlih are in 
prison. 
Catro, same Evening. 
The Bedouins have murdered everybody, The government is a sort 
of fiasco. It is decided that the form of government shall be an untem- 
pered anarchy. The feverish delight at this decision is universal. 
Everybody is released from prison, including the murderers, thieves, and 
lunatics. 
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Ve Victoribus! 


Telegram rom Cairo. ‘“‘The Guards were fairly routed out ot the 
citadel by innumerable armies of ~ ~ * ~."—Alornin Paper. 


Ye gods! and has it come to be 
That, after many perils past, 
The flow’r of British chivalry 
Has been discomfited at last ? 
'T were deep relief could it be found 
That this report had no sure ground, 
And yet we fear the news is true, 
Though very sad and humbling too; 
For Fortune, fickle in her courses, 
Her puppet-strings perversely tugs, 
Whence, victors o'er Egyptian forces, 
Perhaps our Guards might bolt from——not fleas. 


But let us not be rash to blame 
Our troops if they did cut and run; 

The Romans might have done the same, 
Had hundreds been opposed to one. 

How should so numerous a toe 

Be dealt an overwhelming blow ? 

When cracks and chinks their forms conceal, 

What chance to charge them with cold stee 

The best shots scarce cou'd decimate them 
By volleys at their beds and rugs, 

And skirmishing would but elate them, 
Since flanking movements please the 











creeping things, 


Thus honour hardly has been lost, 
The (iuerds’ prestige has met no slur, 
For any Lillipuiian host 
Is bound to beat a Gulliver : 
To blast their fame no tongue shall tell 
The rout from Cairo’s citadel, 
That most inopportune retreat 
Shall ne’er be reckon’d a defeat ; 
Their record still we ’il all count glorious 
And drink to them from foaming mugs, 
O’er ev'ry enemy victorious 
Excepting b—b—b—b——B flats. 








A LOGICAL CONCLUSION. 


Little Bob.—*' Tom, WHY DO YOU CALL MAMMA MaTER? WHAT'’s 


MATER MHKAN?” Zom,.—** LATIN FOR MOTHER, YOU KNOW.” WHAT a pity H.M.S. PAentx was not burned instead of 
Jittle Bob —**Oun! 1 THOUGHT IT WAS BECAUSE SHE HAD TO SER wrecked! In the former case she would of course have risen 
ABOUT GETTING HUSBANDS FOR FLO AND EDIE 1HAT SHE WAS A MATER,” from her ashes. 


A Wreckular Pity! 














FACT-FANCIES. 
THE CHEERFUL BAKER, 
(At Marviebone Police ¢ rt last week a baker was fined only twenty shillings and 
ts for y neglecting to keep } premises in a ht state of cleanliness, 
ling to the terms of the Factores and Workshops Act 


Hie was young and handsome. He was in the bakery line, and on 
undays drove his gig to the Welsh Harp, and sneered down upon the 
tumble costermonyer, whose shallow was his chariot, whose humble 
noke was his steed, whose drink was the simple unnutricious porter, 
w# the cool refreshing Geneva. Originally he had been in the grocery 


ine. He had been great as an importer of old crusted port, at two and 
wo. Hus sugar he biended with the finest sand which could be brought 
from old England's shores. As a British jammust, who prepared the 


ucculent and toothsome raspberry from the blend of the antique fig 
nd the modern turnip, he displayed a skill that was unequalled by a 
Soyer. 

** But the grocery line is a bore,” he said, ‘‘ you have to take such a 
vorrit to keep the shop clean Folks wants to know too much nowa- 
ays. People is over-educated, and ideas is getting afloat about what 
sarmalade's made of, and quite youngsters hints at turns, and 
heatres, and orange-peel. People won't eat bits o’ playtills, and 
anger-beer corks, and picks them dainty hke out of the marmalade ; 
et my orange-peel was always the best, and was took from the Drury 
ane shilling gallery, not the sixpenny. Teople knows too much, I 
hall go in for the baking line.” 

So he went and took a nice shop ina nice thoroughfare. Down below 
was the bakehouse. Here he stored his potatoes and tins of alum and 
uchlike. And here the bread was kneaded. 

“I like my men to be cheerful when they ‘re making the bread,” he 


said. ‘'I lets one of ‘em keep guinea-pigs, and the other has white 


nice. It’s quite a picter to see the pretty crecturs a-going to sleep on 
he ugh like litle hangels I think I shall keep a pig down there 


" 
'? 


Then the bakehouse became quite a happy family of all sorts of 
animals and insects. 

One day a little girl came in and said, ‘‘ Why, Mr. Jones, there’s 
reg'ler plums in this quartern loaf!” 

‘Bless the child!” he answered, ‘‘they ain’t plums, my darling, 
they ‘re only cockroaches, which shows how sweet and nice my bread is, 
or they 'd never come to it.” 

Then another day some one came in and said, ‘I wish, Mr. Jones, 
you ‘d bake your loaves without cabbage-stalks in them ; and the ashes 
of the shag tobacco what is mixed up in 'em ain’t very nice, and I don’t 
see as how you want more than two mice in one half-quartern.” 

Then Jones frowned and said, ‘* You’re too particular. You’ll come 
to want, and then you'll be glad to have loaves even with rats in ’em, 
let alone mice.” 

But a wicked factory inspector summoned Mr. Jones before the 
magistrate. Hesaid, ‘‘ They keep guinea-pigs and white mice where they | 
knead the dough, and there is a pig that sometimes goes to sleep on it. | 
The men say the cockroaches are such good company, and they like to 
see them running about when they ‘re kneading. There’s a heap of 
cinders and old cabbage-leaves in one corner of the room, and they | 
make the bread with the water that runs off the roof of the bone works | 
next door,” 

Then the magistrate frowned and said, ‘I think this is a most unjust 
persecution on the part of the sanitary authorities. A few cockroaches | 
and mice, more or less, don’t hurt anybody, and one kind of water is | 
just as good as another. But I suppose I am bound by the Factory Act, | 
that I shall fine him twopence halfpenny and one farthing costs as a| 
warning to others.” 

And now Mr. Jones keeps a tame donkey in the bakehouse as well as 
a pig, and when busy time’s on has a few shoeblacks in to knead the 
dough, But he only laughs, and the bad water and bad smells con- 
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ACCESSIONS OF INNOCENCE. 


; on whose aces v ar cas tal , ; ; : 
There are some men whose ages you never can tell. 1 hey form a large army altogether, and are recruited rom all classes. 








Take a poulterer—(not every poulterer, but a section of the poultering interest)—for example. That poulterer doesn ¢ strike you as @ very juvenile party, at. 


glance ‘Those who deal with him often agree afterwards that he must be more than seven. 
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Again, after that poulterer’s little bankruptcy, he often strikes y u as being a positive 

1 i luckirg af liv . I cking hve pou try, or 
Prevention Officer calls upon him witn a summons for } lucking a fow! alive, or crueity in packing ive pe | ry 4 ang a toes coe 
~ quite young and innocent. He hasn't an idea that a fowl c islikes t e piu ked alive, or viced up in a Gistorted jump for Cay } al. 
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Methuselah in experience and—well, wisdom. And yet, when the Cruelty 
something of that sort, that poulterer suddeuly seems 
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The Captain. —‘' ALL ALONF, Miss SMITH?” 
The Captain. —“* WAW! RKAWTHER DULL COMPANY EH? 


IT POSSIBLE? 


Ms 
NEVAW FIND MIN2@ 


—‘ IN COMPANY OF MY THOUGHTS, CAPTAIN BROWN.” 
ENOUGH ! ha 


“mith 
Miss Smith.—“* YOU SURPRISE ME! 














Marchal Music. 


Several ‘‘ Egyptian Marches” have teen composed already, but seeing 
that all the real work of the campaign took place last month, we would 
suggest that '* The Egyptian September” would be a more appropriate 
title for the war pieces in question. 


ELEY and Sir Beaucl ymour have been 


raised to the peerage in recogt n of their distinguished services in 
Egypt. Serve them right. They rved being made peers, for their 
valour was peer-less enough. The brave Sir Garnet will not have cause 
to rue-by what he has done, and he will live and di-a-monde-renowned, 
that is to say, a world-renowned, soldicr. He may yet see further oppor- 


Sim GARNET Wi 


tunities of winning honours, but the gallant Admural will always Sey- 
mour,. 
Sin J. W. PEASE wishes it to be understood that he did not vote in 


favour of the war in Fgypt. Well, war and Pease wculd hardly look 


well together, would they ? 

Are the ‘‘fighting kits’’ used by our soldiers in Egypt descended 
from the ‘* Kilkenny cats ’’? 

Our Bippreatst For.—The man who runs up the prices against us 
at a sale by auction. 
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‘*FUN'S” FUNNY BOOKS. 
FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. 
ONE SHILLING EACH. Post-free, 1s. ka. 


“FUN'S” COMICAL CREATURES. 


Mie Tunas Srotesai ERNEST GRISET. 
ipe Ti tto?! r ha ix 
ngs of animals by Ernest 


: ' 17 r 
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“FUN'S” HOLIDAY BOOK. 


COMIC PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


| y suite r leisure reading. 


FUN ON THE 
THE ESSENCE OF FUN .—Comic Pictures on Every Pag? 
THE EXTRACT OF FUN.—comic Pictures on Every 


on Every Page. 
“ Admirably fitted to while away an hour or two of a tedi 


us railway journey.’ 


SAN DS.—Comic Pictures on Every Page. 


For the road, rail, and river. 


“FUN FLEET STREET, E.C. 


OFFICE, 1: 
































JOHN HEATH'S 


** Bpecialite C O L D = N 


COATED PENS. 


ELEGANT! CLEAN! DURABLE! | 


INK AND RUST DEFYING. 
In Vs. Box 65, oT all Stati mers. 
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Cadbury: 


aves. COCOA 
Cocoa thickens in 
ESSENCE. 


| SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 






Starch. 




















the addition of 


PURE II 
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“OH, THOSE BOYS!” 
Tie Colonel (Old-fashioned).—‘*‘ NOW YOU ’VE FAIRLY PASSED YOUR LAST EXAM., YOUNG MAN, I SUPPOSE WR SHALL SCON HRAR 


OF YOUR PRACTISING AT THE BAR.” 


Gilded Youth (yuite Modern).—‘‘ YOU BET, OLD MAN, I HAVE PRACTISED CONSIDERABLY AT THE BAR ALREADY—THF GAIRTY 
LBAR—PROSSER’S AVENUE. DON’T YOU KNOW I’M A REGULAR ‘MASHER?’ BUT OF COURSE YOU MEN WHO LIvVRk IN INDIA, TO 
DESTROY YOUR LIVERS THERE, CAN’T BE EXPECTED TO KNOW WHAT IS GOING ON IN CIVILIZED ENGLISH SOcIRTY.” 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpITOR oF “ Fun,” 


DEAR S1rR,—I haven’t much to say in taking up my pen to-day; there 
isn’t much to talk about, and I’ve been sore inclined to doubt if there 
was any sort of call for me to write to you at all. But, when I came to 
think of it, I felt I oughtn’t to omit my weekly offering to fame, well 
knowing, if I did the same, how disappointed you would be without a 
word or two from me, It isn’t that my letters teem with imagery like a 
dream, it isn’t that my ‘‘thoughts which burned” are all {felicitously 
turned ; though these and other worthy traits my correspondence all 
displays, which show, although you choose to smile, a grand sublimity 
of style. That’s not the reason, as you know—it is because you love 
me so! 

But not to show my depth of mind, or how (whenever I’m inclined, 
and never when they ’re out of place) I pour out thoughts renowned for 
grace, and clothed in what I take to be the language of sublimity, do I 
decide to drop a line, lest you should ‘‘ dwindle, peak, and pine,” but 
‘cause I have a thing of great importance to communicate. Referring, 
if you'll just permit a man to go a-doing it, to those events not far to 
seek to which we turned our thoughts last week—why, this is what I have 
to say of such import in ev'ry way—It may be just recalled by you the 
Prophet had selected two to go and win (or get a place), each ina most 
| important race, of which I say, whate’er befall, / haven't changed my mind 


afail, And so ere I grow garru/us, I am yours till death, 
TROPHONIUS, 








Oh, Wall! Oh, Wall! 
\ SPECIAL correspondent says that in the recent review at Cairo the 
“blue jackets” swept by as solid as a wall. Well, why not? The blue 
have once more proved themselves ‘‘ bricks,” and their bravery 


’ AMC I y ne enemVv 





quently scatter that variety known as *‘ five-pun’ ’otes.” 


A Fright. 


THE not-usually-nervous Mr. FUN was observed to suddenly jump up 
from his chair and tremble and turn pale. He made for the door. 
‘*Good gracious, great Sir! why this terror and alarm?” said his satel- 
lites unanimously. ‘*Is it the taxes? or another contradictory telegram 
from Iceland?” ‘*No, no, it is neither,” ejaculated Mr. F., throwing, 
in the hurry of the moment, a magnificent poem in 417 stanzas, by one 
of the Staff (who shall be nameless), into the W.P. 13. He then tore up 
Fleet Street (not literally, of course), and rapidly mounted the pedestal 
on which stands the glorious Grittin. ‘* Pray inform us of the cause of 
this trepidation,” tearfully exclaimed the Staff, as it (or rather ** they” 
—for is it not great in numbers as well as in ability ?) clung to his coat- 
tails. ‘‘ Stay me not!” he muttered. ‘' Have I not a Mrs. FUN and 
several little FUNs to support? Let us leave the old palatial offices at 
153, and seek others in a distant land.” ‘‘ But why?” we (that is, the 
Staff) inquired. ‘*‘ Why?” he answered ; ‘‘saw ye not in the paper just 
now that two batteries have been placed on Ludgate Hill?” ‘* Never!” 
we said, as he pointed out the ‘‘ par.;” and then we laughed, for we 
found that his hitherto eagle eye had missed the ‘‘ the,” and that Zud- 
vate Hill was only the name of a vessel. And after some time we 
calmed his very natural perturbation, and put him into his luxurious arm- 
chair at 153 Fleet Street, where may be sent, as usual, all orders for 
Hood's Comic Annuad, which is now in the press. 





Sil vous “ Plate.” 


We see that ‘‘ Historic China” is advertised. We suppose it isthe 
‘* plates’’ to be found in an illustrated history. 
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MAKE AN OAT OF !—The young men who sow their wild oats fre 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


; ; 
| perhaps a trifle better, if the whole of these had fallen under the veto. form is a *‘running” account when he gets the chance). In a letter | 
| In the case of the Novel X. air, though, it seems to me that the situa- | imploring our assistance he states that he went to Margate, and after a | 
tion is suggested with exceptional delicacy ; the woman is only thought- very few days came to grief. Our H. U.C. thought, if he blacked his 


_ less, and always pure, for her affection for Jack is expressed with such 
novel-reading exaggeration that it is covered with a sort of mist of un- 
reality beneath which one feels she is quite safe. 

| blot on the piece, perfectly heartless, perfectly objectionable, perfectly 

| French. All M. Mariuss brightness (even it he had known his part) 
couldn't redeem it. 


be better employed upon something more wholesome and more English. 
| When are Eog!ish authors going to invent their own plots?—and when 
| are managers going to encourage them to do it? 


The piece had the full advantage of excellent acting, although a little 
more rehearsal might not have been amiss, Every time I see Miss Lydia 
Cowell I wonder why I do not see her oftener. 
quietude about her comedy which is exceedingly fresh and taking. and 


| which in the part 
| of Kathleen had full 

scope ; her manner 

of giving the Ouida- 
ilike extracts from 
| her novel was deli- 
| cious, and the witty 
(lines of the epi- 
|logue lost nothing 
| from her manner ot 

giving them. The 
| rest of the company 


|were as good as 


their names would 
lead one to expect, 
and Master Willie 
Phillips, as Koger 
the farm boy, was 
s00n on good terms 
with his audience. 
That epilogue, by 
the way, close and 
clever as it was—it 
was almost perfect 
as a specimen of 
condensed expres- 
sion—ran a little 
on the lines of the 
‘“ 6guegue arg 


iment. That some 


i 


novels are 


(shall we say?) is 


> ce Tor ‘5s 





selves in the full glory of licence. 


ESSRS. 


Nwel 
Globe 


vited 


presented nothing 
ture as to suggest 


being singled out 


tion, 


except, per- 


haps, dialoguecon- | knowing I am absolutely right. 


siderablyabove the 
average. 
same time, its plot 
is not of a pleasant 


At the The fact is, the authors have just taken the step that separates the 
sublime from the other thing, and the audience enjoy it mightily. Asa 
mere piece of acting Mr. Conquest’s performance is wonderfully good ; | 











have sickly French fare placed before them; it is as likely as not to 
affect their constitution in the long run. You cannot touch pitch even 
GRUNDY | and remain undefiled—and pitch is wholesome. 

and MACKAY’S cnstisiantiinad 

Reader, as 
represented at the 
the other 
morning to an in- 


Messrs. Meritt and Conquest’s drama—or rather melodrama—For 
Ever, cannot be said to lack incident or excitement, and as long as the 
man-monkey is out of the way (which is not often, however), one is 
pretty comfortable, and can take the incidents without much strain upon 
audience, | the intellect. It looks like a tale of real life (a good deal exaggerated 
and highly coloured, of course, or the Surrey audience would feel hurt), 
of so unusual a na- | and is really capitally acted. But when that remarkable man-monkey | 
(or is it a monkey-man ?) comes on the scene, the mind is chaos. ‘ 
a reason for its | and never-satisfied speculation arises. Am I to sympathize with this 
curious creature, or laugh at him? Is he a drama of every day, or is he 
for official objec- | a grotesque pantomime? Aud so, by the bent of a naturally low nature, 
I laugh and call it a pantomime, but without the sweet satisfaction of | 










savour, a draw- it is a curious study well worth going across the water to see —for a short | 
back which it | time, at any rate. NESTOR, 
shares, however, | 

ith : ‘ 
with a whole army | Our Hard-up Contributor, 
of other pieces 


‘fromthe French ”’ 


We should be none the worse off, 


There is a demure 





was no gentleman,” 








Stop her! 


been expected that he who ‘‘ brakes’’ pays. 





enough to engage in street rows between themselves. 


cee 


PERHA!rS the idea of a ‘‘native” gendarmerie for Egypt is not so 
wildly absurd, after all. ‘‘Set a thief to catch a thief,” you know. But 
we co not envy the European officers who may be appointed to the 
task of TRYING to drill the unsavoury Asiatic rapscallions into shape. 

hould . aAtinge e nr , . } ? } ] 
Sh uld the notion of a mercenary army be finally adopted, matters for 


. } ‘ 
. VM ; eo Still WV rse. It is not 


wi 











WHOsE mendacity is only equalled by his mendicity, has once more 
which flaunt them- | proved himself a fummy deggar. It seems that he has, to quote his own 
words, been ‘‘in the wars” (not that he has ever done any fighting ; his 


face, he might get in with a troupe of itinerant Christys there, and be 
able to write an account of their private performances, @ /a certain 
Jack is the unpleasant articles in a contemporary by ‘‘Our Tiamp.”’ He did black his face, 
but they blacked his eye, and this seems to be all that he got by the 
transaction, which, it is needless to say, is more than he bargained 
Altogether, I think Mr. Grundy’s bright wit and | for, and considerably more than he wanted. The introduction, he 
vlid workmanship (and Mr, Mackay, too, has done good things) would | writes, was easily managed, His chest C note being chest the kind 
of vocalization required for the sands (which, he parenthetically but 
funnily remarks, were, when he sang, the sands of C and not of Dee), his 
services were satisfactory, and all went well until it came to the disrobing 
business and making themselves fair; when, having received a ‘*‘ fair” 
share of the day’s receipts, he was expected to stand liquors round to 
the other members of the company. Believing them to be wandering 
minstrels of the lowest ideas and ways, and wishing to be thought their 
equal in Bohemian conduct, he ordered ‘‘ a couple of pots of four half,” 
when he was much struck (in the eye) by the leading man, who told him 
that no busker in the black business ever went in for common beer at 
that time of night, and that he must be an impostor; at any rate, ‘‘ Ae | 





Mr. McAbDAMs'’s new ship-brake bids fair to make ship-breaking on | 
the high seas henceforth very rare. The brake consists of a pair of iron 
shutters or fins, which not only enables a vessel to stop with in-‘‘fin”-ite 
ease in an in-‘'fin’’-itely short space of time, but serve as a guarantee 
she will ‘‘fin’’-ish her voyage in safety. Of course the patentee charges 
high for the use of his invention, but this is only natural; it has always 


So the Bonapartists have been fighting im Paris among themselves. 
Paul de Cassagnac’s ruffianly ‘‘bully” party and feeble Plon-plon’s 
have got to loggerheads— we mean to broken heads—again. Well, it is 
an advantage to the peaceful Government that now exists that the Im- 
perialists should kindly get rid of their mad blood for each other—it is 
healthy. The two Napoleons who have already reigned in France 
built their thrones with the lives of innocent men and women, and 
cemented them with their blood. Luckily for the future, the only blood 
likely to be shed in futile attempts to build another Imperial throne 





will flow from the heads and noses of Imperialists who are considerate 
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Autumnal Leaves. 


Of course your reappearance grieves 
A poet who reaps bays by sheaves. 


It’s part of his profession’s crown, — 
When leaves drop he must needs be down, 
He must look black when leaves are brown. 





But, ‘pon my word, some bards declare 
Some compensations do impair 
The perfect grief they ought to air. 


Spite of the fibs the poet weaves, | 
There are some leaves he quite conceives 
Sweet as the fig-leaves of sweet Eve’s, 


The leaves that fall in forests fall 
To make a carpet, after all ; 
They are not guzte the poet’s pall. 


They ’re nice to press, they ’re nice to print, 
Their golden hues suggest a mint 





To singers who can take the hint. 


They give on every autumn tree 
A subject for a simile, 
And bards for sprays exchange a spree. 


But, ah! the leaves, nor gold nor pink, 
The leaves we drop, the leaves we think, 
The leaves made dark with printer’s ink !— 


Those leaves have a superber curl, 
They frame sometimes a fairer girl 
Than ever made a man’s brain whirl ; 


They rightly rustle @ /a Poe 
(Alliterative art, you know), 
But these—what ’s best—describe the show. 


And for autumnal leaves, who lacks 
Wherewith to pay his tithe and tax— 
Vivent annuals and almanacs! 








** Fee ”-fo-fum. 


In the Madras Presidency last year £2,025 was paid in fees 
for the destruction of 136 tigers, 750 leopards, Xc., Xe, It 
is the offering of rewards that makes the task of the hunter 
‘*fees’’-ible; in other words, he would not care about the 
‘‘big game” if there were no stakes to be won. 


ALL. 





AUTUMNAL leaves, autumnal leaves, _ " 
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NOT A HUNDRED MILES FROM DARTMOOR. 


Tramp.—‘‘Is THE WARDERS FAR BEHIND, MATEY?” ‘ 

Tourist (with Bicycle). —** WHAT DO YOU MEAN, you IpIOT? 

Tramp.—‘* Ou, I THOUGHT YOU WAS A CONVICT ON SOME NEW- 
FANGLED TREADMILL, DOIN’ EXTRY WORK AS A PUNISHMENT, THAT'S 


HIF YOU AIN’T, STAND A COVE A DRINK!” 


[He didn't ged that moisture. 











FACT FANCIES. 


Ly an extraordinary mistake made by the justices’ clerk at Borough Bench, Not: 
tingham, a commitment order was made out for a month instead of fourteen days or 
forty shillings fine. ‘he man was ultimately liberated on the application of his wife, 
and in payment by the clerk of the fine inflicted. 


THE magistrates’ office overlooked the front of the Red Bull at 
Slocum-cum-Podger. The magistrates’ clerks were good young men: 
they never played more than twenty fifty-ups during office hours. 

‘‘Our clerks,” said the justices, as they read the comic papers on the 





; 


| 





bench, and occasionally paid attention to the murder cases and other 


| trifles just to break the monotony, ‘‘our clerks are a very useful indus- 


trious set of young men; but all work and no play makes Jack a dull 
boy, and if they like a little game of odd or even while they are making 
Out the orders, so much the better. Because a man isa clerk he is not 
a slave, and the playful part of his nature should not be utterly sunk in 
the laborious ofticial.” ' Id 
So the magistrates’ clerks, when the charges were brought in, bye r 
sometimes burst forth into ‘*Oh, my little darling, I love you, as 
perform the simple breakdown on the floor of the court; whilst the 
magistrates said, ‘‘ Bravo! it’s better fun than a music hall. 
But one day a low dirty ruffian, who had the impertinence to be _ a 
consumption, and had been accused of stealing a bad turnip out of a 
twenty-acre field and eating it while he was on the way to the union, 
was sentenced to a week’s imprisonment. _ ” 
‘We won’t worry ourselves about making out the orders just Tees 
said the clerk; ‘we'll go and have a little game at pool at the Re 
— and we can easily fill them up on the bar counter if we find a pen 
there.” 
Then they went and played a good deal of pool, and then came 
down to the bar and asked for a pen. 


‘Lor! ain’t it funny?” they said, ‘we've forgot which is which. 


— -_----— > 





| 


There ’s a feller broke his wife ’s head, and threw a paraffin lamp at her 
—takin’ the usual average, that sort of thing ain't much—that s the 
weeker, you may bet. Then there’s a month for an assault, that's right 
enough. Then there’s the feller that stole the turnip because he was 
starving—confounded impudent rascal !—that’s the six monther with 
hard labour.” | 

So they made the orders out that way, and went and had more bil- 
liards. About a month went by, and a woman came before the mag)- 
strates. 

‘« Please, your Honours, my husband’s case was only for a week, and 
now it’sa month. Why ain't he let out?” 

Then the magistrates said that the inquisitiveness of the lower orders 
was really too bad, and one of the very worst signs of the times. 

But as he was going downstairs, one of them said toaclerk, ** Jones, 
if I recollect aright, { think I only did commit that man for a week. 
But never mind, a month or two on the treadmill will do him a deal 
of good. He looks delicate, and it will give him a good appetite. 

Next week the woman came again, and then the good magistrate 
said, ‘‘ Now I come to think of it, my clerk made a mistake.’ 

But the impertinent woman answered, ‘‘ The treadmill was too much 
for him, and he’s been and gone and died. It’sa dreadful shame. 

‘Don’t you be impertinent, my good woman,” said the magistrate, 
‘or you'll be committed for contempt. But, as it was an office mis- 
take, I’ve no doubt my clerk will give you half a crown to buy a cheap 
black bonnet ; so think yourself lucky, and go about your work. 

So now the magistrates’ clerks have more fun than ever. They don't 
worry themselves about the committals at all, When the cases get 
mixed, they toss up which is to have six months and which six days. 

‘* After all,” say the Slocum-cum-Podger magistrates, ‘‘a few months 
more or less don’t make much difference, and the treadmill ’s quite as 


good as lawn tennis. In fact, it is the lawn tennis of the lower orders.” 
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AN IMPERFECT DICTIONARY. 
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THE EGYPTIAN BABY. 


AND KISSED THE PLACE TO MAKE IT WELL? 








EN I FELL, 
¥ MY GLADSTONE.” 


T A SELL, 
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: THE EGYPTIAN BABY. 
| : '¢ Cartoon.) 
‘ i 
WoO made affairs grow pretty hot 
About this Oriental spot? 
Who were a rather shady lot? 








My Pashas! 


Who put me in a dreadful fright, 

. And wished to have me killed outright ? 
if Who vowed they were resolved to fight ? 
if My Army! 


Who with a tleet of iron came 


if And stopped their naughty little game, 
it And rescued this child from the same? | 
if My Beauchamp! 
if Who first said nay, and next said yea, 
‘ Asserting he would use his sway, 
rh Then waited for another day? 
' My Abdul! | 
f | 
Who led the british troops he’d brought, | 





And with the rebels bravely fought 
' Till Arabi was smashed and caught? 
My Garnet! 


— 
ee 
ees 


Who now will raise me where I fell 

And kiss the place to make it well, 
And keep me happy ’neath his spell ? | . 
My Willum! 
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DITTIBS OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT, 

















New Series. No. 15.—AN ARID-DITTY. 


AIR—‘‘ The Ahidshipmit..” 


'T WAs in ’Eighty-two on an autumn morn, 
Cheerily, my lads, yo ho! 
And I felt for my paper a rooted scorn, 
lor the news was as dry as roasted corn, 
Drearily, my lads, yo ho! 
At least, I felt it so, you see, 
For news is mostly dry to me, 
Although to others it may be 
Cheerily, my lads, yo ho! 
And a long, long pull, and a strong, strong pull, 
Which pleases others so, 
Can scarcely quite give me delight, 
It zs so dry, you know. 


But keep up your pecker while you can, 
Cheerily, my lads, yo ho! 
And though they ’ve lost the baker man, 
And Dartmoor convicts make their plan, 
Cheerily, my lads, yo ho! 
Sir Stafford Northcote, who’s intent 
On ruining the Government, 
To speechify at Glasgow went——but 
Cheerily, my lads, yo ho! 
And a strong, strong pull, and a long long pull 
Of the face becometh not; 
Though news be dry as the new heir’s eye, 
Let ’s heed it nota ot. 


They ’ve had a collision down at Crewe, 
Cheerily, my lads, yo ho! 
And Dairy Produce is on view, 
The Medical Schools are opened too, 
Cheerily, my lads, yo ho! 
A convict quietly absconds, 
A ‘‘bobby”’ to the test responds ; 
Another party ’s stole some bonds, 
Cheerily, my lads, yo ho! 
And a strong, strong pull, and a long, long pull 
We’ve had in Egypt's land; 
And if they ax our share of tax, 
Why—pay it out of hand, 


Then there’s Mr. Gray, M.P., is out, 
Cheerily, my lads, yo ho! 
And all of you have heard about 
The Military Tournament, no doubt, 
Cheerily, my lads, yo ho! 
Another secret band they ‘ve got ; 
This news is dry, but, I tell you what, 
I am the driest of the lot, 
Cheerily, my lads, yo ho! 
{nd a long, long pull, and a strong, strong pull 
Would come extremely pat ; 
r if you drink when you ’re dry, I think 




















NEW LEAVES. 


THE Pictor1aL WorLp.—We notice, with very great pleasure, 
the spirited manner in which the conductors of this journal are fulfil- 
ling their promise to the public. The splendid likeness of Sir Garnet 
Wolseley, which was given with the first number of their new issue, 
has been followed by no less lifelike portraits of Admiral Sir Beauchamp 


Seymour, Sir John Adye, Lieut.-General Sir E. Hamley, and Lieut.- | 


General Willis, C.B., and now we have H.R.H. the Duke of Con. | 
naught, which is fully equal, if not superior, to any that has gone | 
before; added to these, which will in themselves form a historical | 
portrait gallery, the body of the paper is liberally adorned with beauti- | 
fully executed engravings, illustrating the most stirring incidents in the 

Egyptian War. These engravings will bear most favourable comparison | 
with the best that are given in the other illustrated papers. 





! 
| 
Bumble out-Bumbled. | 


A BROKENDOWN accountant, ruined by the Glasgow Bank, and com- 
pelled to seek refuge in the Shoreditch Union, was ordered by the 
workhouse master to do twice the ordinary amount of oakum-picking on 
the ground that ‘‘a clerk’s fingers are more nimble.” Being unable to 
comply with this order, he was taken before the police magistrate, who 
r:fused to punish him, Of course he could do nothing else but ‘* dis- | 
charge the prisoner;” but what a pity he was unable to discharge the 
workhouse master ! 


NOT THAT! 


THE invader had been sitting down before London for some days 
The fresh provisions had entirely given out, and the inhabitants were 
on rations of tinned food. Hunger was the general topic of conversa- 
tion, and nobody was fastidious. 

Yet a large storehouse full of provisions lay untouched somewhere at 
the East-end. Things got worse. The tinned provisions, though care- | 
fully husbanded, had given out. There lay before the population the | 
choice between those provisions at the East-end and the London ’bus 
horses, Without hesitation they decided upon the ‘bus horses. 

Things got worse. The'bus horses gave out, and the sacrifice of the 
London dog was imminent. Stay, there was still that pile of provisions 
at the East-end! Oh, no !—the London populace turned unhesitatingly 
to the dog. | 

After the London dog had been consumed, the London cat followed ; 
then the London mouse and the London rat; but somehow that pile | 
of provisions at the East-end remained intact. | 

There was now nothing left but the dead dogs bythe river. Oh, yes, 
—by the way, there was that heap of provisions up at the East-end, | 
‘*No, thank you,” said the London public quickly; ‘‘hand us the| 
Thames dogs !” | 

After the Thames dogs had all gone, the London public endured star- 
vation for another day or two, and then decided to cast lots to see who 
should be killed and eaten. 

‘* There ’s still the pile of provisions at the East-end,”’ suggested some 
one. ‘‘ Ugh!”’ said the public, and cast lots. 

The population were gradually consumed until but one man remained. 
He had eaten al] the others. Starvation stared him in the face. Stay! 
there was that pile of provisions at the Eas——-‘‘ Ugh, lor’!” said the 
sole survivor, and surrendered to the besieger. And when the latter 
entered in triumph he found a pile of provisions, untouched, at the East- | 
end. 

That pile consisted of BREAKFAST SAUSAGES! 
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Tue British Commander-in-Chief sat in his tent, in the midst of his 
troops, in a foreign country. It was night, and the (:eneral was ponder- 


figure, for (as well as one could see for the vague cloudiness about it) its 
hair, dress, and general 2 pageant were all in wild disorder; and 
this peculiarity, coupled with an unutterable foolishness of countenance, 
made up a whole which instantly riveted the attention. 

‘* Well, sAis is cheek!” said the British Commander. ‘* How did 
you manage to pass the sentries?”’ 

‘I enjoy the power of rendering all vigilance ineffectual,” replied the 
intruder. 

‘* What do you want now you are here?” asked the Commander. 

‘* You might address me with a little more respect,” said the intruder, 
‘* considering that I am the Representative of the British Executive,” 

‘* What?” said the Commander, ‘‘I beg your pardon. / happen 
to be the Representative of the British Executive,” 

‘Oh, you’re a sort of a representative in a way, I dare say,” replied 
the intruder, carelessly ; ‘‘ but I’m the rea/ Representative. And, by the 
way, I've just dropped in to ask you whether you would prefer to sur- 
render to me at once, and so save yourself a crushing defeat ?” 

The British Commander swelled with wild indignation, then the 
apparent contem ibleness of the situation struck him, and he sneered. 

‘ Awlully likely, of course, that the British Executive would send out 
one Representative to fight another, Where might your—ahem !—‘orces 
happen to be?” said he. 

** Does seem rather like insanity on the face of it, don’t it?” said the 
intruder comfortably. ‘' Loes look like a suicidally-maniacal sort of 
business—but it’s true, nevertheless ; and as to my /orces, why, they're 
simply irresistible, as you ll learn to your cost.” 

“Well,” said the Commander, ‘‘as 1 have been sent out to fighta 
given enemy, and as you are not mentioned in my orders, and as it does 
not strike me as probable that the British Government would send out 
forces to fight against and destroy its own forces , 

**Eh?” said the intruder. ‘' Cam it be that you are young enough 
not to know that that is the invariable rule of Great Britain in a// its 
campaigns? Good day—you'll see!” and the intruder left. 

* ° . * . 

And hardly had he left, when the British Commander received news 
that an enemy never mentioned in his orders actually 4ad appeared on 
the scene. At the first skirmish the General's losses were rather start- 
ling—men from starvation or want of medical stores which could not 
be found, horses through want of fodder, guns through want of transport, 
and tons of ammunition h improper packing. Then the enemy 
began to close in in earnest, the British General was utterly routed 
in a great action. His losses were fearful—thousand men from starva- 
tion (the stores supplied by the contractors being principally sawdust), 
thousands more through an epidemic (those medical stores being still 
missing) ; and so on, 

The General was on his last legs: by the way, he had not begun as 





in his tent, the disordered figure stalked in again. 


‘* Well—as there seems to be no help for it,” said the Commander. 
‘To whom have I the honour to hand my sword?” 
The Representative of the B. E. t his nat n 
didn’t deceive us) it was BLUNDERIN LN MPETENC' 


ing over his plans in the silence. He became aware of a figure of large | 
dimensions unceremoniously walking into his tent. It was a striking | 


yet with the enemy he had been sent out to fight. As he sat miserably | 


** Told you I should beat you,” said he. ‘* Better surrender to the Re- | 
presentative of the British Executive before you ‘re quite exterminated.” | 


| OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT THE RAILWAY APPLIANCE 
EXHIBITION. 


‘“WELL, will it do?’ asked the energetic secretary of me, as he met 
me at the conclusion of my private view. 

‘‘Do!” I returned warmly, ‘‘ indeed it will; your success is marked.” 

‘‘ Ah, it is more than a succ¢s de-‘ Steam’ then?” queried the same 
official, evidently thinking so eminent a pun-dit as I should be humoured. 

‘* Just so,” I answered, rising to the occasion in my best Extra-Special 
form; ‘*but the show is not invulnerable to criticism, you know—it 
has its ‘tender’ points, eh?” And I slyly pointed over my shoulder to 
_ the locomotive department. : 

‘‘Hal ha! ha!” laughed the secretary; ‘‘excellent indeed! But, 
joking aside,” he added, ‘‘did you notice the new brakes we have 
exhibited 2” P 

‘That ’s just what I complain of,” said I, feeling the eyes of Darlington 
might be upon me; ‘your railway people are always ‘braking’ out in 
a new place. There’s no keeping up with you.” . 

‘‘Not when we go sixty miles an hour,” put im an eminent North 
Western director who chanced to be passing. 

‘* Exactly,” I assented ; ‘‘ railways are the most go-ahead institutions 
we have. And you, sir,” I went on, bowing to the eminent N.W. 
director, ‘‘are well known to be in the van whenever progress is to be 
made.” 

‘« Pardon me,” returned the eminent one, with a chuckle that agitated 
his watch-chain, ‘‘I’m not so fond of the van as you fancy; I prefer a 
first-class carriage, I admit.” 

**Capital ! capital!’ I cried, clapping my hands. 

**But come, Mr. Extra-Special,’’ said the director, ‘‘we railway 
| people have some faults, I suppose. Let me hear some of the objec- 
| tionable points, and I’ll see if I can face them.” 

‘*No, no, no!” I exclaimed, with mock energy, “‘that indeed you 
shall mot do! There have been far too many facing points as it is, if 
you will pardon me for so saying.” 

‘* Now we’re coruscating !” cried a journalist, doubtless envious, as 
he passed ; and finding we were surrounded by a small crowd of exhibitors 
and others, I went on. 

**You asked me for some of your faults, Mr. Director. Well, I'll 
tell you one. It seems to be the rule, as far as I have seen, to invariably 
employ signalmen who are ‘above their station.’”’ 

‘* Yes,” ejaculated the director, doubtless wishing me to continue my 
quips. 

‘* Again,” said I, ‘‘in spite of the law the ‘truck’ system is in active 
operation on your lines,” 

There was a general nod of expectancy all round me. 

‘**And thirdly,” I observed, ‘‘in spite of the incalculable mischief 
yy ry wrought, whenever it is in your servants’ power they invariably 
et it off.’ 

I think the crowd was a little disappointed; it expected something 
more persona]. At any rate, Sir, I did not see fit to coruscate any more 
just then, so I accepted the director’s invitation and went round with 
him to see *‘an old buffer” he remembered as far back as 1847. He 
also told me that in Brunel’s lifetime he used often to irritate that engineer 
by telling him he must bea green-gauger to think the broad gauge would 
ever pay. 

And afropfos to Brunel, I asked my director if civil engineers were 
| always styled M.I.C.E, because they were accustomed to play when 
their inspector was away. And then, seeing he seemed good humoured, 
| I inquired if the wooden-headed policy of some railways had anything 
to do with the fact that it was usually settled at a ‘‘ board’’ meeting. 

The director did not resent my query exactly, but he looked much 

more pleased when I asked him if special “‘two-wrist” tickets were 
issued for all prisoners with handcuffs on. And I put it to him too 
about the Queen’s travelling, remarking that I supposed the companies 
were expected to provide special pages for Her Majesty’s train. 
__ also wanted to know, when he pointed out a boguey carriage to me, 
if it was haunted ; and whether engine-drivers were expected to do their 
level best on an incline. Then he took me to some special greasy pre- 
paration for filling the wheel-box. 

** Ab! axle-ent, no doubt,” I murmured. 

‘*And here are some patent sleepers,” said my guide. 

“And these, I presume,” said I, pointing to some knots in those 
sleepers, ‘‘ are the patent snores !” 

It was rather a silly remark to make, but it pleased the director so 
much that he asked me to come and visit him, and stay a month, 
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Inevitable, 


Tue American Pasha somewhat pooh-poohs our Egyptian victories, 
but he could not very well express any Opinion of our valour but a 
‘* Loring” one, 


YET MOVING “ TaLeE.”—That of the comet 
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Old Songs Reset. 
No, IIL 
A1ir—‘' 7 know a Maiden fair to see.” 


I KNOW a vessel fair to see, 
Take care! 

She seemeth true, yet false can be, 
Beware ! 

Trust her not on the flowing sea. 


She has three masts so tall and brown, 
Take care! — 

But masts may fall, and men can drown, 
Beware ! 

Trust her not on the flowing sea, 








And she has sails of silver hue, 
Take care ! 

Her paint ’s the only thing that ’s true, 
Beware ! 

Trust her not on the flowing sea. 


She gives a ‘‘ passage note” that’s fair, 
Take care ! 
It is a shroud for thee to wear, 
seware ! 
Trust her not on the flowing sea, 


A Better-Bread Army. 


‘* BAKER” PASHA has a difficult task before him, but he 
will, as becomes his name, deal with the men ‘‘ by batches,”’ 
and not try to ‘‘raise” more than one ata time. He will 
naturally be prepared for any ‘‘ Yeastern question’ that may 
arise, and will know how to distribute the various military 
‘*y6les,” to come down on ‘‘loafers,” and deal with the “‘ flour” 
of thearmy. Moreover, in the old days there were complaints 
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that half the Egyptian soldiery were not ‘‘ half baked.” Such 
men will not now escape the Baker’s eye. The new army 
will, in fact, be better *‘ bread ”’ than before. 
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A Striking Preacher. 


A PARSON upon School Board “biz,” intent 
Indulged in fisticuffs, and caused a ‘‘ row "— 
On pew-gilism he was clearly bent ; 
They ought to call him a P.R.-son now. 





HIS ARCADIAN SIMPLICITY, OF COURSE. 


Teachiry.—‘*‘ NOAH PITCHED THE ARK WITHIN AND WITHOUT WITH 


PITCH.” 
Boy.—‘*WHY DID HE NOT USE TARPAULIN, SIR? HE COULD HAVE 


FINISHED IT QUICKER.” 








The Sudden Void: a Note of Warning. 


JOHN was a member of the Democratic Federation, and he felt that 
he had a duty to perform. The Employer of Labour had often and 
deeply wronged him ; had fined him for being late ; had chidden him 
(though, to John’s credit be it said, ever without avail) for doing one 
hour’s work for one day’s wages; had resented his striking at particu- 
larly busy episodes; had even proceeded against him on one or two 
occasions for conspiring to prevent, by violent means, other workmen 
doing a fair amount of work for their pay. 

Yet John had no grudge against the Employer ; his sole idea at the 
present time was to save the Eeaolover from a shock to his system which 
John clearly foresaw might prove even fatal. 

And this great duty John resolved to do alone; so he waited upon 
the Employer, laid his hand affectionately on his shoulder, and in a firm 
yet solemn and kindly voice said these prophetic words: 

“ Don't you try it, guv’nor. It'll be the wuss for you!” 

To the prejudiced mind of the tyrannical Employer these words ap- 
peared in the light of a threat; and, in his degraded thoughtlessness, 
flinging aside the counsel of his would-be deliverer, he went and did it 
—did the very thing against which he had been so solemnly warned— 
employed Chinese labour ! 


* + . * 


The Employer was a man of ener ; from his cradle he had been 
accustomed to a constant struggle with difficulties. Worry and anxiety 
were the very life of the man. The morning after he had engaged the 
Chinese labour he went down to the works as usual, revolving in his 
me a brand-new and ingenious scheme for the correction of unpunc- 
ity. 

Full of his new plan, he asked for the usual list of late hands: there 
was no list ; every confounded Chinee had turned up at the tick! 





A great void took possession of the Employer’s breast ; the cruelly 


udd ae ' 
| sudden cessation of accustomed strife took away his breath, and his head 


; 
— 


1 the Employer, la 





swam ; and he went into his office and sank down. yegs cy hope re- 
vived : he started up and hurriedly inquired whether the clerk couldn’t 
find one—just one—case of absence on the drink (for it was ame! 
but the painstaking clerk failed. Dizzy and faint, yet still struggling 
against despair, the Employer took a turn round the works to inquire 
about cases of wilful waste: there was no case; so he went and drank 
three glasses of sherry rapidly. This buoyed him up a little, and, with 
fresh life in his eye, he waited for complaints to come in; but there was 
none; and when the Employer crept wearily home, his wife didn’t know 
him. 

The next day he could not bear to go down to the quiet, unexciting, 
complaintless works, but paced his study at home, hoping that eve 
fresh knock announced a messenger with news of a strike; but no suc 
news came ; and the Employer took to his bed. Business at the works 
went calmly on; the unhappy Chinee would do anything he was re- 

uested to, accepting piecework like an idiot lamb; there was no 
} ne roan no strikes, no rattening—no anything to sustain the life of 
a man bred in the necessity for energy ; and the Employer sank rapidly, 
and grew delirious. 

The physicians gave up the case. Then John—the forgiving John— 
Piste » admission to the sick man’s room ; for, in spite of the Em- 
ployer’s i titude, he could not bear to see him suffer thus; and on 
refusal, he knocked over the servants and the family, and burst into the 
room. The sick man’s eye rested meaninglessly on him for an instant ; 
then the light of in ence, of hope, of gladness, which had been so 
long absent, returned like a flash; and the Employer fell upon John’s 
neck. 


‘The same dear, dear old B. W.!” he gasped, weakly but 
rously ; ‘‘ever violent, and kicking over everybody in your pete am 
saved! Strike, John! Go and ratten all the Chinese! Summon me 
for accidents from your own recklessness! Hooray! Saved!” And 
ing hysterically, recovered im three days, went down 
to the works, discharged all the Chinese, re-engaged the faithfal John 
and his mates, and is as happy and busy as ever. 
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A WARRIOR’S GERM 


First Hussar (early Morning).—‘‘ WHAT'S THE MATTER, BILL? 


A-DRINKIN’, OR JUST COME 'OME FROM EGyPT.” 
Second Hussar (Bibulous Party).—‘*EGyrt BE HANGED! I 


LAST NIGHT, WHAT MUST HEV BIN MADE OUT OF A VERY SPIRITED Hoss 


ABOUT IN MY HEAD, HORFUL LIKE!” 


AN SAUSAGE SUPPER. 
YOU LOOKS, BY THE COLOUR OF YER FACE, AS IF YOU’D BIN 
HAD A VERY HEAVY GO IN O’ GERMAN SAUSAGE FUR SUPPER 


IT’S REGLAR WORKIN’ UP AND DOWN, AND A-KICKING 
[Why don't we hang a few G. S. makers, just to encourage the others ? 








Betting on the Manchester Racecourse, 


Tue Salford magistrate says ‘‘he thinks it an offence to carry on | 


betting 1N an umbrella.” We are not deadly mashed on either betting 
or acrobatic feats, but the man who manages to keep his ‘‘stand”’ 
balanced 1N an umbrella, without coming a cropper on the turf, surely 
deserves to be more forgiven than fined for his fearless performance. 





_— 


So the aristocratic Communist Rochefort has denounced General 
Wolseley as an “‘impostor,"” La Belle France would have come out 
of the Franco-Prussian War better had she possessed a few such ‘‘im- 
postors "at that period, The malignant libellous snarls which Rochefort 
gives way to, regarding Englishmen and British policy, fully justify us 
in our coinciding with Voltaire’s suggestion anent certain of his fellow- 
countrymen having a considerable amount of the ape in their composi- 
tion. The postures of Rochefort in a political sense, his wretched 
attempts to imitate truly great Republicans—such as Cromwell and 
Garibaldi—are strongly suggestive of those street monkeys who, at the 
instigation of their unwashed greasy masters, let off toy guns, and are 
pleased themselves with the harmless noise they create—a perform- 
ance which, strange to say, brings bread to themselves and their pro- 
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A Warble for the Worried. 


Some folks to fretfulness are prone, 
And evermore repining, 
They deem /Aeir dark cloud’s never known 
To have a ‘‘silver lining.” 
To those who are with trifles vexed 
Until they ’re nigh demented, 
To those who daily get perplexed, 
Respectfully I’d give this text : 
‘*Smile and be contented.” 


I don’t allude to those whom care 
Long has made to suffer 

Through poverty, ill health, despair, 
Whose lives could not be rougher, — 

With such we all should sympathize, 
For some have long lamented ; 

But the man who frets and sighs 

O’er trivial troubles, I’d advise 
To smile and be contented. 


What ’s the use of making life 
One continual flurry? 
What ’s the leading cause of strife ? 
Worry, brethren, worry. 
Undue anxiety many a man 
Has oft, too late, repented ; 
To moan through life ’s a foolish plan ; 
Obey this rule whene’er you can : 
**Smile and be contented.” 


The man who’s calm is strongly armed 
Against misfortune’s ‘* Gatling,” 
But he who fidgets gets alarmed 
And quite untit for battling. 
Firm faith can face the sharpest dart 
That fate has e’er invented ; 
For though awhile it makes one s nart, 
The man of a courageous heart 
Will smile and be contented, 


What though matters go awry? 
Moaning will not mend them ; 

Joys may seek you by-and-bye, 
Fortune yet may send them. 

Along life’s path bright flowers spring, 
And all with hope are scented ; 

To-morrow may bright blessings bring, 

Then cast all care aside, and sing, 
**T’ll wait and be contented.” 





“What a Nice Place to be in! 








What a Nice Place, I’m sure.” 


THE sentimental lovesick maiden who falls | 
in love with mythical noblemen, and acquires | 
hypochondria in consequence; the bold bad 
baron who will drink port, and suffers gout in 
consequence ; the professional man who wildly 
works hard, and shatters his nerves in conse- 
quence; the retired merchant with plenty of 
money, who wants to enjoy himself in conse- 
quence ; tourists and everybody else who likes 
fresh air and charming views, should visit Sea- 
field House, Liverpool, which institution is 
started by ‘‘ The International Marine Hydro- 
pathic Company,” who certainly ought to 
“‘strike ile” for themselves while doing good 
to mankind generally. Seafield House is an 
enormous edifice, or rather, we may say, series 
of edifices, situated between Seaforth and 
Waterloo, on the Lancashire coast. Of course 
it seems to be an excellent combination be- 
tween a sanatorium and a magnificent first- 
class American hotel. Our limited space will 
not allow us to detail its wonderful modern 
“notions” of all kinds, but go and see for 
yourselves, gentle readers. 


_ We lately read an article called ‘‘Men in 
Stays.” Is not the stay-te-ment startling? Of 
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RECRUITING HEALTH AT THE SEASIDE, 


Harry.—‘* WRETCHEDLY DULL, DEPRESSING PLACE THIS TO HAVE SPENT A MONTH 
IN, JACK.” Fack.—** YES; DON’S KNOW WHAT TO DO WITH ONESELF.” 


Harry.—‘‘ LaT’s SER; WHAT HAVE WE DONE?” b 
FJack.—** BILLIARDS MORNING—A SLEEP IN THE AFTERNOON—POOL Or *‘ Nap.” IN 


THE EveninG—S. AND B.s, etc.—Bep.” 
Harry.—‘*' PRRHAPS IT WOULDN'T BE A BAD IDEA TO STROLL UP 10 THE TOP OF 


THAT HLL, AND S8E WHAT THE COONTRY’S LIKE, BEFORE WE LEAVE THIS 
MORNING.” 





a a Sa 


Hard Lines, 


IT was rather hard on that r little dear the other day, who, being a trifle pale, popped the 
tiniest dust of rouge on her cheeks, but who, in her hurry, scollentslly-sesanted 0 tale on her 
delicate nose as well, and then walked out without noticing it. It was rather hard on her, we 
repeat, to be stopped in the street by an elderly clerical individual, and be asked in imploring 


tones to sign the pledge. 





Tur LATEST ARTHURIAN ROMANCE,—The engagement of President Arthur. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE few words I 
gave last week 
on For Ever at 
the Surrey were 
scarcely ex- 
haustive. I 
look upon the 

rominent 
idea, the Mon- 
key-Man, a8 
extremely 
strained, 
trenching 
closely upon 
the borderland, 
if it does not 
cross the fron- 
tier, of the ri- 
diculous; but 
there is a sort 
of firm earnest- 
ness (which 
—. : would be no- 
Tue Sumray.~ A, RAYNOR AND AKRAIGNER. thing without 

real power to 

‘back it) about Mr. Conquest’s performance which compels an under- 

lying respect, and now the character is slightly toned down, almost in- 

duces a belief in its possibility: the mad scene scarcely falls short of 
great, The incidents of the play, without displaying any marked no- 
velty, are skilfully handled ; there is constant movement and interest, 
the movement in the last act extending to the houses; and the charac- 
ters are sharply drawn and well contrasted. The acting, as I've said 
before, is good all round, The sympathetic pathos of Miss Alice 

Raynor's performance is of the highest order of art. Mr. T. F. Nye 

has acquired, by long practice, great command over the characteristics 

of the hard-voiced, cold-mannered ‘‘ villain” of melodrama, and Mr, 

C. Cruikshanks is the model of a secret and burglarious agent. Messrs. 

Somerset, Sims, Hatton, Percy Bell, and Dobell, all reach the high- 

water mark of excellence. Miss Bella Titheradge plays an unpleasant 

part with cleverness and tact, and the efforts of the Misses Claremont 


are attended, as usual, with good results. 





To a crowded welcome—if I may be permitted the expression—Mr. 
Toole made his bow on his return to town (several bows, in fact), in his 
own particular little theatre on Saturday week. The genial comedian 
looked hearty, so did his reception, and the house quickly settled itself 








down to roar aloud and crack its sides (dreadful expense to the manage- 
ment that must be !) at anything and everything he chose to say. Pend- 
ing the production of Mr. Pinero’s new comedy, due in about a week, I 
believe, the attractions consist of the seemingly inexhaustible Upger 
Crust, preceded by a farce, and followed by a little musical piece, the 
only novelty in the programme. 


| 


———— 





The said little piece, by Messrs. Arthur Law and Geo. Grossmith, is 


'a trifle of the farcical kind, rather more than ordinarily amusing, and 
containing one 


excellent song, 
**The Speak- 
er’s Eye,” 
which it would 
be a little un- 
gracious to de- 
scribe as Gil- 
bertianin style, 
there being no 
ground for a 

gestion of 
imitation, the 
resemblance 
going no fur- 
ther than neat- 
ness of execu- 
tion and hu- 
mour of notion. 
Su by Mr. 
Toole with evi- 
dent personal 
enjoyment, the 
is great. 














Tue SURE’ 4 Remarkaste Conovgst 


ivet with Mr. E. D. Ward, who accompanies 
: 


wiginal manner on the fingers, Misses Emily 





Thorne, Eliza Johnstone, and Isa Marsden, and Mr. W. E. Brunton, 
are also in the cast. 


Of course the event of the theatrical day is the production of Much 
Ado About Nothing at the Lyceum. It has been more than once hinted, 
with suggested reproach of the beautiful revivals at this house, that the 
interest is more an interest in Henry Irving than in Shakespeare. If 
that is so, it may be explained, perhaps, by the circumstance that we 
know pretty well by this time what Shakespeare can do, but we are not 
altogether certain what Henry Irving will do—except that it will be 
something certainly — and probably great. For the present per- 
formance, reserving fuller treatment for next week, I may say that, to 
my mind, it is the most satisfactory thing Mr. Irving has done since 
Hamlet, It is remarkable for the complete abandonment of the greater 
number of those mannerisms for which the actor has becom: notorious ; 
and in the one respect in which [ was prepared for deficiency—the want 
of a soldier-like physique—the artifices of costume are employed with 
the best result. To this very perfect Benedick Miss Ellen Terry’s 


Beatrice forms a worthy companion picture. 


The Promise of May, by the Laureate, is the promise of Mrs. Bernard 
Beere for the 
opening of a sea- 
son at the Globe, 





in about three 
weeks or so. 
CharlesKelly will 





be one of the 
company, and act 
as stage manager. 
The heroine of 
the piece isnamed 
Dora, and, in 
wishing Mrs. 
Beere every suc- 
cess, we may as 
well express the 
hope that it will 
prove a money- 
refused - at - the - 
Dora, 


The author of 
the dramatic ver- 
sion of Chanaos, 
produced se- ; . , 
cently at the Too.e’s. ~ THE SPEAKER s Eve AND THE SINGER’s MouTu. 
Adelphi, is going 
to *‘try again;” he apologizes in a good-humoured circular for having 
wasted our afternoon, and announces that he is re-writing Chandos as 
‘an wsthetic comedy-drama,” upon which he proposes to ask opinion 
one afternoon shortly. But the postulate that Ouida’s novels are next 
door to useless for stage purposes scarcely needs, I should say, an exten- 
sion of such Chav 7/os-ment as it has lately received. 





These things have happened, are happening, or going to happen. 
Miss Kate Vaughan has returned to the Gaiety, where she age 
appearing as Maid Marian in Little Robin Hood; she has been for a 


| holiday, but it is not on record that in crossing the sea she was in any 


way made a mai de mer-ian. Mr. Paulton has arrived at the Avenue, 
which will probably ’ave an useful effect in increasing the humour of 
the Manteaux Noir. The Haymarket army have got their Route; and 
Mr. Hunter, of the Mohawks, announces his benefit in a characteristic 
circular headed with the suggestive quotation, ‘‘ The best of friends must 
*part’;" but I should think the worst of enemies could hardly hold out 
against the programme Mr, Hunter has prepared. NESTOR. 








Mrs. Malaprop’s latest. 


Our dear delightful old friend, who was recently ordered to Margate 
for the benefit of her health, writes to say she was obliged to leave that 
watering-place, for the air was too embracing, 





Alphabetical Amusement for Cockneys. 
MAKING ’A; going to C in a “‘ Citizen” boat : biri Gon H 
stead Heath ; steaming up to Q, and having T. eee earn | 








A COLODRABLE QugerRy.—Must one be in the pink of condition to 
be ** flushed ” with success ? 





VATH ‘tions. 
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and so 


this. 


Old Songs Reset, 
No. IV. 
A1r—“' Home thev brought her Warrior dead.” 


HomME he came at one: he said, 
** It was one o'clock,” said he. 

Solemnly she shook her head, 
Saying, ‘‘ It was nearer three.” 


Then he used a naughty word, 

Told her she was ‘‘screwed ” last night ! 
Said her notion was absurd, 

Showing she was very ‘tight !” 


Then they called an ancient nurse, 
With their baby on her knee. 

Said she—making matters worse— 
“Sir, I heard it striking three.” 


Then he swore a three-foot oath, 
‘* Set your dials by the sun, 

Then,” he said, ‘‘no more you ’Il both 
Hear three clocks each striking one.” 








A Defunct ‘‘Coal-ition.” 


AN order has been made for the winding up of the United 
Parkend Colliery, we see. 
have seen its way to making an order for the winding up of 
the coal in the above colliery, it would surely have been a 
more practical step to take. 
unlike watches, are wound up when we wish to stop them. 


If the Court, now, could only 


For collieries, unfortunately, 


A Piece of Evi-dance. 


_ AN army surgeon, writing to defend himself and colleagues 
in Egypt, says that the Commissariat Department, by failing 
to deliver medical stores, &c., ‘‘led them a pretty dance,” 


on. Now, is this dance, we wonder, the alleged | 


‘‘breakdown” of the Army Medical Department, alluded to 
In sO many quarters ? 





IT is stated, in a ‘‘ fashion” article, that earrings will not be 
worn this winter. 
a season, I but ask that jewel remember me!” on ’earring | 


Doubtless the jeweller will sing, ‘‘ In such 


THE piers of Waterloo Bridge are being strengthened, 
Alas! these are not the only peers that need improving. 
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SEEING’S BELIEVING. 


Eilith.—'Oun, WILLIE! I HAVE HAD SUCH A HORRID DREAM! I 
DREAMT THAT A MAN WAS WHIPPING ME WITH A WHIP, AND IT MADE 
SUCH MARKS!” 


Willie. —‘‘I DON’T BELIEVE IN YOUR DREAMS, 


I NEVER HAVE ANY.’ 


Eaith.—** WELL, YOU NEEDN'T BELIEVE IT, BUT IT’S QUITE TRUE.” 
Willie. —‘* THEN SHOW ME THE MARKS.” 








He'd 
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SONGS OF THE WHSBST. 
I.—THE PHILANTHROPIC CLUB, 


I AM the member of a club of reg’lar noble seeds, 
Whose object is to give rewards for philanthropic deeds, 
We root for magnanimity as spiders hunt for flies, 

So we lately held a meeting to award our annual prize. 


Then our President reported with great solemnity 

The case of Dayball Carter, a man in Tennessee, 

Who plunged into a burning store as if his doom had come, 
But emergéd with an infant—and a gallon jug of rum. 


But the club could nowise settle, admitting all the fact, 
If the baby or the liquor had inspired the noble act, — 

For ’t was proved he kept the liquor while he let the infant go, 
So the case of Mr. Carter was adjourned in dudio. 


Then the Secretary read us, in very moving tones, 
The wondrous case of 
Who found a hydrophobic dog upon a neighbour's farm, 
And roped his neck and led 


courage of General Pompey Jones, 


picked it up intending to come out one dog ahead. 


Then the next case reported in the doings of the day 
Was that of Huckleberry Pod, a man in Iowa, 


Who slopped into a raging flood to save a drowning maid, 


id it like a beaver, as admiring neighbours said. 


im off where he could do no harm, 


Then Brother Chunk, of Pewterville, declared that it was sad 
To have to state that Jones had no idea the dog was mad, 
And that in circles where he moved ’t was very freely said 





Then Brother Chunk again let down his fist with startling bump, 
And said he’d found that Mr. Pod refused to make the jump 
Till offered fifty dollars by the ey of the town, 

And that then he wouldn’t do it till he got the money down. 


Last of all we heard the instance of Golias Purple Fife, 
Who went into an awful well to save a fellow’s life, 

A man who always spoke of Fife as of a booming fool, 

And who recently had done him blind in trading for a mule ; 


And on top of this, moreover, in addition, ’t was a fact, 

He refused a quarter-dollar for this noble manly act, 
And when they asked him what he'd drink, or if he'd take a bite, 
He jumped in silence on his mule and rode into the night. 


This case, in the opinion of the members of the club, 

Was much the most deserving, and the nearest to the hub ; 
And each allowed he'd never heard the like in all his life, 

So, by general acclamation, they bestowed the prize on File — 


A silver-plated snuff-box, with a compass in the lid, 

With the words, ‘* // sold at auction always do as you are bid,” 
Which we sent him in a hurry ere it might be understood 

That this, too, was not an instance of the pure unmingled good, 


And these are the proceedings of these noble-minded seeds, 
Who make it their profession to discover virtuous deeds, 
And every day turns out a lot, but still ’t is on our mind 
That a case without a speck in it is very hard to find. 
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Fut or ‘‘ Point.”—Molloy’s new song, *‘ Old Lace.”’ 
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FORCE OF HABIT. 
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Everybody noticed that the new visitor to that seaside resort went down, on the morning after his arrival, on to the beach, and stood glaring indignantly out to sea. 





They noticed that, still glaring indignantly, he hired a boat and rowed straight out to that fishing-smack, and boarded her. 
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ON THE WAY TO WESTMINSTER. 
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ON THE WAY TO WESTMINSTER. 
(See Cartoon.) 


On the road to Westminster! How very, very sad ! 
Most deplorable to think that now so soon again 
Gentlemen are packing up and packing off like mad, 
All in eagerness to catch the Parliament’ry train. 
For here and there 
And ev’rywhere, 
From Land’s End unto John o’ Groat'’s, 
On Irish lands, 
Or foreign strands, 
Where many have been taking notes, 
Mournfully perceiving that their holidays are o’er 
Even ere the autumn tints have wholly turn’d to brown, 
Members of the House of Commons, as I said before, 
Now are packing up in haste and hurrying to town. 


What a change must come across the spirit of their dream 
When they find themselves once more beneath the Speaker’s eye! 
Atmosphere not pure and fresh, but heavy as with steam ; 
Hearts not calm, but beating rather ominously high. 
Instead of jaunts 
In lovely haunts, 
And festive tours, and country sports, 
There’s hard night-work 
They cannot shirk, 
And horrid blue-books and reports. 
Leaving the invigorating charms of quiet life, 
Soon they ’ll grow as noisy and ferocious as can be, 
Scalping (metaphorically) foes in wordy strife— 
Ccmirg hack to Westminster! Oh, deary, deary me! 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL’S DREAM. 


I HAD a very curious dream last night, Sir,—so curious that I cannot 
get it out of my thoughts now that I am awake; so, by way of relieving 
my mind, I will tell it to you. 
I found myself hurrying down Thames Street with a lot of other 
worthy citizens all eager to get on board the good ship Mansion House, 
which was lying off the Custom House Pier. I was carrying a couple 
of blankets, a large parcel of tinned meats, and a pail of turtle soup; 
and every one else was laden with clothes and provisions—with which, 
by the way, the decks of the ship were already piled up. 
Now I remember that in my dream every one was excessively annoyed 
because rude starving people would get in our way as we hurried along. 
One ill-advised man positively died of want as I stepped over him; a 
woman with an emaciated child rushed out so suddenly from Billingsgate 
Market that I all but fell, and, as it was, slopped some of the turtle 
soup about, which a crowd of wretched-looking people at once began to 
lick up. 
Now all this seemed very aggravating, and it was not until we were 
all on board, and the captain, who wore a cocked hat and a scarlet robe, 
with a big gold chain, had given the order to ‘‘ cast off ” that I felt quite 
safe. I was really afraid the starving people would make a rush on our 
ship and loot some of the nourishing things aboard. 
It was a cargo, I can tell you !—1,000 dozen tins of curried chicken 
alone, and 5,000 glazed breakfast tongues, specially prepared @ /a rein- 
deer to tickle the appetite of the Vanilla Icelanders, to whom, accord- 
ing to my dream, we were taking our assorted freight. 
Well, very soon a voice called out, ‘‘ Land on the weather bow!”’ 
and some one said, ‘‘ Yes, it zs Vanilla Iceland! See, the people have 
come down with their spoons. How hungry they must be!” 
But what this clever individual thought to be spoons were in reality 
large clubs, and when we cast anchor off the shore the natives made 
threatening gestures at us, as who should say, ‘‘Go along with you! 
Not to-day, baker !’’ and all that kind of thing. So, on this, our cap- 
tain came forward. and, taking a speaking-trumpet, called out, ‘‘ Vanilla 
Icelanders ahoy! We are come with—” (and then he just ran through 
the various items from the bill of lading) ‘‘to save you from starvation. 
So please put down your clubs and be saved at once.” 
The natives did put down their clubs on this, but it was only that 
they might laugh with the more freedom. As soon as their mirth had 
subsided, their chief shouted back, ** You ’re mistaken ; we’re not starv- 
ing, bless your heart! We've plenty of everything.” 
Then the manner of our captain changed, and in a very stern voice he 
exclaimed, ‘‘I was prepared for this. Not starving, aren’t you? We 
will soon see,” and then turning to his chief mate, he went on, ‘‘ Clear 
the deck for action, and pipe up all hands.” 
In a moment, as it seemed, his orders were obeyed, and a number of 
double-shotted guns were in position, whilst five boats, full of armed 
men, prepared to effect a landing. 
. ** Now, then, once more—will you own you are starving ?” cried our 
skipper. 
‘It would be wicked to say what is false !’’ cried the native chief. 
_ “Then fire !” shouted the captain of the Mansion House ; ‘and, land- 
ing party, do your duty!” ; ’ 
It was short sharp work, and in five minutes all the surviving Vanilla 
Icelanders were grovelling in the dust. 
‘*Good !” said our leader; ‘‘ we will now proceed to dispense our 
bounty.” And with the same I found myself standing over a corpulent 
islander with a stomach-pump and the pail of turtle soup I had brought 
so far. I proceeded to adjust the instrument. ‘‘ Spare me!” cried the 
wretched native; ‘‘[ have had such a good dinner!” I turned to the 
captain. ‘ Proceed!” he cried ; ‘‘ people who won't be starving when 
they are told to be starving, must be made to be starving!” And ina 
few minutes the stomach-pump had done its work. 
My dream became vague after this. I think we stayed long enough 
to bury the islanders who died of repletion in consequence of our visit ; 
but yet as I awoke I distinctly remember that I was acting as foreman 
of a coroner's jury on the body of the starved man over whom I fell on 
my way to the ship, and had just brought in a verdict of ‘Serve him 
right for not having been born in Vanilla Iceland - 








Sew-sew |! 


SECOND-RATE sailors suffice for ordinary work ; but when reefs have 
to be taken in, sails or the shrouds sewn up, why, then, of course it is 
that able-bodied ‘‘ seam ”-men are required. 


—_— 





Philosophy. Pea 
‘THE more servants a man keeps the more spies he has upon him. 

Yes ! especially if they happen to be good-looking, and the wife is of a 
Jealous disposition. 





Indeed ! who’s the lady ? 











THe New Law Courts! 


DITTIBS OF THB DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT. 











New Series. No, 16.—An Acip-Ditty. 
Air,.—"' Zt’s only what you might expect.” 


I’M as spiteful and satirical as any one can wish, 
It’s only what you might expect. 

When I’m not remarking ‘‘ Fiddle!’ I’m ejaculating ‘‘ Pish !” 
It’s only what you might expect. 

When a party’s sense of duty, sir, compels him to peruse 

All the journals they ’ve established for disseminating news, 

If he’s horribly cantankerous and tetchy in his views, 
It’s only what you might expect. 


Why, there ’s Colonel ‘‘ Chinese’’ Gordon a-resigning of his post, 
It’s only what you might expect. 

It seems the Iceland famine is a partial one at most, 
It’s only what you might expect. 

There ’s Arabi becoming one of England’s little pets, 

But / am of opinion that he merits all he gets, 

That ‘‘ the others”’ are not with him is the sum of my regrets ; 
But it’s only what you might expect. 


The Courts of Law, they tell us (and rapidity it speaks, 
Which 7s'¢ what you might expect), 

Will be fit for occupation in a half a dozen weeks, 
Which I didn’t in the least expect. 

It’s nice to be a Davey and be cheated of your wife, 

It’s nice to be the lady in the middle of the strife ; 

But when you ‘‘take your Davey,” girls, farewell to peaceful life, 
It’s only what you might expect. 


I do despise Trophonius, avoiding him like pitch, 
It’s only what you might nyo 
And wasn't he just “‘ out of it’’ with that Cesarewitch ? 
It’s only what you might expect. 
Why /s that Dillon coming back, for gracious goodness’ sake ? 
And why on earth has nobody insinuated *‘ fake” 
To Mitchell’s undeniably unprecedented break? 
It’s only what you might expect. 


They ’re having floods in Tyrol, which the land will not imbibe, 
It’s only what you might expect, 
So they're getting up a fund for them, and want us to subscribe, 
It’s only what you might expect. 
The Land League subs. were falling off, and so they 've stopped the game 
In New York, North America, from whence the money came, 
And all the Land League officers are crying ‘‘ What a shame!” 


It’s only what you might expect. 


Those tales about the Malabar, I'll dare be sworn are true, 
It ’s only what you might ex 

About the last revival they are making Much Ado, 
It’s only what you might expect. 

Some people of Ontario and Liverpool are what 

You ’d call a rather ame Ve ae lot, 

To discover immorality in pure Sir Walter Scott, 
But it’s only what you might expect. 


— = 











A LITeRAL ASS-8SSMENT,—Pricing a donkey. 
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THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER GOES INTO 
PARLIAMENT. 


Naevare did I sink ven I arrive in zis great England, ven I decide to 
settle here (I vas almost settle by ze ma/ de mer in coming here), zat I 
should be a bolstare—no, a pillow— zat is, pillare of ze State. I sall 
now go for to tell you al! about of it, and how it arrive zat I have now 
M.P. at ze cnd of my name. (Zm passant, some von say to me zat 
evary ozzare vat he call chump have ze same.) 

My friend Jollidogue complain to me some back time zat it vas great 
nuisance for to have ze autumn sessions. I ask him vare vill zey hold 
ze session, at ze elderly Bailey or ze Clerkevells? but I come to see he 
mean ze session of Parliament. Jollidogue say it is too hard vork. and 
zat his friend ze Membare for Rabbitborough vill take ze Stilton Hun- 
dred, I sink he say. Ven I tell Jollidogue how high I regard ze honour 
of taking part in ze politique of so grand a nation, he tell me zat I can 
stand, if I am incline, for Rabbitborough, and if I am at ze top of ze 
pole I can sit forit. I tell him, 7¢e me suis pas actif, mon ami—how 
sall I get ze top of ze pole if I cannot make ze climb? and I ask, if I 
succeed ven I stand for ze borough, vy sould I sit aftare? Vill it not 
be my 7é6/¢ zen to stand up for it? 

I go to Rabbitborough. I am introduce to ze Maire, ze High Shereef, 
and all ze big gun. Zare isa meeting of all my supporters, Zey ask 
| vat ismy policy? I say, vich do zey mean, my fire or my life assurance ? 
| Zey demand am I Tory or Liberal? I tell zem zat I hope I am liberal, 
and to prove it I vill stand drink all around. Next zey want to know 
vat I sink of Home Rule, and I tell zem zat I sink zat sould be exercise 
by ze charming ladies. Zen zare is ‘‘roars of laughter” and ‘‘ great 
cheering.”” en some elderly lady she ask me vat I sink of Vomen’s 
Rights, and am | prepared to maintain zem? I ansare ze old girl, ‘* My 
dear young lady, zis is my opinion of ze Vomen’s Rights qvestion. I 
considare zare is not in ze vorid a pretty leetle vaist but vich has a right 
to have an arm round it; zis right I am prepare to maintain.” 

I am elected for Rabbitborough vizout not no opposition. I have 
receive ze gracious message of Her Majesty to attend ze Parliament, and 
ven | get zare I vill not make fail to let you know vat I see and hear. 











Grist to the Mill. 


A PROPRIETOR of coloured serenaders boasts that his troupe iacludes 
the “‘ flower” of nigger cre wieey If they be the flour, then he can’t 
do better than call them ‘‘ Gristy Minstrels. 


ane ee ne ee ee 


P'lice don't! 
Tuy call the handcuffs ‘‘a pair of darbies.” But, seeing how closely 





and firmly the two steel bracelets are joined, I think ‘‘ Darby and 
Joan ’’ would be a more suggestive name for them. 


THe HANGING GALE.—An impending tempest 





TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpiTor or “Fun.” 


Dear Sir,—I think you'll not deny the rather patent fact that I 
appear to be reserved by Fate to genially jubilate upon an average 
(we'll say) about a dozen times a day—or, if you’d more correctly 
speak, why, put it down at once a week—upon the marvellous address 
and really wonderful success displayed by me in giving tips—a theme 
on ev’rybody’s lips. 

See how I worked without a hitch the one for the Cesarewitch, the 
last success 1 have to claim—and grandly worthy of the name !—although 
opinions have prevailed which credit me with having failed. To those 
who such opinions hold, I do not wish to play the scold, and though 
their action I condemn, I do not hate, I pity them. Their crime its 
retribution bears within itself—the loss is theirs. Such folks, Tropho- 
nius opines, omit to read between the lines, a course of action I'd ex- 
plain which bears disaster in its train; for, oh! the tip is always there,* 
If any still believe I err, with confidence I can refer them all to what 
I’m known to be—a Spartan of veracity—from West to East, from 
South to North, and to your issue of the 4th. Then people East, West, 
North, and South, will p’r’aps contrive to ‘‘shut their mouth ;” and 
people North, South, West. and East, will cease to christen me ‘‘a 
beast ;” and people West, East, South, and North, will p’r’aps repent 
and give it forth; while people South, North, East, and West, will 
maybe own I know the best; for there, as plainly may be read, with 
clear lucidity I said, ** To tell the truth, it seems to me there’s little 
chance for Shrewsbury ;” and though I do not wish to crow, where was 
that horse, I’d like toknow? Then next I said with simple truth (a 
quality I’ve had from youth), ‘‘I hardly like to mention fail, con- 
necting it with Chippendale ; ” and will you tell me to my face he didn’t 
run to second place? Pray, isn’t this a great success? and ain’t I very 
clever? Yes. And novght remains for you to say but ‘*‘Good!” 
‘* Bravo!” and ‘‘ Hip! Hooray!”’ It’s true, as you will p’r’aps repeat, 
[ said that I preferred Retreat—an animal that might have stayed at 
home for al] the show it made. ‘‘ And if I did,” is my reply, ‘‘I wasn't 
telling any Jie. I aid prefer the horse, and do—and what is that to do 
with you?” 

Now, having reached a proper state of mind to calmly contemplate the 
chances of ‘‘success’’ and ‘‘ place,’’ why, here’s a tip about the race 
at which I mean to have a slap— 


THe CroyspDon Nurs’rY HANDICAP. 


To which shall we assign the bay ? 

And which shall win the guineas bright ? 
Some humble dark outsider, eh ? 

Or shall we back the favourite? 
Selecting from the field the pith, 

There's Gula, which we won’t desert, 
And Mr, Manser’s Courtship, with 

Chevalier Ginistrell:'s Flirt. 


For one with fondness still I yearn, 
Which still I fondly contemplate— 
The fair, the beautiful Lucerne— 
But can she carry all the weight? 
Well-treated Hogarth ought to draw, 
A Pioneer must lead the way ; 
But though the croaking rook may caw, 
I'll stand the test upon 
ASSAY. 


_ Although it is extremely late to touch upon the Woodside Plate, I'd 
like to say a word or two about it ere I say adoo. At least, I only want 
to say, that looking at it in a way which may as passing be described 
the useful notion I’ve imbibed (a great reward for such a glance), that 
KINETON has a decent chance. ai « 

And now a word you may require upon the coming Cambridgeshire, 
though, having touched upon it twice, I’ve near exhausted my advice ; 
but daily one experience gains, and just a word cr two remains. Ge- 
heimniss still appears to me the very horse she ought to be to win this 
all-important race, or, any way, to get a place; but still I cannot fail to 
see a point or two in Shrewsbury, which tend extremely to enhance my 
late opinion of his chance; and Shotover, I quite expect, will soon 
avenge the least neglect. At any rate, it seems to me the winner is 
among the three. I also feel it is the case that two of them will get a 
~~ (a place apiece, I mean, I do, and not a place between the two!). 

may be right, I cannot tell, because I may be wrong as well (at least, 

I mean—my stupid head !— mot ‘‘ wrong as well,” but ‘*wrong instead”), 
so, ere much more confused I get, I'll put a finish to this let-ter now, at 
once, and sign it thus, Yours hazily, TROPHONIOS. 


I " Tt isn't ‘# them, you may swear, nor is it worth the looking for in our opinion.— 
Di R. 





WAYS.—Those on which coursing takes place. 
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The ancient sportsman, al! agog, 
To “pot” the pneasant off does jog, 
Attended by his faithful dog. 
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Then up a startling figure ‘‘ whirred ;” a 
** Aha!” said he; ‘at last a bird!” 
And soon his gun's report was heard. 


A BIRD-ENSOME BALLAD.—(IN TRIGGER-NOMETRICAL MEASURE.) 


“Good dog!” he muttered, “* have a care, 
Methinks I yonder see a hare; 
That animal had best beware !” 


ehold !"" he cried, “‘ a corpse it lies, 
A feathered thing of wondrous size. 
Ah, this is something érke a prize!” 





But, look you, as he closer came, 
Prepared to take unerring aim 
He found that object wasn's “4 game, 


—— ad E, “> 
But soon his pleasures turned to woes, 

For, lo! that mammoth biped rose, 

And caught the “‘ shootist ” by the nose! 








FACT FANCIES. 


Mr. Sheil, the magistrate at Wandsworth Police Court, has remarked that when 
boys are convicted and sent to prison, they are usually let out again on application 
being made to the Home Secretary. A Juvenile Criminal Act is wanted, so that a 
magistrate can order a flogging. 
TomMy and Harry were two dear little boys; they didn’t read 
‘Sandford and Merton,” but ‘‘ Blueskin and Jack Sheppard,” Their 
fathers were respectable workmen, and their mothers took in washing. 
Tommy and Harry, as a rule, took whatever they could lay their hands 
upon. 
One day they were in the street, and Tommy said to Harry, ‘‘ Wouldn't 
it be all a lark to shy some flint stones through that sweetstuff-shop’s 
window? The old woman who keeps it is uncommon hard up, and can't 
afford to lose anything.” 
So Tommy and Harry waited until it was dusk, and then threw a 
couple of flints in, which smashed up the shop window and nearly 
fractured the old woman’s skull. 
But Tommy and Harry did not get away so quickly as they might 
have done, and so were run in, and brought before the magistrate. 
And the magistrate said, *‘ You are a pair of young blackguards. You 
1 have a month each.” 
Then Tommy and Harry made long noses at the magistrate, and cried 
out, “‘Oh, yes, rayther ! wouldn’t yer like it? We’re not going to have 
no month, we’re going to write to our dear old pal the 'Ome Secetary, 
and he'll soon let us out.” 1 
= two days afterwards a letter came to the magistrate from White- 


‘‘Dear Sir,—I consider the imprisonment of children for minor offences to be 
most prejudicial to their morals, Don't let this sort of thing occur again. I have 
sent an order tothe county gaol for the release of Tommy Harry. I desire that 
you attend on them, and offer them an apology. Give each of them a penknife with 


six blades, a pint of marbles, a catapult for shooting at dogs and windows, a pack of 
cards, a tossing penny with two heads, and a volume of ‘ Jack Sheppard. 


Then the magistrate went and ate humble pie with Tommy and 
Harry, for he knew that the Home Secretary was powerful, and could 
strike him off the commission if he felt so inclined. 

Then Tommy said, “ Harry, won’t we have some more larks, and no 
mistake, Harry? 9 








Then they went and loosened the boards of some scaffolding, and a 
couple of bricklayers fell down on the pavement, and had compound 
fractures. 

Tommy and Harry were taken before another magistrate, who said, 
‘You brutal young wretches! you shall be kept in prison for six weeks.” 

Then Tommy and Harry put their tongues out, and said, ‘‘ Wouldn’t 
you like it, old man? you wait till we've dropped a line to our pal, the 
"Ome Secetary.” 

Then a letter came to the magistrate from Whitehall. 


“ Dear Sir,—I consider that imprisonment to the young is only the education of 
crime. I have sent an order for the release of the boys. You will have the kindness 
to wait on them and apologize ; also purchase for them half a bushel of peg-tops, a 
hundredweight of hardbake, and half a dozen copies of the illustrated edition of 
‘ Devil Dick, the Knight of the Road,’” 


Then the magistrate did as he was told, and Tommy and Harry came 
out and larked as much as they pleased. They were funny lads, and 
one day took out a coal-trap, and a policeman came down a cropper and 
broke his back. But the magistrate said, ‘‘It’s no use sending you 
boys to prison, because the Home Secretary will let you out again. 
There ’s a shilling each out of the poor box. Go and buy some nice 
catapults. The chemists’ shops are the best to shoot at because there's 
lots of glass to break, besides, if you knock the chemist’s eye out there 's 
plaster handy, and it’s just as well to be considerate, even in these 
small matters,” 

So Tommy and Harry do what they please ; but the wicked old woman 
who had her windows and her head broken at the same time, the 
bricklayer whose legs were fractured, and the whose spine is 
done for for life, cannot quite see the humour of the situatien, and from 
rr of low revenge are longing for a Juvenile Criminal It is 

to think that there are those who would stop the merry pranks of 


boyhood. 








“A little Check ”-mate, 


Ir is said in a fashion journal that checks will be'very fashionable this 
autumn. There is nothing new in that—cheques are always in great 
demand, 
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IN THE HUNT. 
Miomma.—'' We_L, HOW DO YOU LIKE THE NEW Pony, ToMMy?” 


my.—'*OH, FIRST-RATE! JIM AND I WERE |UST SAYING THAT IT’s A S 
IIONTER OF !' 























IN TO HACK HIM AT ALL. SH’D BE MADE A 














Graces and Airs, REA 


Some ladies, it is said, are wearing small musical boxes at the waist, 


fair sex; | alas ! We revere the dear creatures, therefore we have 
} wore o} ntry} tor \\, A n't have inv u =r, tc 7 ‘ 2 
} ers et i | ’ y i hick ¥ bby thie by bas hi iil af 
t ) 
paper 


No Room for Loubt. 


Ir is ‘‘ rumoured,” says the 72.2 J/a// Gasetie, that the Prince of Wales Vat per 
’ 


is to have a new Deeside residence at Kirkha!l But why ‘‘ rumoured - <r 
only ~ rely hen itter I st } VC cc! l Co» ” fy t] very rs 


\KABL as being badly treated at Cau y the Whhedives people. They 
have even deprived him of his pipe— surely an unnecessary punishment, 
whether he be a mere-sham patnot or not. Arabi had plenty of backers 

, 


awhile ago; now, you sec, he is not allowed any ‘bacca at all. roa 


A TELYGRAM from New York asserts that the Land League is ** full 
of life."’ Some of its inflammatory members certainly caused a good deal 
{ the opposite thing. 


“run UF 








it is always safi 
to use 





“TASTELESS” 


CASTOR 
| | 


Keckitts 
lue. 


and these ever and anon pay tunes softly; only at oppor-tune moments, j 8 
of course. Ah, me! if these were the only ‘fairs’’ indulged in by the or ® 
It will contain Ce s by 
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Cadbury: 


anes COCOAY _ 
Cocoa thickens in 
the cup, it proves 
cS ESSENCE 


PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
















































































0 (ho has been thrown into the D.tch).—“ HOLD ! 






THE THROWN 


OVAIR YOURSELF, 


YOU ’AVE THROW ME OVAIR, 








OF FRANCE. 


(EKTAINEMENT; BUT CAN YOU NOW THROW 


BADANG?”’ 
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SONGS OF THE WEST. 


II.— COBUS HAGELSTEIN. 


IcH bin ein Deutscher, und 
mein name is Cobus 
I{agcistein, 

I coom from Cuinc.nriti, 
and I life peyond cer 
Ithein ; 

Und I dells 
shdi ry dot 
mad ash blitz, 

l’out how a Yangee g 
pany vas shvindle me t 
nts, 


you all a 
makes me 


I heardt apout dis go. 
pany, und vished to see 
dot same, 

Las Lebensfeuerversiche- 

runggesellschaft vos ids 

name; 

it is de name in Sherman 

—in English it will say 

yt it insures your life mit 

fire, ven you de money 


life so shtill ash mice, 
pilding’s brice ; 
de land 


49 
haus vos abgebrannt. 


o 
~~ 
































Den de segredary answered, ‘' All dis is fery drue, 

Boot you know ve have de option to pild your house anew ; 
ldere ist a lot of beoples vot burns deir hauser doun, 

Iden coom to kit de money pack all over in de toun,” 

| look indo ce bapers und I tind it ash he 


Dyas Lebensfeuerversicherut py Pese IIlschaft 


Ly, 


need not bay; 
So I dells em*all to go ahet und pild anoder shdore, 
U'nd dey make me von in Yangee shdyle more petite: ash pf 
Iden I met der segredary dere-after on a day, 
Of Das Lebens‘euerver icherungyesellschaft, und he say, 
** You ’ve found « vel honoraple und honest in our liae, 


Vy tont you go insure de life of Madame Hayelstein ? 
I poots mine dum oopon mine nose, and vinks him mit mine eye, 
Und says I cooms to do it ven de ocean runs dry, 

Ven gooses turn to ganders, und de bigs kits shanged to shvine ; 
Oh, den I makes insure de life of Madame Hagelstcin. 

‘*T haf dried you%on insurance, ash you know, yvost vonce p:fure, 
Und ven mein haus vas abgebrannt you pild anoder shdore ; 

Id’s drue you pild it goot enough, boot I dell you allaweil, 

I vas liket id moosh petter if it vas in Sharman shdyle. 


Now, if I goes insure my wife anoder dime mit you, 
l)as Lebensfeuerversicherung, I knows vot it would do, 
If from dis voridt Frau Hayelstein should rise to Himmel 
Inshtead of paying gelt you,’d kit_for mea Yangee vife! 


, ° s . ’ . . ; 
ine dum pelow mine ‘eye, und vinks him merrily, 


poots n | 
r - , 
Und say, ‘Go find soom Veuts herman dot more creen ash me 
} . An Vhe . 
Dere blendy of dem creen enough, I know, peyond der Khein, 
' wears de name of Hagelstein 
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Tue Lyceum 


vival of Auch Ado About Nothing. 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
Fs H 


Tue Mrarv War (sor at THR ALHAMBRA) 
HOLDING THE Muarry-Wax ur TO Nature. 


EN the cheerful 
individual who 
is ‘‘nothing if 
not critical” 
finds himself in 
the serious posi- 
tion of having 
nothing to fall 
back upon for 
complaint but 
the performance 
of a love scene 
in a church—as 
Shakespeare 
wrote it, and as 
the customs of 
the time and 
place would 
sanction—it 
may be safely 
asserted _ that 
there is little 
fault indeed to 
be found with 
Mr. Irving’s re- 


For my own part, as becomes the 


pert ‘‘noticer” of a ‘‘comic,” I have searched long aid arduously for a 


fault, Lut cannot findone. The noble scenery, 
the very elaboration and attention to detail 
of which is so perfect that nothing is indivi- 
dually obtrusive, but everything goes to make 
up a whole of quiet tender beauty, enriching 
and harmonizing with—but never overshadow- 
ing—the work of the poet ; the natural bear- 
ing of the supernumeraries, most noticeable in 
the ball scene, where the variation of manner, 
from the sedate to the gay, throws such an 
air of complete reality over the bustling crowd 
that Benedick, Beatrice, and the rest assume 
their right places as parts of a harmonious 
whole, and do not appear as abnormal beings, 
whose equals show them strange obsequious- 
ness; the beauty of the costumes, and the 
almost phenomenal fitness of nearly every 
actor to his part, render the production a feast 
for the eye and mind to which it is not easy 
to recall an eqval, 

Mr. Irving as a tragedian always com- 
mands respect, ani often admiration; but 
he is undoubtedly heart and soul, blood and 
bone, a born comedian, His Benedick 
would surely have warmed the heart of 
Shakespeare. 


himself; or in the stern and q 





he n 
ine n 


Whether as the jaunty bumourist and professedly heart- 


whole railer at 
** the sex,” or in 
his word-battles 
with Beatrice 
(and the latent 
admiration these 
two possess for 
each other is 
cleverly express- 
ed by both in the 
eager delight 
with which they 
cross words) ; or 
in his solilo- 
quies, in which 
the process of 
thought is de- 
picted with con 
summate art ; «1 
in his lov 

scenes, which 
are airy, and 

ler, and rict 








| 


} 





his friend unworthy—the one touch of the master-hand of Shakespeare 
which proves Benedick to be a man and nota butterfly—it is altogether 


admirable. 

It is difficult 
to say much of 
Miss Terry’s per- 
formance _ be- 
yond that she zs 
Beatrice, just as 
Mr. Irving 2s 
Benedick. The 
merry, light- 
hearted, witty- 
tongued__chat- 
terer with her 
spice of mischief, 
but with never 
an unkindly 
thought for a 
soul, is depicted 
with all the de- 
lightful comedy 
of which Miss 
Terry is mistress. 
Specially note- 
worthy, perhaps, 
is the manner of 





THe Opera ComIQue. 








““Lira’s A LADY” (MANAGEREsSs) 
-* > | 
—Vide PisNoroRTE INSTRUCTION Book. 


her speech after ov shearing the sham confidences of Hero and Ursula, | 
the frank grace of her love scenes, and her generous anger for her | 


almost any form of art, has ample reason to congratulate himself upon 


the rich feast 
provided by Mr. 
Irving in this 
most tasteful 
and thoughtful 


revival, 





Stay! at the 
last moment I 
have discovered 
the blot. Hoo- 
ray! Mr. Irving 
in the ‘‘bill of 
the play ” calls 
Benedick ‘‘a 
young lord of 
Padua.” Shake- 
speare calls him 
“*a young ven- 


lieman of 
adua.” Ha! 
ha! Nothing is 


perfect. after all. 





; 
j 


; 
—— 











cousin’s traducer. | 


I have remarked upon the striking suita- 
bility of the cast: in many cases the very 
peculiarities of the actor give a vraisemdblance 
his performance might otherwise lack. There 
is a certain coldness, for instance, about Mr. 
Terriss’s style which suits well with the 
princely dignity of Don Pedro, and Mr. 
Mead’s measured and sonorous, though in its 
way admirable, elocution is more than in 
place with Friar Lawrence. Mr. Forbes 
Robertson is an ideal Claudio, bright in his 
comedy, and heartfelt in his more serious 
utterances, with a handsome presence and a 
musical voice. The dignified Leonato, who 
loves his joke withal, and like his brother 
Antonio (capitally played by Mr. Howe) is a 
man of spirit, is about as gool a thing as Mr. 
Fernandez has done yet, and Mr. C. Glenny’s 
Don John is as complete as need be. Miss 
Millward is a very pleasant and gentle Hero, 
and the rest all reach a very high point of 
excellence. Mr. J. Robertson’s singing of 
‘* Sigh no more” is a thing to hear ot itself. | 
Altogether the lover of Shakespeare, or of| 
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“Facit Indignatio Versum,” 





; ** Most wretched men 
Are cradled into poetry by wrong, 
And learn in suffering what they teach in song.” 


I ’vE been in a terrible rage, 
And aid most decidedly show it ; 
My household, right up from the page | 
To my wife, very certainly know it. 
I shut the hall door with a slam, 
And chartered a hansom znstanter, 
And now at my club here I am— 
Come down, extra pay, in a canter, 








But somehow since I have been here 

I’ve cooled over biscuits and sherry, 
I’m really beginning to fear 

That I’ve been cantankerous, very. 
My heart feels a sort of a qualm, 

I’ve treated my wife like a sinner ; 
It ruffles the consequent calm 

Of just having ordered my dinner, 


‘* Soup ready, James? /fat is all right,”’ 
I feel 1’m regaining my temper, 

I’!1 keep it—at least for to-night, | 
Although it is /ugiens semper, 


r * % 


I ought to explain, by the way, 

What makes me appear like a glutton, — 
My wife had provided to-day 

A dinner of only COLD MUTTON! 





Sir H. Hawkins on Police Duties. 


JupGE HAWKINS has written some good advice to the 
police, among other excellent items he suggests is, ‘‘ Be very 
careful to distinguish between cases of illness and drunken- 
ness.” Quite right, Henry; it is not advisable to give a 
man ina fit of apoplexy the ‘‘ frog’s march” to the station, 
which really is doneat times. The Judge also remarks, ‘*On 
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sy) 











every occasion speak the truth, the whole truth, and nothing 
but the truth.” Capital counsel! Sir Henry probably will 
shortly issue a pamphlet showing the advantage of a negro 
changing his colour, 








A ‘'S1r-Prize.”’— Getting knighted unexpectedly. 


A CHOICE MORSEL. 


Disgusted Gent (who has found something nasty in his Macaroni a I’ Italien). 
—‘* HERE, WAITER, WHAT’S THIS?” 

Waiter.—“* ALL RIGHT, SARE; THAT 12 7 CHEESE,” 

Gent.—‘‘ But I say IT 1s NOT THE CHEgRse,” 











TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe EpITOR OF ‘‘ Fon,” 


Hooray! Another triumph! The Old Man right again! Who gave 
you alsolute first for the Woodside Plate, and wasn't so far out for the 
Nursery Handicap ? 


DEAR S1r,—I feel you cannot doubt that I’m the sharpest Prophet 
out, because to do so would imply that absence of sagacity by which we 
readily detect the swift decay of intellect ; and toassert this has occurred 
with you would only be absurd, who absolutely ¢eemz: with sense and 
scintillant intelligence : besides, the thing, you'll quickly see with your 
unerring tact, to be about as plain, in any case, as is the nose upon your 
face. I said last week ‘It’s rather late to touch upon the Woodside 
Plate,” but, after giving it aglance, that ‘‘ KINETON has a decent chance ”’ 
—and if you say that isn’t plain it’s obvious that you’re insane. So 
pray excuse me while I say Hip, hip, hip, hip, hip, hip hooray! and 
challenge you to show me pat another prophet up to that. 

About the Croydon Nursery I must reluctantly agree that, owing to 
a fate accurst, the horse I ‘‘ went for” wasn’t first—although, allow me 
'o remark, I made my bets on Vital Spark, according to my settled 
game, and landed largely on the same ; but though my horse has failed 
‘o win, I find an explanation in the fact that he who owns the beast does 
not admire me in the least, so it was solely done with the intention of 
annoying me. And doubtless you ’ll admit my fall was mcf a great one 
after all; for didn’t my selection, pray (which you’ll remember was 
Assay), succeed in tempering disgrace by running into second place? 
50 you'll permit me p’r’aps to call it “‘ not so dreadful after all.” 

And how, dear Sir, beneath the stress of this remarkable success, you 
will excuse me, I opine, if I decidedly decline (in quite an inoffensive 
Way) to give you any tip to-day. Next week I shall be giving youa 
|'p-ical remark or two about the Brighton Handicap, which will asto- 


Pitch 
ae © | s * 


JOU Nl yhap, and put some money in your puss. 
Yours cockily, TROPHONIUS. 





That Persistent and Perennial Par. 


WE have received the following interesting communication from the 
gentleman who hears the cuckoo and sees the wood anemone every year. 


To THE EpITOR OF FUN, 


DEAR S1R,—It may interest the more intelligent of your readers to 
learn that in my daily wanderings through the newspapers during the 
last few months I have very frequently come upon a little visitor which 
appears to evince an intention to permanently take up his home among 
our columns. This persistent little visitor is no other than the following 
paragraph, which I am proud to state that I can now repeat by heart, 
although I have never read it twice in the same edition :— a 

‘* Westgate, a/ias O'Brien, who has made a confession of complicity 
in the Phoenix Park murders, did not arrive at Plymouth yesterday from 

Jamaica in the royal mail steamer —-——, as had been expected. He 
still remains at Spanish Town in Jamaica,” ste ck 

This little visitor has never shown the slightest variation in form except 
in the matter of the name of the royal mail steamer, which is different 
on each reappearance, and I have sometimes speculated as to whether 
it is his intention to sojourn among us until he has exhausted the entire 
list of our royal mail steamers, these apparently constituting the food 
upon which he subsists. 

It has been hazarded by some I have met that he is the natural enemy 
of the common canard, which also finds its haunt among the columns of 
the daily papers. Can any of your readers enlighten me on this point? 

I am yours, Xc., Lusus. 








An Ac-Kew-sation. 


CERTAIN people are complaining bitterly at Sir Joseph Hooker for 
closing the Kichmond gate of Kew Gardens. They are evidently not 
disposed to let the eminent botanist do anything on the Kew T, Doubt- 
less they will tell him to put that in his Hooker and smoke it. 
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LODGINGS—A FRAGMENTARY TRAGEDY. 










B\ 
NAR 


\\ \ .\ ' 


1a 


\\\ SS ; \ \y ) \ | ZI 7 
. \ wal, } \ , ix, vl \\ 
\ r \\\ WNW! XQ 


Scengr—An unfrequented Strat in Margate. Jt is night. Mr. O’Prest 
and Mr, Fucry Tivv, slinking along the darkest side, suddenly 
confront cach other, and mutually recoil, 


Mr. O'Prest. Back! I am desperate ! 
Mr. Focery Tivv. Molest me not! 
For, once at bay, the quarry turns and rends. 
Me. O'P. The very words I was about to say. 
I will not harm thee, for a common danger 
I see doth link our sympathies. Recline 
Thy head upon this bosom, and divulge 
Thy galling sorrow. 
[ They glance nervously around, then cringe on a dark 
doorstp, hand clasped in hand, 
’T is but now I slid, 
With direful risks and end-linked blanketings, 
From third-floor front down to the cruel street— 
From her who keeps the lodgings. Tyrant threats 
Of turnéd key and solitary durance 
Did strive to master mine unwillingness 
To pay beyond the sum agreed upon 
Or unforeshadowed extras. Day and night 
Lynx-orbéd greed did mark my whereabouts, 
Nor suffered my departure ; till but now 
I turned yon desperate venture to mine end, 
And fled. She hath my luggage ; fear of worse 
Did make the loss of luggage trivial. 
Now stars but aid me, and the daybreak train 
Shall place sweet distance ‘twixt my soul and terror ! 
Mr, O'P. O happy thou that fleest! Harder fortune 
Doth spur my flank, yet hold me by the curb! 
I too have fled o'er unfrequented tiles 
And desert chimney-stacks ; but other gear 
Than lu e doth arrest my wing; the wife 
And seven little ones, my progeny, 
Do pine within that furnished sitting-room, 
Sea-view'd, with gas and use of pianette. 
Nightly I prowl, and, prowling, prow! in vain, 
And hang about, yet, hanging, vainly hang, 
To set them free. Nor scrap of viand theirs, 
Nor morning bath (one penny by the pail, 
Yet, being tepid, two), nor kitchen fire 
With good plain cooking (not including pies), 
Nor boots, nor washing—nothing but the flea 
To cheer them, or his fuller-bodied friend. 
O thou that fleest, think on him that stays ! 
Mr, F. T, I—no !—yes !—never !—I will stay with thee. 
[Zhey embrace. Enter Mr. DOWNWRIGHT Tor- 
CHERD, groaning. 
Me. D. T. Alas, I sink! 
Mr. O'P. and Mr. F. T. Ha! Mark those cruel chains 
That gall his tender ankles! See those screws 
That rack his thumbs—that cruel, cruel shirt, 
Spiked internally, that binds his breast ! 
Who did it? Dreadful! Let us take them off. 
Mra. D T. ( faintly). The lodging-keeper—— 
Mr. O'P., and Mr. F. T. (sodding). Horror! He expires. 
LAcy ft f Ad Drop. 
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THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER AND THE GRAND 
OLD MAN. 


TO-NIGHT it is ze 
efenink of ze twen- 
ty-tree Octobare— 
I have seat myself 
by myself, all alone. 
I am vat you call 
knocked up, zat is, 
wrapped up in my 
ts. On ze 
table is ze lettare 
from Milor Ken- , 
singtons, ze cochére, © 
ze vip of ze Liberals, & 
also besides ze YM, ‘ 
Roundabout, mean BAe 
circulare,from Mees- & 
tare Gladstones, vich 
arrive lastveek. Fe 4 
suis senateur, Quel RR 
honneur ! Vatgrand “ 
to-day it vill be to- 
morrow ! 

Zare is knock at my doors. Quwui est a? Some von vish to see me. 
He vill not give no name. _I desire ze domestigue to expose him, I mean 
vat you say show himup. Heisshowup. Hecomein. Aisle de tonnerres ! 
Zat face, so noble, so grave !—zose long vite hairs !—zose deep eyes !— 
zat steeck-up collare! C'est /ui vraiment! it isze Grand Old Man! I 
am bevildare, //onnée, knock in ze centre of ze next veek ! 

I say to him, ‘‘ Meestare Gladstone, to vat donne fortune do I go tick, 
[ mean chalk it up—no, I mean to vat do I owe zis honcur vich I did not 
expect?” He say no fuss; he vant a vord or two vit me on beezness, 
sur les affaires politiques. Do I object to ze smoke? Does ze cheval de 
bataille? C'est bien gentil. Femecalme. . . Zen he put me up 
to a few wrinkle for ze to-morrow. For eenstance, he say zat ze 
standeeng ordares of ze House are not vat ze Membare call for at ze 
buffet; zat progress vas not reported by ze Zim-s or Hansard; zat 
‘* pairs” vare not a fruit (and zat I must be most sparing in pairing) ; 
nor is ze Qveen’s Speech a fruit eizare ; zat ze tellers are not raconfeurs ; 
zat zey do not catch ze eye of ze Espeakare vit von hook ; nor does ze 
Espeakare name any von different to vat he vas. 

Zen, en confidence, ze Grand Old Man tell me all his troubles. He 
say he is vat he call ‘‘ dead nuts” on ze new rules of procedure, zat 
somesink must be done vit ze unruly Membares. I say if he sall require 
vat ze public house call ‘‘chuckare-out,’’ I sall be only too happy. Zen 
he say he vill be like ze Spartan boy, he vill have ze volf at his vitals. 
Fe ne lui comprends pas d’abord; but he explain. I flop, I mean I 
tumble; he mean ze Sir Drummond-Volff vit his amendment. I say, 
“Cheer up, ole mans !—n’imforte! For vy sall ve care for Sir Drum 
and his own trumpet volff?” Next zare is, hesay, ze Eastern Qvestion. 
I say, ‘‘Ah, yes! I know. It is ze qvestion zey ask me alvays vhen 
I have go to your Vitechapel, Who is my hattare?”’ He say no. 
C"est [ Egypte, and ze real sphinx, vat to do vit her. I tell him, keepup 
his peckare, zat all ze vorid know he have rid Ireland of ze plague vorse 
zan ze ten of Egypt, and have save Egypt from an Irish estew. Ze shade 
of care leave his face ; he laugh at my dom mot; he shake my hand avec 
empressement, He say he is glad zat I crack good joke. I reply, ve vill 
crack bettare bottel. I drink to ze healtz of ze man of whom England 
is proud, and I demand of him if he can tell me ze difference betveen 
himself and his opponents. He give it up. I say, ‘‘ Voila! You are 
ze Grand Old Man, sare; zey are ze Grand Old Vomans!” 














Tue lark is remarkably nice, delicately browned and served up PIPING | 
hot, with gravy, on toast. But the practical jokists’ ‘‘lark” is an 
abominable ‘‘ institooshun,” especially when served up by brutal roughs. 
The vile fish-throwing at Billingsgate nuisance is supposed to be a 
‘*lark.’’ Fish thrown in the face of a gentleman wearing spectacles, the 
glasses smashed in the eyes of that person is, of course, intensely funny 
to the garbage-thrower, but is it so to the party operated on? The 
police receive strict orders in connection with this fish-throwing, which 
they carefully do not carryout. If a rough happens to be caught at this 
trick, and charged, the defence is invariably, ‘‘Only a ‘lark,’ your 
Wushup.” Certainly it is not our idea of humour to receive a putrid 
sole, or even a dad, in the eye. The garbage-throwers of Billingsgate | 
should be made to pay dearly for their filthy conduct, and imprison: | 
ment, without the option of a trivial fine, inflicted on conviction. 








_ Why the Lord Mayor-elect can’t expect any further title—because he 
is already a ‘‘ Knight.” 
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A FAIR PROPOSAL. 
Local Vet.—‘‘ How’s THIS EXTRAORDINARY TITHE BUSINESS GOING TO BE SETTLED, MUSTER JONES?” 
Farmer Fones,—“ LOOK ’EE HERE, MUSTER BRIDDLE: OUR VICAR HE ON’Y ATTEND THE SARVICE ONST A MONTH, AND ‘AVES 


THREE MONTHS HOLIDAY IN THE YEAR, THE CURATE A-DOIN’ OF HIS WORK. 
DARN ME! WE’D BE GENEROUS, AND EXCUSE HE A1TENDING AT ALL.” 


Now, IF HE'D FXCUS® US FARMERS TH? TITHEs, 








HEROHS AND HERO WORSHIP. 


A CURIOUS scene might have been witnessed in Trafalgar Square the 
other night by any one fortunate enough to have got wind of what was 
to take place. Punctually as the clock struck twelve, Nelson was seen 
to descend from his monument, and take up a position at its base. 
Here he was joined rapidly by Havelock, Outram, Clive, Gough, an: 
Clyde, while the Duke of Wellington came galloping along on his ‘‘iron 
horse” from Hyde Park Corner. Then followed in quick succession 
the Napiers, Picton, Wolfe, Camperdown, Baird, Collingwood, Rodney, 
Howe, Raglan, Abercrombie, and a host of others. It was a goodly 
sight to watch these mighty heroes ofa past age mingling and exchanging 
congratulations, while waiting for the proceedings to commence, which 
shortly were initiated by Lord Nelson proposing that the Duke ‘‘do 
take the chair,” and on this being seconded by Lord Raglan, and carrried 
nem, con,, the Duke was forthwith ‘‘ bumped up” on to that part of the 
pedestal sometimes affected by Mr. Bradlaugh; and on silence being 
proclaimed, his Grace commenced to deliver himself in the following 
terms :—The Duke of Wellington, in thanking the assembly for the 
honour shown him in making him president of such a noble conclave, 
begged to remind his hearers that the subject they had assembled there 
to consider owed its birth toa paragraph which had appeared in the 
columns of a daily paper, deploring the immense amount of fuss, talk, 
and slavish adulation which had been bestowed upon the Egyptian War 
and the affair of Tel-el-Kebir. The Duke went on to say that he quite 
agreed with the daily paper, that had this battle taken place in a con- 
tinental war, it would scarcely have been heard of—looked upon, perhaps, 
as an affair of outposts ; instead cf which it was treated as one of the most 
glorious engagements of modern times. ‘‘ Why, gentlemen,” he con- 
tinued, ‘*there have been more fuss and talk over the affair than there 
was after Waterloo. My gallant friend, Sir R. Abercrombie, won a 
battle in Egypt. He beat the French; but in those days of great deeds 
there was not a quarter the fuss made as is now over the killing of a few 
Arabs. ’T is said they outrumbered us. What about Inkermann? Five 











to one, and a European foe! For Inkermann the nation was grateful, but 
it did not talk nonsense. I mean to say, gentlemen, that all this fuss, when 
viewed in the abstract, is but a poor compliment to our military prestige, 
for it would seem that the days of great deeds have departed from among 
us, since a paltry affair like Tel el-Kebir must be glorified into a Sila- 
manca, We find no fault with the army itself. It did its duty. A tax-col- 
lector's duty is to be honest; but it would not speak well for the race of 
tax-collectors did we fuss over one because he did not embezzle. I have 
no doubt that the gallant fellows in Egypt deprecate all this rubbish os 
much as we do here to-night. They are false to their glorious traditions 
if not, and we have small reason to apprehend that. No, gentlemen, 
what we repreherd is the conduct of the folks at home, as shown us in 
those vehicles of public opinion—the Press. I have done, gentlemen ; 
and in concluding beg to move that, in the opinion of this meeting, the 
fuss that is made over a successful skirmish is a doubtful compliment to 
a na‘ion which has beaten the world in arms; that official recognition 
of services is to be commended, but that extra-official effusiveness is 
mischievous and deludirg.” Lord Nelson having seconded it, the 
motion was declared du'y carried, and with a vote of thanks to the 


chairman the meeting ‘‘ dissolved.” 


The Heavens are Telling. 


Tue fact that all things change is being daily demonstrated. One by 
one the beliefs and customs of childhood are vanishing, and nothing is 
as it used to was. The most recent and the most awful shock, however, 
is that given to us by Mr. R. A. Proctor, who says that “‘the comet is 
likely to return in a few months,’ The idea of these heavenly bodies 
changing their habits is enough to make us ask what on earth is up. 
From time immemorial their custom has been to disappear for very long 
periods, but, with regard to our recent visitor, Mr. P. says, ‘*He will 
return, I know he will,’’ consequently we must look out for squalls, for, 


skyentifically speaking, ‘‘ thereby hangs a fai/.” 
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He was such an admirer of the truly beautiful! He would sit all day and feast his eyes upon a plant he had—a piant with a long Latinname. By the way, he 
had two plants, but the other one - why, it had a dirty little English name of three letters. And one day, when he came down t9 gaze upon the b-autiful plant, he 


found that the idiot of a gardener had taken off the label; and he couldn't recollect which plant was the beautiful one! 
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lie racked his memory or a long time, but in vain. So at length he resolved to hazard a guess, and sat down in front of one of the two. 
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STATUE OF THE VOCAL MEMNON. 


(See Cartoon. ) 


NEAR ancient Thebes long years azo 
So runs the well-known story 
A statue scann’d the plain below 
In calm majestic glory ; 
And when its forehead caught the light 
Upon the warm sun’s rising, 
The god made melody outright 
In manner most surprising. 
And ere the morn 
Was newly born, 
Came worshippers from far and near 
*“() Memnon! O Memnon! 
Speak out that we may hear !” 


Upon this statue and its sound, 
As mentioned in the story, 
It seem’d quite feasible to found 
A little allegory ; 
And so ‘in hopes that what we’ve done 
Deserveth no hard stricture, 
We’ve put the crowd and rising sun 
And statue in a picture ; 
And, for the rest, 
We but suggest 
What words may break upon the ear 
“() Gladnon! O Memstone! 
Speak out that we may hear !” 
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in DITTIES OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT. 


New Serigs. No. 17.—A RoTUND DITTY. 


AIR—‘‘Zhere’s a lot of Fun in London.” 


THERE’S a lot of fun in London, 
(Quite enough for all who come ; 
Things are daily done and undone— 
I will tell you, roundly, some. 
News comes in by train and steamer, 
Telegraph and penny post, 
Tales that awe the wildest dreamer— 
I will tell you, roundly, most. 
Chere ‘s a lot of fun in London—ring, ding, dong go the bells of Bow— 
Where the simple-minded duffer knuckles down to those who know ; 
Some you 'll find who’ve scarce begun done, and I tell you, roundly, so 
Chere ’s a lot of fun in London—ring, ding, dong go the bells of Bow. 


News there comes that King Parnell has 
Formed a new Hibernian scheme ; 
And some delegates were jell-has 
Of some others, it would seem ; 
Then we hear the grim Fenayrou 
Isn’t to be hanged a bit, 
Which is lenience they may rue, 
And I tell them, roundly, it. 
Chere’s a lot of fun in London—ring, ding, dong go the bells of Ba w— 
Whither all the news of nations flows with an unceasing flow, 
Where there’s many a writhing pun done, which alone will serve to show 
That there’s lots of fun in London—ring, ding, dong go the bells of Bow. 


Then we’ve tales of Irish riot 

(From New York they travel fast) ; 
Then a tale of Brentford 2z.0/, 

Which the City’s bought at last ; 
Then his Annual the ‘‘ Jester” 

Proudly offers to your view ; 
Then a tale of burnt Ingestre, 

Which I'll tell you, roundly, too. 
Chere’s a lot of fun in London—ring, ding, dong go the bells of Bow — 
Chere’s Salvation Army weddings, with a shilling ‘‘ gate,” you know : 
Then the shilling ‘‘left-book ” swindle, for whose pedlars I would ‘‘ go’ : 
Uhere’s a lot of fun in London—ring, ding, dong go the bells of Bow. 


Then we ’ve lots of imposition : 
‘* Some one’s Sewing (cheat) Machine ; ” 
And a Brewer’s Exhibition 
Also may in town be seen ; 
While we ’ve clever diamond robbers, 
Heaps of Lawsonites and sots, 
Tales and facts for smilers, sobbers, 
And I’ve told you, roundly, lots. 
There's a lot of fun in London—tring, ding, dong go the bells of Bow— 
And the Duke has paid a visit to the sick and wounded—soh ! 
ae for what they have (who’ve won) done, they will soon a medal 
show : 
There ’s a lot of fun in London—ring, ding, dong go the bells of Bow. 


‘LIGHT’? CONVEYANCES.—The luminous carriages on the S.E.R. 




















HONOURING THE HHROBS, 


WE are happy to place before our readers a few promisi 
(from enthusiasts encouraged by the ‘‘ Lord-Mayor's-show’ proposition) 
for doing public honour to our soldiers who have so distinguished them- 
selves in Egypt. Some of these suggestions will be found really worthy 
of serious attention, 

To THE EpITor oF Fon, 


HONOURED S1R,—It is with humblenes that we venture to surgest 


| a plan for duing somethink to honnour the brave felloes that ; are now ; 
| heerowicly arriving on these shoares from fighting _ Arabia. 
t 


If we might make so bold as to be oblidged with the lone of them we 
would be happy to carry of them round instid; of the gyes that is the 
usuel thing on the 5 of Novembre and would not cost us nothink for the, 


_ making but stand them a drink, 


We remain ; humbly your obediently servants, 
THE Lonpon GYE-CARRYIERS. 
* * . . . 


DkAR S1rR,—Enclosed we beg to hand suggestion for practically 


_ testifying appreciation of the steady devotion to business, and hearty 
| endeavours to give satisfaction and meet every demand, shown by this 


country’s agents in Egypt. We think their account for gratitude against 
the country would be discharged by affixing to the most deserving of 
them our back-and-front advertising boards. By their parading the 
streets with this distinction, public attention would be widely drawn to 
them, and to their merits as an institution daily securing a haee hold 
upon public favour, such encouragement tending, by fostering competi- 
tion on the part of other ef/oyés in Her Majesty's service, to secure the 
supply of a really excellent and dona fide article in every description of 


| soldier. 


Trusting this suggestion may meet with your esteemed approbation, 
We have the honour to remain, Sir, 
Your obedt. humble servants to command, 
PUFF, SLOPWORK, and CATCHPENNY, Merchant Tailors. 
* . * 7 7 


DEAR S1R,— Will you allow me to say in your valuable paper, at this 
time when the question of a suitable recognition of the bravery of our 
troops is the general topic, that I should be most happy to allow a sol- 
dier of one of the Highland regiments to stand at the door of my esta- 
blishment for a day or two, or even longer should he prefer it. Dressed 
in full kilts and feathers, and with one hand holding a snuff-box, while 
the other raised a pinch to his nose, the hero would, I think, be in a 
position eminently calculated to strike the public with the fullest sense 
of his great services to the country. 

I think I may promise that many others in the same calling as myself 
will be willing to accord to the heroes of the day the advantage I offer. 

I am, Sir, yours obediently, 
KENDAL BROWN (Tobacconist). 
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Metre-ological, 
IN a recent lecture, Dr. G. Macdonald said the time is coming when 
all men will speak in verse. Well, we have alreidy someih ng necessary 
for it—the ‘‘feet;’’ and when the weather gets colder, we shall be able 


to get the ‘‘rime.”’ But will not some of us be a verse to these ‘‘ mea- 


sures ’’ ? 


ee ee 


May Sir Wilfrid’s speech at the U, K. Alliance be considered as a | 


U. K.’s (ukase) ? 


suggestions 
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A GUST. 


HAD long yearned for an umbrella— 
a good umbrella. 

** A lowly ambition,” you will say, 
‘*and easy of attainment.” 

Not so for me. 

‘‘ Then,” you will say (I insist upon 
your saying what I say you will say, 
or we Shall never get on), ** your po- 
sition in life must be lowher even 
than your ambition,” 

It is indeed so: I had no umbrella 
because — ‘it wou'dn’t run to it.” 
Secondhand ones had been suggested 
to me, but feelings above my station 
make me repugnate secondhand arti- 
cles of all kinds, and a secondhand 
umbrella! The notion is madness; 
the very name suggests petty larceny 
or slits, Besides, I wanted a good 
umbrella. 

But I had a friend less lowly than 
myself, who went in rather heavily 
for umbrellas. 

Said he to me one day, ‘‘I say, Impecunios, you 're always wanting a 
gingham ” (which was a misrepresentation, for I always wanted a s/f, 
best silk): ‘bere ’s an old one, worn out, but it ’sa capital frame; paragon 
—patent shoot-up—save your hat. Have it recovered, you ‘ll get it done 
for a mere song.” 

The frame was strong and perfect and promising. I took it! 

It cost me five songs (at half the published price) to get it recovered, 
but it was a beauty when it was finished, and I was happy. But now! 
had an umbrella it wouldn't rain. It was extraordinary! The way it 
used to rain for months together before I had that umbrella you wouldnt 
believe—unless you were an Englishman, of course; by which I do not 
mean to attribute to the noble Briton a weak credulity, only a compre- 
hensive experience. But now the wcather had ‘‘cleared up,” and seemed 
disinclined to litter things about again. 

But it did rain again at last, as it was bound to do. 
it did rain—and blow; you should have seen it blow. 

Then I took that umbrella out for a walk. 

The wind was tremendous. It dodged about all round one, now this 
way, now that, so that you never knew where to have it unless you were 
very shaip. I was very sharp; I wasn’t going to let it get the best of 
me—or my umbrella, It got all round it, that wind did, and made the 
edges suspiciously tremulous, so that I thought it would turn inside out 
every second; then it would get underneath and try to take us both 
aloft ; anon it would swoop down on top of us, threatening to flatten us 
to the pavement ; next it would dash at us right in the face, and that 
umbrella would bend before its force, it would, until it resembled nothing 
so much as a huge Canterbury-bell with the stalk the wrong way on. 

jut this was dangerous work, and it behoved me to be careful of my 
valuable property. I could not hope to cope successfully with the wind 
much longer; it was getting more artful every minu'c, and I was getting 
more weary and less wiry. I would close the umbrella for safety. What 
though I got wet? I should save my cherished one. I closed it, and 
paced jauntily on, thinking of other things. At that moment if a nasty 
yust didn’t take advantage of me when I was unprepared, rush sud 
denly rourd me, tear that umbrella open, turn it inside out, breaking 
several ribs, and slap it right on an old gentleman's face just behind me. 
It's very difficult to apologize and try to get to the windward of a 
| kicking umbrella at the same time; I did it with the assistance of tw. 
elderly female crossing sweepers, but I shan't do it again, It was an 
instructive scene. One female crossing-sweeper roaring with laughter 
at the joke, the other ccmmiserating volubly (she wanted coppers afer. 
wards), myself struggling with, and ‘‘saying things’”’ at, the umbrella, 
apologizing to the old gent, and trying to look as if I could attord to 
have half a dozen umbrellas done for every day, and the said old gent 
quietly looking on with a Steady determination to ‘‘ see it out.” 

I got it back at last, and you never saw such a dissipated fat Ally 
Sloper affair in all your days, with the broken ribs sticking out through 
the stuff in every direction. I got away with it as fast as I could, ar 
as soon as I found a convenient area I dropped it quietly through the 
railings—and then the wind dropped. 





And, by Jove! 








Oh, Gem-ini! 


THE ingenious and daring thief who succeeded in swindling Messrs. 
| Wellby out of between four and five hundred pounds’ worth of diamonds, 

dy Jove! Considering that an assistant was sent with the 
it was literally a Ari//ranf swindle. That is, far as the thief 


+} 


did wel 


? . ; 
giamonas, 
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7 & Let rié afi +) 
] at me add that 
‘ 


LAYS FROM LEMPRIERE. 


HERO AND LEANDER, 


I wRiTE of a beautiful damsel who lived in the classical era, 
Which lady’s my heroine, mind you, though Hero was rally her 
name ; 

Of her courtship I’ll give some account—be assured ’tis no idle chimer>, 
For were he to offer you fictions the poet would injure his fame. 
Now, Lempricre touches the subject, but doesn’t give much information, 
At least, not sufficient for you who should know all the facts of the 


case ; 
And the poem by Marlowe and Chapraan is rather a high-flown nar- 
ration, 
And you see so romantic a version in FUN would be quite out of 
] y-7 
piace, 


So listen awhile to my version, I fancy you'll find ’t will enlighten you, 
And don’t be alarmed, timid reader, I’ve nothing to say that will 
frighten you. 


Now, Hero, z/at seventeen, at Abydos in Asia resided ; 
At the time when our story commences she’s having a bit of a *‘ row,” 
Ifer papa, it appears, had a notion that Hero deserved to be chided, 
lor he said she neglected the household, and didn’t do anything now, 
‘* Well,” you say, ‘‘ what has caused this distraction ?’’ and I to that 
natural question 
Would simply reply it was love, which peculiar passion, you know, 
Will exist in defiance of parents, upsetting the heart—and digestiva ; 


And she, like all girls, was soon smitten, as subsequent matters will 


show. 
It appears she was ‘‘spoons” on Leander; and he was of Asians the 
Asianest 


(Which means he was cunning); moreover, the youth was a note 
‘* natationist. ” 


‘*T’ve observed with regret, O my daughter,’’ said Hero’s paternal re- 
lation, 
‘* That you seem much inclined to encourage Leander’s attention:, my 
chyild ! 
And I wish you distinctly to note, I forbid a young gyurl of your station 
Bestowing your youthful affections on one who’s so dreadfully wild ; 
Besides, he’s no prospects to speak of, and seems much too idle to 
labour ; 
IIe belongs to the Toothpick Brigade too, not famous for brains, Iam 
told ° 
Moreover, I've promised your hand to the son of an opulent neighbour, 
Whose talents command admiration, because they are ‘talents’ of 
gold,” 
But you and I know, gentle reader, to try to check love is ridiculous . 
We all like to follow our wishes when Cupid’s wee arrows once tickle 
us. 


And of course 't was the same with Miss Hero : her love for the dashing 
Leander 
Increased in intensity after her pa tried to stifle its growth ; 
And Hero imagined 4e7 hero looked much more enchanting— nay, 
] 
franger— 
So she hoodwinked h: 
them both ; 
And she, as each evening approached, made a torch of brown paper and 
tallow, 
And would light it, and stand on the shore, to remark, as it were, 
all serene ! 
nel Ihe »"A e " : , 
And sera he d swim to his love, though the Hellespont ’s not very 
Snamow 


'r parents disgracefully—inwardly laughed at 


(Lord Byron swam over it once, but sis poet would not be so 
sé green )—- 
And, look you, anon young Leander, who’d lots of the stuff called 
with him, 
So won the atiections of Hero, that she undertook to elope with him. 


soit soap 


But Hero’s pay a, it appears, had the tip just in time to prevent it; 
And, sending his daughter to bed, had the naughty Leander ‘run in.’ 
A Pinar s lodging in gaol caused that spirited youth to repent it, 
And he biubbered in classical slang, ‘‘ He'd be blowed if he’d do 
it agin ! 
I} it Tero was so overcome at thus being deprived of her lover, 
That she shut herself up in her room, and showed sulks in an obsti- 
nate Way ; 
But a lecture or two from 
cover, 
And she married 


Y) TY) rye] , m1¢ ‘ = : - 
mamma quickly caused the young minx to re- 





1 > 's c } , ye : 
the well-to-do party ; and that is the end of my ay. 
Lean icr—who ad swum, you wi uld think, t 
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A Farewell. 


ApIEU! Be thou dumb till to-morrow, 
Let nothing molest thy repose ; 
Dear partner in mirth and in sorrow, 
Thy labours have come to their close. 
At present it rests with me merely 
To shut thee and fasten thee tight, 
Then softly to say—and sincerely— 
** My Collard and Collard, good night !”’ 


Iiow sweet were the hours when I lingered 
In ecstasy over thy strains ! 

(My playing, though clumsily fingered, 
Was never deficient in brains). 

I still could attempt any number 
Of pieces effective and bright ; 

But let me seek solace in slumber— 
My Collard and Collard, good night ! 





Confess I am not a bad reader, 

I played it at sight, the Gavotte ; 
My way of performing the /teder 

Is highly refined, is it not ? 
In ev’ry true critic’s opinion 

My touch is emphatic though light ; 
But Somnus asserts his dominion— 

My Collard and Collard, good night ! 


To thee, as to us that are human, 
Sweet sleep its forgetfulness brings 
(I fear, in that study by Schumann, 
I broke two or three of thy strings). 
I think about coming it stronger 
To-morrow, if all should go right ; 
Farewell ; I can stay up no longer— 
My Collard and Collard, good night ! 





WE doubt if the Dorset cremationists will find many dis- 
ciples in England yet. The day is far off when the following 
story of the little girl waiting on the proprietor of a cremation | 
oven thusly will be carried out in fact :—‘‘ Please, sir, mother’s | 
sent me round for granny,—will you put her in this ’ere little | 
tin kettle?” ‘* Yer granny ain’t quite done yet, my dear, | 
Call again in ’arfan hour.” No, we have our barbarous in- 
sular prejudices, and do not like frizz'ing dead bodies. 
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PANEGYRIC., 


Old Clerk, —‘*TuHe IIINSCRIPTION ON THE MONIMENT JS IN LATIN, 
| WHICH I DON’T UNDERSTAND THE LANGUAGE; 
A-READIN’ IT THE HOTHER DAY, ’E SAID IT WAS IN THE NATER OF A 
POLYTECHNIC !” 


BUT A GENT AS WAS 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL DROPS INTO SONG. 


I WAs much struck, Sir, by a lecture I heard delivered on Tuesday 
last, by Dr. George Macdonald, on ‘Mr. Tennyson's Poems.” But 
what particularly went home to my Extra-Special heart was the lec- 
turer’s assurance that ere long we should all of us talk in verse all day 
long. ‘We shall sing our daily song,” said he, ‘‘just as the birds «lo, 
and think nothing of it.” Full of this beautiful idea, I went tomy home, 
resolved, as far as my own family was concerned, to hasten the poetical 
millennium. Our household should, at any rate, talk in verse, and at 
breakfast the next morning I placed the matter before Mrs, Extra- 
Special, Aunt Hester, and the five olive-branches who fill my quiver. 
‘* Let us all sing all day long, like the birds!” I cried enthusiastically, 
and there was no dissenting voice. Well, Sir, we began to warble at 
once, and have been warbling, more or less, ever since. For instance, 
here is what I may call our dinner song :— 

MyseELr. Come, gather, children, time is briet, 

And Jane has brought the ribs of beef. 





Mrs. E.-S Sweet partner of my tears and joys, 
Pray first to help our bonny boys, 
For they are due at school at two. [/do so. 
MYsELr, And now, Aunt Ilester, what for you? 
Does this brown outer cut entice? 
Aunt H, Thanks, brother, that is very nice. 
MYSELY. A little fat? 
AUNT H, Well, yes, I will. 
Mrs, E.-S, Do try that gravy not to spill. ; 
Two cloths since Sunday you have spoiled. 
Ist OLIVE-BRANCH, Oh, ma! these turnips are not boiled. 
2nd Dirrto, Mine is, mamma. é, 
rd Dirro, And so is mine. 
This cabbage, too, is salt as brine, 
GP To Corresrponpaents —Zhe Aditer does not bind nimsel/ to acancwiecge, 


accompanied 





by a stamped and directed envelope 


Whilst lovely sea-nymphs garlands weave, 
ames Henry, sir, how dare you leave 
hat lovely fat ? 

I don’t like fat. 

James Ilenry, sir, don't talk like that ; 

All things are sent us from above 

That we may cherish them and love— 

The creamy fat, the Sunday’s crust, 

The toothache—— 


Mrs. E-S. 


2nd O.-B. 
MYSELF. 


Enter MAID-OF-ALL-WorK has/ily. 


Maip.or-ALL-Work. Oh, sir, please ! 

MYSELF. I trust 

You will remember, Mary Jane, 

That you must talk in bird-like strain, 

If not, I'd rather you were dumb, 

MAID oF -A.-W. (nervously). Oh, please, the dustman he have come, 
And wants some beer, 


MYSELF. Good, that will scan, 
Take twopence to the ashy man. 
[| Zxit Matn-or-ALL-Work, 
Ms. E.-S. Mind, Joseph, you will hurt yourself— 
Put down that knife and go to school. 
MyseéLy. (Juite right, we must attend to rule; 


Go, then, my boy, and see you be 
In time to join us at our tea, 
‘There to the day’s events review, 
And our gay warble to renew. 

» * * * 


Between ourselves, Sir, our gay warble was not renewed ; in fact, a 
. ‘ - ’ 
few days’ experience has quite convinced me that Dr. Macdonald's 


notion will not wash—if I may use the term. To think of talking in 
ay nsense, whilst we live the prosaic lives we do. 
yelusn, or gay yr Comtrituticna Jn mo case will thay Ot velurnéed wnicss 
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i PISCATORIAL PLUCK. 
: 
1 
Hoe 
Hin 
Wa 
Hat 
| 2 
i 
tir 
ai | 
tf 
Ti 
rt 
| 
| | 
4 5 
ee 
7 He sought out a riverside | ‘*Ah!” cried he, ‘‘that's a nibb!e—a bite! ** Dash my wig!” he exclaimed, with a smile, 
. And his tend in the water ‘he took And his countenance beamed with delight ‘* I've hooked him in glorious style ; 
ibe th After carefully baiting his hook. \s a griffin-like fish ros: in sight. I'll skilfully play him awhile !” 
iP 
t | 
f Hi | 
H | 
ij 
| 
Ri | 
| | 
Ait 
“at 
i | 
t ? Rate 
} Sut the feh, too, was playful in mood, But the angler soon up again got, Anon vict ory filled him with gle:- 
: And reversed was our friend's attitude, And, with fragments of rod, on the spot ‘* This is tidy net profit.” said he 
1 Then that finny one's gesture was rude, He gave it that fish pretty hot. ‘«'T will make a nice relish for tea !” 
at 
ti The Divining Rod. Fut Out. Price One Shilling ; Post-free, 1s. 2d - 
i Sir,—I hasten to give you a remarkable instance of the force of the 
a divining rod, It undoubtedly has the most miraculous power in finding y OO D’ S CO M IC A N N UA L for 1 883. 
. out the locality of water, sa/¢ as well as fresh. My son, who has played _ aa: 
the truant for six weeks, was taken by me to school this morning, and ontaining Contributions by ( 
bila on his return home this evening states that the schoolmaster used the Messrs. G. R. SIMS. DUTTON COOK. GODFREY TURNER 
| d divining rod most successfully on several boys (including himself). ‘‘At I. F. SULLIVAN, GEO. MANVILLE FENN, | 
te times the twig was so violently affected that it nearly flew out of the DALZIEL, CHAS. G. LELAND, H. S. LEIGH, 
ae master's hands; running streams of salt water shortly appeared coursing J. W HOUGH'’ K IN, C. H. WARING, BYRON WEBBER, 
down his own and the other boys’ faces like miniature waterfalls.’’ My m LAUNCE LEE, EVELYN JERROLD, | 
We boy adds that he will back the schoolmaster *‘to work the twig” against AGLEN A. wan TY, HH. RF JOHNSON, H. J. SOMERVILLE , 
; any man in Somerset. I may here state that my son is so excited at the at ; ey pa sag aioe wet e gg te 
Hibs phenomenon that he can hardly s:/ and eat his dinner. = 2 ARTHUR T. PASK.~ ener 
| i Your obedient servant, JUNIPER GEOLOGIST. asia ys lesen ac das 
bia l’.S.—I have called upon the master who “‘ worked the twig,’’ but he ~ ully 11] strated by A Die 
} will take nothing for his trouble, and says, being of a bilious nature, the GORDON THOMSON, HAL LUDLOW, J. F. SULLIVAN, | : 
i ifie exercise is good for him, so he couldn't think of charging the “‘ divining E. GRISE! 1 senate irl a een “ ¢ < ibeneanein 
a ” 4 ua é », : , - ee Cer 
| 08 Cake” 66 an exits. - J. W. HOUGHTON, H. SANDERCOCK, axp MATT STRETCH, | 
| ‘Irish Hor.”—Messrs. T. . O'Connor's and Mr. Davitt's recsimi- ‘The New Number of this popular forerunner of the Christmas seascn is now 
nations at the ‘‘national” meeting the other day. Mr. D. hurled Mr publi shed, and is, as usual, elaborately illustrated by eminent artists, and supported 
| O'C.’s imputations back in his ae tas tes Me vemerae hes na by the pens of numerous contributors of established reputation. "— Daily News. 
; . 4 © , ( 
t course the remark was merely an inci-dental one. binned Pa ar 
; ' , - rder ear 0 wsagent, or a 
A SHOW suitable for the little boy ‘‘who sat in a corner.”—The a i é : : - ) 
; Horner's Exhibition. “FUN” OFFICE, 153 rubkt STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
: The Original and only 
} | Genuine produces delicious , 
| BIRD eS Custards without Eggs, at 
{ half the cost oa ity. | 9 
ft Established 1837. 
| = |:CUSTARD aC DUr ys 
avnex-. COCOA 
Cocoa thickens in 
the aac 
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YOU ’VE BEEN SMOKING,” 


TIME WILL TELL, 
Doctor (feeling Patient's pulse).—‘‘ AH! SMITH, YOU'VE BEEN OUT, YOU’VE NOT BREN CONFINING YOURSELF TO 7£A! AND 


Smith.—‘* WELL, SIR, IT’S NO USE MY GOIN’ AGIN THAT WATCH 0’ YOURN, WONDERFUL WATCH SHE BE! SIMS TO KNOW 
EVERYTHINK! / NEVER SEEN NONE AFORE ’T COULD TELL YE MORE ’N WHAT O'CLOCK IT 1S!” 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT THE FOOD EXHIBITION. 


HEARING, Sir, that the Third Annual Food Exhibition was to be 
opened on Saturday last (it ought to have been on a ‘‘ Chewsday,”’ see- 
ing most of us went to taste), I proceeded to Humpbrey’s Hall, at 
Knightsbridge, to inspect the same. The following notes are necessarily 
merely ‘’ provisional,”’ 

General Fratures.—The committee, well aware that their first duty is 
to make both ends ‘‘ meat” if possible, have devoted either extremity of 
the hall to fleshy exhibits. Several butchers, however, who, though 
separate, were ‘joint ” exhibitors, objected to my taking notes of their 
meat. They said they could cut up their own stock without the aid of 
any critics. 

Wishing also to encourage as far as possible the public ‘‘taste,” the 
committee have provided a pyramid of sandwiches. It was found that 
to have improvised a pyramid of mutton ‘‘Cheops” would have been too 
expensive, 

Bread Stuffs. —The ‘‘staff of life” is to be found in great variety, 
though ‘sticky’ bread is not a favourite article of food with me, I con- 
fess. But undoubtedly the flour of the exhibits is to be found in this 
department. One sample of this flour is marked ‘‘seconds,’’ a name 
which suggests that popular prejudice against its dark colour will be but 
‘“‘momentary.” ‘Man in his time plays many parts,” thought I, as I 
remarked the ‘‘penny 7é/.’’ A sample ear of Indian corn (an ear 
pulled specially for the occasion) is simply ‘‘a-maize-ing.”’ 
Preserves and Sauces.—It is difficult to get near the preserves, there is 
such a “jam” there. Many visitors go and do the other part of the 
Exhibition, and, if classical, say *‘ Nunc jam!” as they proceed to seek 
for the Sauce of the Nile—a very popular novelty. Others, not classical, 
Say as they rush into the crowd, ‘* Now, Heaven preserve us!” Amongst 
| the sauces the new cesthetic article is the ‘‘ pick-a-lily ” relish, which the 
makers now send out (the merry wags !) in great bottles at ‘‘too and 
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a friend, ‘‘Come on, this is all bosh!’’ But he was wrong, only one 
firkin of it was ‘‘bosch.” One funny exhibitor has sent a very pug- 
nacious ram, and labelled it thus: ‘* 7Ais ‘butter’ ts warranted to go far- 
thir than any other known kind.” In cheese I am glad to see we are 
now meeting the Americans on their own ground, and with cheese of their 
own size. We no longer are content to ‘‘truckle” as we did. I ar- 
rived at the conclusion, before leaving this counter, that the strongest 
cheeses are the ‘‘ mite-iest ;” but when I said to a dealer in the latter, 
‘* How are the ‘mitey’ fallen?’’ he replied, ‘‘ You'll pardon me,sir, 
but they ’ve done nothing of the kind; they’ve gone up three halfpence 
a pound,” 

Vegetables. —I was witness of a curious dispute. An exhibitor, who 
insisted on displaying six large ‘‘champion flooks” covered with eyes, 
was asked to pay one shilling each for them as ‘‘speckt-taters.”’ He 
refused to take tickets, though, unless the committee made a neighbour- 
ing exhibitor pay for four apiaries on the ground that they were ‘‘ bee- 
holders.” Soon after I went aside té a lonely corner and perpetrated 
a little quip of my own. ‘‘A cauliflower,” I murmured to myself, 
‘‘which tries to pass for what it is not, tells in effect a brocco-‘‘ lie!” 
Then I returned and elbowed my fellow-citizens, crying, ‘‘ Lettuce pass, 
please, to see the ‘pease at any price!’” Note a ‘‘ beany”.—I havea 
good look at the scarlet runners, said to ‘‘stick” at anything. There 
are some ‘‘ Swede”’ things in turnips too; whilst in front of the cham- 
pion pumpkin stall there was invariably, when I passed it, a great 
squash. 

Miscellancous.—The rabbits in Class 6 are said to be English; ut 
they are too ‘‘ Ostend-tatiously ”’ trussed to be trusted. There is game, 
both high and low, and jack too, with full directions how to stu’ this 
voracious fish. Amongst the most curious of the exhibits was a saadle 
of horse, which, by the way, proved as tough as leather; samples of *‘ five 
pun-oat-cake;” and a ham which had been suffering from trichinosis, quite 
cured. Go to the Exhibition by all means, Sir. It will give you food 
for reflection, and indigestion also, if you care to ask for samples, 
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AD Miss Lila 


Clay hit upon a 
more satisfac- 
tory piece than 
On Condition 
for the dramatic 
portion of her 
entertainment 
(which is not 
altogether anew 
idea of hers, by 
the way), and 
had her acting 
company been 
of more equal 
merit, she might 
have scored 
something like a 
striking success. 
As it is, the 
pleasant bright- 
ness of the 
‘minstrel ” por- 
tion of the pro- 
gramme — and 


the clever dancing of Miss DD’ Auban, as well as the dancing and posing of a 


number of ladies in black and white in a sort 
of Haverley shadow dance, added to the 
extrinsic attraction of universal femininity— 
are almost powerlul enovgh to bear even the 
dead weight of Mr. Keece’s production. 





Miss Alice Aynsley Cook, who is vocally 
capable of holding her own anywhere, makes 
a very fair Felix from an acting point of view ; 
and Miss Howell, who possesses a whimsical 
inherent comicality which is takingly dis- 
played in her performance of the duties of 
‘*bones”’ to the troupe, is most amusing as 
‘* Aunt Aurelia ;”’ Miss Bessie Foote, as Mrs. 
Jarley, sings with due appreciation the one 
song of the picce which has any point in it; 
and Miss Clara Douylas plays with know- 
ledge and finish, marred, however, with what 
is called, for want of a better name, ‘‘a music 
hall tinge.” Miss Katie Logan has more 
self-consciousness than talent, and Miss 
})'Auban (who is a capital ‘corner woman” 
to the minstrels, has nothing to do but dance. 
For the rest, the acting is as weak as the plot 
and as dull as the dialogue. 


There is nothing particularly striking about 


7 
Orrra Comtout LADYLI 
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HOW TO CAST-A-N 


the orchestra beyond the sex of the performers, though it is perhaps a 





little above the 
average theatre 
band. The de- 
mand upon its 
talents is not 
heavy, but it is 
quite equal to 
the demand, 
and maybe a 
little more than 
equal, especially 
in the case of the 
lady who played 
the flute (whose 
name, I regret 
to say, I am un- 
able to give, 
having mislaid 
myprogramme), 
and who gives a 
solo on that in- 
strument which 
is marked with 
both firmness 


and = delicacy. 
Miss Clay her- 





mand over its capabilities she does not give herself much opportunity 


to display. 

It is to be no- 
ticed that if the 
rigid exclusion 
of the male from 
the stage and 
orchestra dis- 
turbs the  ba- 
lance of the 
sexes, there is a 
determination of 
the masculine 
element to the 
front of the 
house which 
speedily restores 
it! 


When Miss 
Calhoun was 
announced as a 
“celebrated 
American _ ac- 
tress,” I tried 
vigorously, but 
without encou- 


/ 











TESIMI/ 


raging success, to find some one who'd previously heard of her celebrity. | 





’ 


Consequently the rather ‘‘high-falutin” an- | 
nouncement, and the questionable taste or | 
meaning of adopting exactly the same pro- | 
gramme, theatre, and number of performances | 
as Mrs. Langtry in her ante-American engage- | 
ment, led me to expect something very dif- | 
ferent from the bright-faced little actress, with 
some pretensions to the title, who passed 
H{ester's crucial point in the second act of | 
The Unequal Match with flying colours (al- 
though she misconceived the drift of the cha- 
racter in the last act); nor did her Hester, 
good in its way as it was, prepare me to find 
her so good a Rosalind. 

Miss Calhoun has very much to learn—the 
text, among other things—before she can 
make a thoroughly satisfactory Rosalind. As 
yet it lacks variety and fulness; but she is 
young in the part, and has already brought 
some thought to bear upon it—the ‘‘busi- 
ness”’ with the cloak in her first interview 
with Orlando after donning ‘‘ doublet and 
hose” is new to me, and well conceived 
though a little too ostentatiously managed— 
so that there is no knowing what she may 
develop into in time. As it was, the neat little 


hgure in russet and brown was a favourite with her audience throughout. 


Of Rip Van 
Winkle at the 
Comedy it may 
be said that so 
far as it is Plan- 
quette it is good, 
so far as it is 
Boucicault it is 
better, and so 
far as it is Wash- 
ington Irving it 
is best; and of 
The Merry War 
at the Alhambra 
that there is no 
war in it and not 
very much mer- 
riment, though 
there is as stir- 
ring and well- 
managed a bal- 
let as one need 
wish to see; but 
of both these 

tters I shall 
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DOTS BY THH WAY. 


A SONG FOR OUR BRAVES, 


A SONG now for the Guards, 

For the gallant deeds they ’ve done, 
And liberal rewards 

That their bravery has won ; 
The world beheld with pride 

When on Egypt’s sandy plain 
Their dreary midnight ride— | 





Then the battle charge. Like rain 
Before the raging storm they swept the beaten 
foe away, 
And the victory was won at the dawning of | 
the day. | 


There in the dull grey morn, 
With the paling stars o’erhead, 
We hear the bugle horn 
And the shouts of those who led; 
We seem to hear the crash, 
And to see the gleaming steel, 
The cannon roar and flash, 
While the dusky foemen reel : | 
One moment at their guns they stand, then fly | 
in wild dismay, ! 
And the victory was won at the dawning of , 
the day. 


Our heroes now come back, 
In their pride they march along ; 
Be sure they shall not lack 
Warmest welcome, cheers and song ; 
Tho’ some were left behind, 
And now fill a soldier’s grave, | 
Their honoured names we’ll find 
"Mong the records of the brave 
Who fell that morn while fighting to prove old 
England’s sway, | 
When the victory was won at the dawning of | 
the day. 





Pircy.—** ARE YOU ASLEEP, Rosey?” 
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“SUA CUIQUE VOLUPTAS.’ 


Rosey. —*' No, Percy. Wuy? 


Percy.—*‘Y’LL TELL YOU WHAT I wIsH, Rosey,” 
Rosey. —*‘ WHAT bO YOU WISH, PERCY?” 
Percy. —“T WISH WE KEPT A GOOSEBERRY SHOP, AND COULDN'T SELL ’FM.”’ 
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PARLIAMENT. 


IT is Tuesdays and 
four of your clocks. 
I go take my seat in 
ze House of Com- 
mons. I do not 
intend to mean zat 
I take my seat in 
my hand like your 
stool of ze camp; as 
your boys vit ze nest 
of birds, sol vit my 
seat—ven I find it I 
sall take it, not zat 
I sall take it avay. 
Mort demavie! if I 
go to explain all zat 
{ mean to say in 
your brutal lan- 
gvidge I sall say so 
much I sall say noz- 
zink at all, except 
vat 1 say to ex- 
plain vat I mean to 
Say. 


Mr. Craig Sellars take his seat for Paddington—I mean Haddington, 


I knew it vas somesink like (cv passant, vat is a C 


raig, and at how do 


he sell zem?)—and Mr. Shaw he go take his seat for Halifax; I take my 
seat for Rabbitborough. Zare is great hooray, in vich ze Speakare join. 

Milor Randolph Churchill open ze proceedings by moving zat zey 
sall shut up. Ve are glad to see ze amusing leetle man’s on his leg 
again, aftare so long time on his back. Of course, he pitch into Mr. 


Gladstone cela va sans dire. 


Zat about vich is all ze row is vezzare ze 


«\ct of Appropriation is inseparable from Prorogation. Milor Church- 
ill say yes, Mr. Gladstone ver politely say zat no it is not; cst /rés 


bom ze vay he vat you call chaff ze ozzare. 


He seem to take him up by 


ze collare and pat his head, and drop him again so nice, sogentle! mazs, 


€ est bom enfant, ze Milor Randy. 
come to ze rescue, but 
Civision—for adjournment 142, against 2¢ M 


ze G. O. M. is too strong—érop aur. 
ir. G) 


Sir Norscote and Mr. Gorst try to 


Zare is 
adstone give notice 


| of Vote of Sanks, Sir Lawson zat he vill move ze previous qvestion ; 
| voila! ze result of so much cold vatare, he vant to tro it ovare everysink. 


} 





Aftare zis and a leetle more esparring, ze fight on ze C/é/ure commence. 
Ze G. O. M. move zat ze consideration of ze new rules have preference 
ovare ordares of ze day (I suppose ordares for ze seatre are of ze night) 
and notices of motions. Zis vas carried by 98 to 47. Ze imprisonment 
of Mr. Gray vas referred to a Select Committee—he sould have been 
more select in his remark. 

In ze House of Lords Milor Granville give a Bill zey vill shut up shop 
on ze tens of Novembare. Ze pheasants vill not die of old age zis year. 

On Vednesday ze Espeakare tell us zat Mr, Gray have been release. 
I say I sought it vas ze ozzare colour vat vas in prison—Mr. Green. Zey 
tell me I vas qvite right, zare vas a Green in England and a Gray in 
Ireland; zat if Mr. Gray had not been Green he would not have been 
locked up, but zat Mr. Green vill stay in until he is gray. Zen com- 
mence ze adjourned debate on ze first ‘‘ New Rule of Procedure,” zat 
ven Mr. Espeakare or ze Chairman of ze Committee sink propare he 
call close debates, and, like ze young man who propose, put ze qvestion, 
and shut up ze debate, if supported by 200 Mempares, or opposed by 
less zan 40 and supported by 100. Sir Wolff vant to chuck out, I mean 
exclude, ze Chairman from zis power; zare is general rows, and, aftare 
all ze talks, ze debate stand adjourned till to-morrow (J eudi). 

On ze Sursdays ve have vat your foxhuntare call big meet. ZeG.O. M. 
propose vote of sanks to ze Army, ze Navy, and ze Marines; zare vill 
be somesink to tell ze Marines, n'est fas? It is ze tribute of brave man 
to brave men. I say Hoorays one, two, tree, several time. But, like 
ze ozares, 1 kick up ze eshindy ven Sir Lawson rise and try to put vat 
you call vet blankets on. Zis time ze House laugh at, not viz, Sir Law- 
son. Aftare leetle esquabble ze vote is carried by 354 to 17. Ze qves- 
tion of Mr. Green rise again ; it is evaregreen, zis qvestion. 


a 
----- —_——— —— 





Tent-ative. 


ARAbl's tent has arrived in England, and has caused some sensation. 
He has however, another tent in prison with him,—his discon-tent. 





WHEN Sir Garnet is installed as a peer he will of course require new 
robes—fresh Garnet-ure, so to speak. 
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LODGINGS.—AS TO FIRES. 
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THE CLOTURE. 


MASTER RANDOLPH CHURCHILL AT HIS LITTLE GAMES AGAIN, 
























































THE CLOTURE. 
(See Cartoon.) 


AS to history 
Of an age gone by, 
Procedure inferr’d, it was said 
(So they taught in the schools), 
The forms and the rules 
For pushing on work ahead. 


But it seems to have grown 
To a style unknown 
In former times, for, alack ! 
It now is seen 
In the House to mean 
“ One forward, and two steps back.” 


When a Grand Old Man 
Goes in search of a plan 
To regulate floods of talk, 
’T is a pitiful thing 
That any should cling 
To his tails to impede his walk : 


Yet, in spite of the drag, 
His spirits don’t flag, 
He doesn’t reduce his rate ; 
And jibe as they may, 
And whatever they say, 
He only carries more weight. 
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DITTIBS OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE Music OF THE MOMENT. 
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New Series. No. 18.~A Morisunp-vitty. 
AIR. —** Fust my luck!” 


I’m getting feeble in the head, 
Just my luck! 
I’m just about two quarters dead, 
Just my luck ! 
I’ve conned in an exhaustive way 
Events that pass us day by day, 
Till I can only feebly say 
Just my luck ! 


There ’s Parliament has met again, 
Just my luck ! 

The troops have come across the main, 
Just my luck! 

In spite of jeers and tears and sneers, 

I’ve stood about on quays and piers, 

And nearly killed myself with cheers, 
Just my luck ! 


I didn’t get to Myers’ sale, 
Just my luck! 

If Manchester’s canal should fail——! 
Just my luck! 

If that De Brazza zs a muff, 

lt strikes me Stanley ’s rude enough ; 

I’ll read their controversial stuff, 
Just my luck ! 


I’m not a ‘‘ bobby” spruce and nice, 
Just my luck ! 
To whom Sir Henry gives advice, 
Just my luck! 
John Saunders, burglar, ’s ‘‘ got his fee,” 
*¢ Sir Garnet’s staff” a lark must be, 
But neither was I ‘‘ there to see,” 
Just my luck ! 


There ’s ‘“‘ Guy’s” again arousing dread, 
Just my luck ! 

School Board elections loom ahead, 
Just my luck ! 

Fish markets open, rough opposed, 

The striking collier hasn’t dozed, 

The very Long Vacation’s closed, 
Just my luck! 


A Horners’ Show has been the rage, 
Just my luck ! 

Lord Cranbourne’s gone and come of age, 
Just my luck! — 

And then, however much I strive, 

I find I only can contrive — 

To make this ditty dead-alive, 
Just my luck ! 








THE herring season has been more than usually successful. If we are 
it ’erring, this year the *‘catches”’ ‘‘roes” to great numbers, 








THB OTHDR SIDE. 
(A DesIRABLe CONCESSION.) 


(AT the time of the agitation in favour of throwing open the peaceful 
Lincoln’s Inn Fields to the Spirits of Noise and Cieaen of represented 
by the children from Clare Market and the Irish colony, we are glad to 
read the following report——Eh? Perhaps we Aaven't read it at all? 
Only imagined it? More’s the pity, then, for we think that such a re- 
port would go further toward the end agitated for than anything else we 
can imagine.) 

A meeting of the lower juvenile inhabitants of the metropolis has been 
held with a view of considering the suggestion to confer a great benefit 
upon the older inhabitants by abstaining in the future from being an 
unqualified nuisance. 

Mikey Muddypaws, on taking the chair, said that the object of the 
present meeting was to consider the question of abolishing, as a slight 
recognition of the efforts of those benevolent persons who were always 
advocating new playgrounds, an ancient and universal custom; he al- 
luded to the custom, prevalent among the poorer children of the metro- 
polis, of figuring as an Unutterable Nuisance wherever they went. He 
Should therefore move that the practices of yelling, flinging stones, 
playing touch round peaceable citizens, and damaging ev i g da- 
mageable be given up, and replaced by decent though Tet ven Saag 

Billy Patchclouts ed indignantly to move an amendment, He 
contended that the privilege of annoying every decent person, especially 
by yelling, was one that was dear to the heart of every dirty urchin, 
(Cheers.) For himself, he liked blasphemy, and thought that to give 
up that would be simply to debar oneself from all pleasure and recreation. 

Sairy Hann entirely agreed with the last speaker on the subject of 
yelling ; she would as soon stay indoors as be robbed of the privilege of 








yelling ‘‘ Wotcher, Sallay !” to a companion a hundred yards off. She 
destested carrying on a conversation with any one short of that distance. 

Joey Grimes considered that the chairman’s motion had much in its 
favour. He could not help thinking that when quiet adults gave up 
their favourite peaceful corners to the use of young ‘uns, the young ‘uns 
might perhaps concede a point or two by making themselves just a /it//e 
less objectionable—say a hundredth part less; and he thought that 
hundredth part would not inflict any really lasting discomfort on the 
conceders. (Howls of approval.) 

‘* The Buster” thought that one would really hardly miss his morning 
yell after doing without it for a week; for his part, he meant to try. 
(Vociferous cheers and yells of approbation. ) 

A ballot was then an For the chairman's motion, 1,000,001 ; for 
the amendment, 1,000,000, 

A committee being appointed to consider details, ‘‘ The Grub" moved 
the abolition of the expressions, ‘‘Garn hout!” “‘ Djeer, Skinnaye?”’ 
‘* Whoy-yay, Puddin’ ’Ed!” and ‘‘ Eyer’s ther be-loomin’ pee-ler |” 

‘*Maggits” begged to move an amendment as far as concerned the 
last expression, holding it to be one which often proved of great service 
asa warning. Amendment carried. 

On the motion for the abolition of the practice of playing touch round 
nervous pedestrians, Dickey Dodger expressed himself strongly in favour 
of the retention of the custom. He thought that it to break 
down that wall of separation between the and to familiarize the 
old with the pastimes and interests of youth. The motion was, however, 
carried, . . . ‘ * 

There—when we do read that report we will lend our voice to the agi- 
tation. We prefer—in the abstract—children to lawyers; and we havea 
sneaking idea that our own solicitor, if distracted by yelling juvenility, 
might forget to put down one or two in our bill, But away with self! 
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“OUR BOYS.” 


Ir is vain, and Fon gives it up! Adults are out of it, and that is 
the long and the short of it, and nothing further to be said! It has 
been gradually creeping on for the last three years : here, for example, 
a representative newspaper paragraph which saluted Fon’s eye the 
ear before last, and gave him * wa crew a = stir 

* Dari lary by a Boy.—Tim Shrimp, aged 13, was brought up 
on a there of brecking bef entering a dwelling house, and stealing 
therefrom the whole of the furniture and plate. He was arrested when 
in the act of carrying away the booty tied up in his handkerchief, and 
made a ate resistance, disabling three constables and tearing the 
owner of t ises nearly in two. 

Still Fon ay Arapegrs himself with the notion that this was an 
uncommon boy as he, by Jingo? Glance at the sample par. which 
fell upon Fun the year following, and judge :— 

Outrage by a Boy.—D. Minnew Tivv, a boy of 10, was charged 
with blowing up the powder magazine in Hyde Park. He was with 
difficulty conveyed towards the station by five policemen, whom he 
eventually overpowered, and was only recaptured by the military being 
called out for the purpose.” 

But compare this mild adventure with a sample paragraph culled from 
the police news of //7s year :— 

“Curious Doings by a Boy ’—(sou see the editors are getting used to 
it, and grow quite placid in their titles; a significant fact).—‘‘ Mike 
Rowe Scoppick, aged six, was placed at the bar of the Central Criminal 
Court to take his trial for making and uttering counterfeit coin. The 
Public Prosecutor stated that Mike was the ringleader of a gang of 
*smashers,’ who had been carrying on a lucrative business for some 
years. « «* » The Home Secretary handed the boy over to his 
grandmother,” 


> -y 





\ AN WY 


There is no doubt about the coming boy, Crime gets younger every 
year, and as FN is pretty well posted up as to the future he will not 
withhold from his readers a sample par. or two from the police columns 
of next year, 1883. Here is a mild one :-— 

**Capture of a Notorious Criminal.—The Criminal Investigation 
Department has at length succeeded in Jaying its hands on ‘Imp’ 
Erceptubble, the desperado who has long been a terror to the inhabitants 
of London, The career of this ruffian, whose present age is two years 
and one month, is not without its romantic side. He began his nefarious 
career as a fraudulent bank director, in which capacity he succeeded in 
amassing a vast fortune by the age of nine months and two weeks. He 
then launched out into the wildest excesses, and, during the war between 
Great Britain and Egypt last year, fitted out and commanded a piratical 
cruiser, which captured and sank many merchant vessels, on all occasions 
tortening. Se massacring the crews. In the summer of 1882 ‘Imp’ was 
seven prosecuted and handed over to the care of his mother for 
polygam ; he was next found guilty of a quadruple murder, combined 
wit treason, perjury, petty larceny, and the most frightful atro- 
cities, and by some mistake committed to the House of Detention for 
one day—on which occasion he escaped by killing the governor and all 
the warders, and leaping down a distance of 150 feet. For a little time 
after this the desperado withdrew himself from public notice ; but he 
soon reappeared in connection with the determined and partially suc- 
cessful attempt to destroy London at the commencement of the present 
year, commencing by blowing up the Bank of England and the Man- 
sion House with dynamite ; he next advanced to St. Paul's Cathedral, 
‘ 


the brigade of Guards. The Home Secretary has decided to remi: his 


sentence of one penny ine 











which he completely demolished. He has at length been captured by | 


SONGS OF THE WHBST. 
III.—A RUSSIAN LYRIC. 


Arn—“ Denkst du daran mein tafpfre Lagienka.” 
sky,” said the ruler 
the guard, 

growing cooler ; 

ed in the yard ?”’ 
the tower o'er you 
glass, afar 

comes to bore you : 


tect the Tsar!” 


ning-rod;? ” 


**Tle sleeps beneath the Neva, 


as a warning 
To others like him, not as yet in quod.” 
‘* The girl who bored us for a contribution 
To send her blessed clergyman afar? ” 
‘* She’s strangled by the Seventh Resolution : 
Bogu Tsarachnie! God protect the Tsar!” 


And where is he who gave us the conscriptions, 
That cheeky man from the United States, 
Who came unto my bedside for subscriptions 
To—what was it ?—the ‘ Life of Sergeant Bates’?”’ 
‘* Upon a special train that man is flying 
Unto Siberia in a third-class car ; 
Thou badest him ‘dry up!’ and he @s drying : 
Bogu Tsarachnie! God protect the Tsar! ” 


‘* And where is he who bored us for insurance 
On life or fire, who down the chimney came?’ 

‘** My liege, beneath our feet in deepest durance 
He pays with penance for his little game.” 

** And, after him, the pedlar who came plungin’ 
Into the parlour, smoking a cigar?” 

‘* Ask of the vipers in the palace dungeon : 
Bogu Tsarachniz! God protect the Tsar! 


‘*And that young man who always kept a-ssyinz, 
‘That is the kind of hairpin that I am’?” 

** My liege, the strychnine in his vitals playing 
May tell you how I stopped that kind of flam.” 

‘* And he who at this day is still repeating, 
‘What, never, never?’” ‘*In a butt of tar 

We cooped /im. His heart’s no longer beating : 
Bogu Tsarachnie! God protect the Tsar!” 


** And where is he who on the imperial fences 
Inscribed Stunk’s Bitters, and Take Foolir’s Pils" ? 
** My lord, his medicines were no defences, 
In Hades he atones for earthly ills.” 
** And that confounded nuisance of a Scotch Guard 
Who played his bagpipes up and down the car? ’ 
** My lord, the imperial Sarern wears his watck-guard : 
Bogu Tsarachnie! God protect the Tsar!” 


‘Captain, ‘tis well. Now, telegraph to London 
That every Nihilist has had his dose, 
And that a fresh conspiracy is undone, 
And keep the gum-drop, corn-ball peddlers close 
Who spread sedition in the trains to ’stress me ; 
And keep the gates of anarchy ajar ; 
So may Saint Feoderskidobry bless thee ! 
Bogu Tsarachnte! God protect the Tsar!” 








Mr GLADSTONE’s ‘* RESOLUTION.”—Well, yes, the Prime Minister 
certainly possesses resolution in a marked degree. 


| THE Land Agitation in North Britain is getting very high—Skye-high, 








‘*SALTOKOFF SKUPCHIROF- 
Of Russia to his captain of 
‘I will retire; the night is 
Have all the troops been post- 
‘*They have, my liege, and in 
The watchman, with an opera- 
Looks out to see that no one 
Bogu Tsarachnie! God pro- 
** What have you done with him 


who came this morning, 
And wanted me to buy a light- 
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Through the Flames. 


"Tis on a Sunday evening :—the Pennsylvania train 

With hurried speed goes dashing, its destined goal to gain ; 
Six hundred souls and upwards—a precious human throng— 
That train from Jersey City most proudly bears along. 


It gaily journeys onward, just like a thing of life, 

To take expected loved ones to husband, child, or wife, 
No lurking fear of danger fills any one with care; 

But soon, alas! each bosom feels horror and despair ! 





The furnace-door flies open, and forth the fierce flames dart, 
And towards the cars advancing, strike terror to each heart ; 
And as the blazing demon displays its fell desire, 

The passengers shriek wildly, ‘‘Good God! the train’s on fire!” 





The engineer and stoker are from their posts forced back— 
The flames are fast increasing, the wood is charred and black; | 
No one is there to slacken the engine’s headlong pace, 

No hope! a death by torture now stares them in the face. 


From his momentary refuge the driver ’s seen to start, 

And one deep God-sent yearning inflames his noble heart. 
Six hundred lives in peril! His one life he will give ! 

Then through the flames he dashes, to de that ¢4cy may live ! 





The scorching flames cling round him—for him all hope is lost! | 
He saves those shrieking hundreds! Oh, God! at what a | 
cost ! | 
The engine he reverses, and then, with dreadful groans, | 
He totters back, disfigured—his flesh seared off his bones ! | 


They reverently raise him, and almost breathe a prayer 
That this brave soul’s Creator may end his sufferings there. 
To think of that burned hero, all eyes with tears grow wet ; 
Those rescued ones, nay, all the world, owe him a mighty debt ! 


May He soon heal his suff rings or take him to His rest ; 
Long may that hero’s brav’ry be on each heart impressed ! 
And high among the martyrs, who for others’ sake bore pain, 
Will be that noble driver of the Pennsylvania train, 











An Arch Affair. 
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Tue Thames is to be spanned by a new bridge near the 
Tower. Though it is to have but one arch, it will be ex- 





‘* SELF-PRESERVATION is the first law of nature,” as the 
lady said who ‘‘ restored”’ her grey hair, 





Elevated Briton.—‘* HOLLO, OLD CHAP! 


A CONTENTED SPIRIT. 
GOIN’ TO PLAY US A SCOTCH 


span-sive. The river will not become smaller, notwithstand- 
ing this new attempt to a-bridge it. Sone?” Scot.—** I Canna, Mon.” 
E. B.—“* WELL, THEN, PLAY US A SCOTCH DANCE; 'AT’LL DO AS 
WELL.” Scot.—‘*I SHANNA, Mow,” 


£. B.—“ ALL RI’; STAN’ US THREEPENN’ORTH 0’ SCOTCH WHISKY; 
"AT LL SHATISFY, MR.” 














TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpiTor oF ‘* Fun.” 


S1r,—I promised to give you and your readers this week a word or 
two about the Brighton Autumn Handicap, and Iam, as usual, going to 
be better than my word, although I have heard that that is not saying 
much. Anyway, I am going to give you first of all a 


TIP FOR THE BRIGHTON AUTUMN HANDICAP. 


If you’ll take the tip from me, 
If you ’Il follow my advice, 

Some attractions you will see 
In the gentle Edelweiss. 


If you'll follow my advice, 

If you ’d like to do the trick, 
Place your money in a trice 

On the back of Passaic. 


If you ’d like to do the trick, 

If you ’ll take the tip from me, 
Picador is hard to lick, 

And the winner’s in the three. 


Which is a very beautiful and useful tip; and then, with an outburst of 
tne totally unprecedented in my career, I am going to supplement 
it with a 

Tip FOR THE LINCOLN AUTUMN HANDICAP. 


The Lincoln Autumn Handicap is obviously an 
Uncommon toughish nut for any ordinary man ; 

But when the great Trophonius is once upon the tack 
That nut will be dekernelled in the space of half a crack. 








Ridotto looks like winning, if you only give your mind 

To a general conception of an action of the kind. 

The one who climbs the Mountain Ash and looks to get a fall 
May find his expectations aren't realized at all ; 

But Zeus should ‘‘ boss” the whole concern, annexing all the tin, 
And he who plays First Fiddle bears a name that ought to win. 
Well, most of them will get a place, and one should win, and yet 
It’s Baliol ’s the animal on which / mean to bet, 


That ’s certain. I don’t know whether you will hear from me next week 


| or not—things are getting dull and there is not much to tip about; any- 


way, at present I am yours, &c,, TROPHONIUS. 








Tempora Mutantur, 


TRULY we live in parlous times. Reflect on this, O kings! “A 
difficulty arose the other day when the mummy of King Merenra, the 
father of the Pharaohs, enmes found in Egypt, was being conveyed 
train. At the station the booking-clerk refused to pass the dead 
through what was once his own dominions without a declaration of his 
value and a corresponding payment. After a long dispute the mummy 
was for as a first-class traveller.” It is rumoured that the of 
the Pharaohs was corre ina wen compartment, and ex to the 
chaff of ubiquitous ‘*’Arry,” w ways manages to like a Jack- 
pay techy ren excitement is going on, whether fn Ey J 
Turkey, Timbuctoo. or Hades. Surely they could have placed the old 
gentleman in a cattle truck, where the com is at least respectable, 
and the companionship less degrading than ‘*’ ’s.” Shade of Merenra, 
old boy, accept our condolence, 
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THIS TIME.” 
Jnebriate,—** WHATSH ! ForTY SHILLINGS OR A MONTH! 
RAD RNOUGH—(Ar¢), 
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A LOGICAL DEDUCTION. 
Working Man.—‘' LOOK '£r®, BILL, IF YOU AIN’T CAREFUL YOU'LL BE RUN IN AGIN, AND GET FORTY SHILLINGS OR A MONTH 


I DON’T WANTSH NO MONTH—(/:‘c)—BUT I WANTSH ForTY SHILLINGS 
SOONER I GET RUN IN THE BETTER! (/7c).”’ 








Here's a Nice Little Appetitious Trifle! 


same for human food. 


kinds of spices. 


threatening imprisonment should defendant again offend.’’ It is sin- 


ghastly business. 


certain noxious drugs to foolish customers usually get twelve months’ 


poisonous German sausage manufacturers, are allowed to escape with 
comparatively trivial fines. Such is life—or, rather, death. If they 
were sentenced to be boiled alive with their foul productions, the punish- 
ment would be well earned, and certainly not too severe. 





It is said that a troupe of Parsee players intend shortly to visit London. 
It will not cost them much for expenses, for they will of course be Parsee- 
monious. 


‘*‘GeorGe PARKER, ‘potted meat’ manufacturer, Saltley, has re- | 
cently been charged at the Aston (Birmingham) Police Court with hav- | 
ing eve pieces of decomposed horseflesh in his possession, intending the | 
When the horseflesh was seized a boiler was full | 
of boiling water, and in the kitchen, or ‘manufactory,’ were various 
A fine of £10 and costs was imposed, the magistrate | 


cerely to be hoped that the mild magistrate’s THREAT will be carried | 
into effect, should the ‘‘ potted meat” gentleman still carry on his 

Persons who poison their fellow-creatures with aco- | 
nitine are hanged when found out; chemists who unlawfully supply | 


hard labour or more when caught ; but diseased horseflesh pottists, and | 





Fust Out. Price One Shilling; Post-fre, 1s. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1883. 


Containing Contributions by 


Messrs. G. R. SIMS, DUTTON COOK, GODFREY TURNER, 
. F. SULLIVAN, GEO. MANVILLE FENN, 
G. DALZIEL, CHAS. G. LELAND, H. S. LEIGH, 
]. W. HOUGHTON, C. H. WARING, BYRON WEBBER, 
LAUNCE LEE, EVELYN JERROLD, 

AGLEN A. DOWTY, H. T. JOHNSON, H. J. SOMERVILLE, 
H. C. NEWTON, C. MULLETT, HORA LENNARD, 
Mrs. BURTON, JOHN NORMAN, W. F. GOLDBERG, 

AND ARTHUR T. PASK, 
Fully Illustrated by 
GORDON THOMSON, HAL LUDLOW, J. F. SULLIVAN, 
E. GRISET, E. G. DALZIEL, MAURICE GREIFFENHAGEN, 
LUCIEN DAVIS, H. TUCK, T. S. S., 
J. W. HOUGHTON, H. SANDERCOCK, anp MATT STRETCH. 
“The New Number of this popular forerunner of the Christmas season is now 


pees. and is, as usual, elaborately illustrated by eminent artists, and supported 
y the pens of numerous contributors of established reputation.”"—Daily News. 
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Fehu.— Keep, LADIES?” 


RANK-EROUS. 


Materfamilias.—‘‘ AH! WE WANT TO GO SOME DISTANCE, AND YOUR HORSE IS DROOPING AS THOUGH HE WAS TIRED,” 

Fehu.—‘*TIRED? Lor’ BLESS YER, MUM, NOT HIM; THAT’S THE REVERENTLE ATTITOOD HE ALWERS ADOPS IN THE PRESENCE 
OF Lapigs. HE’s BIN USED TO ’IGH SERCIETY, THAT ’Oss HAS.” 

Materfamilias,—‘*‘ HE LOOKS AS IF IT HADN’T AGREED WITH HIM.” 

Fehu.—*OuH, YES, IT DID! WHY, EVEN NOW HE’S PINING FOR THE ‘RANK’ HE’S L&FT,” 


[And so, of course, Fehu wants a high fare accordingly. 








THE General, I am bound to say, Sir, received me with particular 
politeness as soon as he had realized that I was indeed your “‘ Extra- 
Special.” It was before he knew this, and when he had hideous doubts 
lest I might not bea provincial town clerk or rural alderman with designs 
on his digestion, that he was somewhat curt and reserved in his manner. 
‘* Ah, you little know,” he remarked to me, some minutes later as we 
sat smoking in his snuggery, ‘‘what I havetogothrough. Really, when 
a soldier in the field remembers what a fearful after penalty in the way 
of vellum addresses and municipal banquets and the like his victory will 
inflict upon him, he is positively tempted at times to almost hope he 
may be honourably defeated.” 

**But that wouldn’t save you, General,” I replied ; ‘‘ we are a mag- 


feated generals almost as much as our triumphant ones.” 

Sir Garnet slowly bowed his head. ‘I believe you are right,” he 
said. ‘* By the way,” he added, ‘‘ you have great influence on the Press?” 
For your sake, Sir, I did not deny the soft impeachment. , 

“‘Then, for goodness’ sake,” the General went on, ‘‘ see if you cant 
do something to ease the lot of a successful military leader.” 

‘Are the municipalities very pressing, then, Sir Garnet?”’ I asked. 


you like to know the worst ?” he asked, rising trom his chair. — 
I said that nothing would please me better than an introduction to it. 
‘Then see here!” went on our one General, opening a drawer in his 


foolscap most of them, and with a big coat-of-arms at the top of each. 
_ “* You don’t mean to say those are all invitations to banquets?” I re- 
joined in my most sym pathetic tones. 

“But I do!” cried Sir Garnet ; ‘‘or at least, if not banquets, they are 
what the local mayors call ‘ dayjoonaize,’ which are even worse.” 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND SIR GARNET WOLSELEY. 


nanimous people—and, besides, a dinner ’s a dinner, so we feast our de- | 


that the local town clerks 
| written, with blanks to fill in with names at the last moment.” 


The General laughed, and a short, uncanny guffaw it was. ‘* Would — 


secrelaure, and showing me three large packets of letters, written on | 


At this momont the clock struck one, and an orderly entered the 
room, bearing on a tray a plate with three charcoal biscuits on it, a thin 
segment of toast spread with lacto-peptine paste, and a pint bottle of 
Hunyadi Janos water. 

‘“* Look at that!" exclaimed the gallant soldier with a sigh. 

‘‘ But surely,” I began, ‘‘ you don’t mean to——” 

‘*But I do,” interrupted Sir Garnet. ‘* Life, I admit, is still sweet 
to me, and it is only by fortifying my stomach by a course of treatment 
such as you observe that I can hope to pass through the coming ordeal, 
As it is, I shall scarcely be fit for the Toasting-fork Makers on Tuesday,”’ 
he added, biting a charcoal biscuit. 

‘* Simpson,” he said to the orderly, *‘ you have not brought me my 
pepsine pills : fetch them at once, please.” 

‘*You are indeed a brave man,’’ I said, with a suggestive glance at 
the Hunyadi Janos. 

‘* And I need be, in sooth,” he replied: ‘‘ the dinners I have to eat 
are bad enough ; but ‘pon my word I think the addresses read at me are 
even more trying. It takes time to cook a banquet; but it seems to me 
those terrible parchment rolls ready 


‘* You have suffered much in this way too,” I observed softly. 

‘I have indeed,” moaned Sir Garnet. ‘‘ I am haunted by a terrible 
dread that some day I shall draw my sword and hack a town clerk to 
death, or at least maim a mayor.” 

At this moment Simpson brought in the pills, and the General finished 
his frugal lunch by swallowing two. 

He was much moved, I could see; so I resolved not to bother him 
further. ‘* Don't forget,” he said, as he wrung my hand, ‘‘ don't forget 
to do what you can to help us.” 

**T will try, General,” I replied, ‘* believe me ;” and I have, in con- 
sequence, thought fit, Sir, to reproduce our interview. 
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For the other points, the music, it seems to me, is good and pretty 
(but not outrageously so), and on the whole rather thin. Mr. Farnie 











SLASHES AND PUFFS 



































Tue Comeny.—Virv ging VEDDER. 


the proof that real art will always make itself 
felt is found in the fact that Rip, both asa 
creation and a performance, stands out as the 
prominent feature. 


Mr. Leslie’s rendering of Rip, though (as 
was inevitable) partaking largely of the cha- 
racteristics of Mr. Joseph Jefferson’s, is one 
of which any man might be proud, It is by 
no means a slavish imitation, but displays 
many novel and interesting traits, and the 
part is played with the grasp and spontaneity 
of an artist. On what may be called his own 
ground as a singer, Mr. Leslie is equally 
good ; in particular, the tenderness of manner 
and voice in his rendering of the song with 
the children in the first act, and the assump- 
tion of hollow-voiced and tremulous age in 
its repetition in the last, are altogether ad- 
mirable. 


The other parts are all more or less subor- 
dinate, but Mr. Brough manages to get a 
good deal of quiet fun out of the Vedders, 
father and son; and Mr. W. S. Penley is 
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Tus Comnoy.—T Tit G ANT WANT AT 
Mi Sapin MarTino? im tittce Lap 

ing is a ** worritsom« unger : wh vel 


or rather, where has it gone 











form of amuse- 
ment to the 
ranks of art. 
kip Van Winkle, 
in the form pre- 
sented at the 
Comedy, makes 
but a__half- 
hearted attempt 
in that direc- 
tion, and the 
sterling and 
wholesome act- 
ing of Mr. Fred 


Leslie stands in odd juxtaposition with mere display of spangle and 
limb, but in so far as it does go in that direction, the gain is distinct ; and 








HERE can be no | has not excelled \ 
questionthatthe | himself in the \ 
infusion of a | lyrics, and the 
strong human | dresses are very 
interest into the | pretty, tasteful, 
realms of opera- | and _harmoni- 
bouffe can have | ous, 
but the one ef- | 
fect of raising The ballet at 
that possibly the beginning of 
somewhat trivial _ the third act of 


the Merry War 
at the Aihambra 
is about the 
only really first- 


' class thing in 


the piece. Itis 
well arranged, 
danced with 
briskness and 
precision, offers 
opportunities in 
the way of varied 
costume which 
are made the 


THs ALHAMBRA,—-VIOLETTA 





NDERING IF VIOLETTA PASS. 


most of, and M. Jacobi’s music to it has a brightness and character in 


forcible contrast with the too monotonously pretty ‘‘ waltziness”’ of 





THe Covepy—Hans orr! 


fairly good in a part which offers him no opportunities. Miss Violet 


Cameron cer- 
tainly bids fair 
to become some- 
thing of an ac- 
tress one of these 
days, as well as 
the pleasing and 
clever singer she 
already is; at 
several points 
she gave evi- 
dence of a 
thought andcare 
eminently satis- 
factory and de- 
serving of encou- 
ragement. Miss 
Sadie Martinot 
is not very strik- 
ing as a singer, 
perhaps, but she 
has a valuable 
idea of comedy ; 
and the children 
deserve a word 
of commenda- 


| ; 
se : 


Strauss. Mr. Reece’s book is not abnormally 
funny, but it would be none the worse were 
it to lose the services of Mr. Allen Thomas, 
Mlle. Lory Stubel, and (priocipally on ac- 
count of his almost perfect unintelligibility) 
Mr, Albert Lefevre. 


This reduces the cast somewhat, and leaves 
for commendation only Miss Constance 
Loseby, who sings with all her usual power 
and richness; Madame Amadi, who makes 
a gallant Artesimia, and sings with some 
spirit; and Mr. H. Walsham, who has a 
pleasant tenor voice and some untenorlike 
ideas of acting. Everything that a manage- 
ment could do in the way of dresses, scenery, 
innumerable auxiliaries, &c., has been done, 
and as a whole the entertainment is far from 
dull, but it certainly isn’t up to the mark, 
and why the Dutch characters, both in this 
piece and in Azp Van Winkie, should call 
themselves ‘* Deutchers” is one of the mys- 
teries of the age, 





The Court will re-open next week with 


The Parvenu, but we shall soon, we have reason to hope, Parvenu 
piece, which is called Comrades,—they have cum-ready with it. 


Mr. John 
Child will give 
four dramatic 
recitals at St. 
George’s Hall, 
commencing to- 
morrow (Thurs- 
day) evening; 
the other dates 
are the 23rd in- 
stant, December 
14th, and Janu- 


. ary 4th, 1883. 


These recitals 
will occupy from 
eight to ten 
o'clock, and I 
trust they will 
be appreci- 
eighted and well 
eight-ten-ded. 
More ballad 
concerts at the 
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\LHAMBRA.—THOSE INTPNSELY FUNNY FOREIGNERS: 
Mcire. Lory Sr Fi—m—Lory MERCY ' 
ll every Thursday this month, ‘‘under the immediate 
esses Frederica of Hanover and Mary of i¢ck. 
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Vague! 


I CANNOT imagine—at least, when I state 
That I cannot imagine, I’m wrong— 

For I do it sometimes at a galloping rate, 
And I stick to it all the day long. 

What I mean to remark, what I wish to convey, 
Is a sort of a kind of a hint 

That the things which a fellow might easily say 
Look uncommonly stupid in print. 





I have not a notion—but still, now I think 
Of the thoughts that encumber my brain, 

I devoutly believe that I seem on the brink 
Of unearthing a notion again. 

It is not very witty, nor yet very wise, 
But a little betwixt and between ; 

An opinion the reader may probably prize 
When he guesses he knows what I mean. 





I never could fancy—and yet, now and then, 
I exist in a region of dreams— 

Where the fairies or elfs are my maidens or men, 
And the star of romance ever gleams. 

3ut it strikes me the world is at present unripe 
For my flights, whether lively or sad ; 

And I fear, if my visions were set up in type, 
They would send the compositors mad. 


| I’ve not one idea—’t were false to assert 

That the bard is deficient in mind : 

He would feel much annoyed and excessively hurt 

| If the public said aught of the kind. 

He believes he can write either verses or prose 
Very nicely and neatly indeed ; 

But his verses and prose are unluckily those 
Not a soul ever troubles to read. 








E-pistol-ary. 
















































Mr. PgtTerR RyLANDs, M.P., says the ‘‘ pistol of dissolu- 
tion will not be held to the heads of Members” over the c/o- | 
ture business. That is to say, we presume, hon, Members 
need not fear they will get the ‘‘ bullet ”—or, in other words, 
be ‘‘discharged.” We saw this ‘‘report” in a responsible 
organ, not in a *‘ barrel” one. 









HIS’N AND EARN. 


Mechanic (to Ploughboy).—‘*‘ WELL, MY LAD, HOW MUCH DO YOU EARN 
A WEEK?” 
Ploughboy.—' 1 DUNNO WHAT I EARNS, BUT I KNOWS WHAT I GatTs,” 
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THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 
one Your Friday, Mr. 
Dawnay for his 








own self, and ausst 
for ze Colonel 
Milne-Home, vant 
to know about ze 
medical muddle vit 
ze army in Egypt, 
for vy vare zare vas 
so much powdares 
zare vas so leetle 
drug. Mr. Chil- 
ders vit folitesse 
first say how much 
ver’ glad zat he is 





to see Colonel 
Milne at home— 
Home, I mean, 


Milne-Home at 
home—and zen zat 
he have made up 
von committee. 

Sir Lawson is told zat his pets ze prisonsiers L. pptiens are allserenes, 
zat zey have not escrew zare sumbs, nor load zem vi' chains like your swell 
of ze City. Again he rise to ask about ze commission vich take /e evi- 
dence about Arabi. A/a fo2, zis Arabi! ve sall not confound him vit 
Araby the Belest—ve have latelys, lots of time, confound him ozzarevise. 

Zare are more of ze qvestions, as many as if ze House vare von niggare 
minstrel troup vit zare conuncaream. At last ve get to zecloture. Ze 
G. O. M. play at eskeetles vit ze amendments. 

On Monday ve are again long time on qvestions. Ve learn all about 

e fauvre Professor Palmer. tre autres choses, ve have ze Irish juries, 








fighting in ze Soudan (I don’t mean ze juries fight in ze Soudan), ve have 
as usuals Arabi Pasha, and zen ve come again to ze first resolution of ze 
cloture rules. Ze amendments of Mr. Bryce, and of Mr. Hinde Palmer, 
and of Capitaine Aylmer are lost. 

Tuesdays ve have ze same old games, I mean qvestions, c'est la méme 
chose. Sir Harcourt tell Mr. Jumpstick, I sall mean Hopvood, zat 
Madame Mary Cole, who have a vat you say estretch of ten years for 
estealing goods vich cost von and fivepence, is not 80; she is qvite a 
young sing too—only 77. 

Encore we first rule—ve are getting on. Mr, Gibson move zat for 
maximum closure of two hundred Membares ze Speakare sall not use ze 
cluture unless supported by two-sirds of zose present. I begin to un- 
darestand ze proverbe Anvlaise, zat it is not nevare too late to amend. 
Zis time zare is great fight, and Mr, Gibson hit hard. Ze G. O. M. 
come up to time; it is ver level bettings. Ze House adjourn, 

On Vennisday ze fight still go on on ze fremiére resolution of ze l’re- 
mier. Milor Churchill make long speech. I sink I must do somesink 
for ze funny Jeetle man. His joke must not be vasted on ze House oi 
Commons, I must have him put on ze estaff of Funs, only ze joke 
must be a leetle bettare—Quand en s¢rieux he say good sings also, and 
more to ze purpose. Mr. Goschen follow, and again ve adjourn, 

On Sursday nights zare is big House—it is ze last round between Mr. 
Gibson and ze G.O.M. Ve begin vit notices. Zare is row about ze 
Ireesh Valuers, and of course ze var in Egypt is fought over again. Zay 
play ze game of badgering ze G.O.M. Sir Lawson seem to like it. 
He is von cure, Sir Lawson; I sall call him ze cold-vatare cure. At 
last ve get to ze Gibson amendment vonce again, Zare is more espeech ; 
Messrs. Balfour, Labouchere, Chaplin, and Valter, also Sir Norsecote, 
Colonel Stanley, and Milor Hartington keep ze sa n » as you 
say. I catch ze eye of ze Espeakare—I hold it. I say, ‘*Sare, let us go 
tommidodds for it; it is getting late,and zase vill be no getting a drink 
ven ve shut up.” Zey cheer my maiden espeech, but rey ao not go tom- 
midodds—zey divide. For ze Gibson, 235; egainst, 322. Houp-la! 
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LODGINGS. ATTENDANCE.—THE OBLIGING LODGER. 
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Yealder was always liked by lodging-letters. He never could muster firmness to resist that gradual extinction of “‘ attendance” which requires so watchful an eye to 
guard against it. ‘* Plate a little smeary?” his landlady would say; ‘‘oh, yes! I've brought a cloth, as I knew you wouldn't mind giving it a polish yourself. 
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* Would you inind just coming into the scullery,” the lady would say when the process of training the lodger was sufficiently advanced, “and doing the pots and 
pans? I felt sure you wouldn't mind my discharging the servant, you ‘re so kind.” 
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ARABI AVENGED. 
(See Cartoon.) 


O ARABI PASHA, though sad be thy plight, 
Jn the midst of thy trial there’s one ray of light ; 
And thou almost might’st grow unconcern’d for thy fate 


When thou learn’st thou ’rt avenged for thy downfall of late. 


And the Notable humbugs, who posed as thy friends, 
Might almost believe we have made them amends ; 
While the rebel array that was thrash’d in the war 
Might almost suspect we are angry therefor. 


For the man who, encouraged by victory’s smile, 
Did swoop down on Cairo in wonderful style— 
The man who has got us well out of a mess 

Is now doing penance for all his success! 


Wherever he goes, comes a bigwig or mayor 
With a grand deputation to welcome him there ; 
And stupendous addresses are read out by each, 
And they always expect the return of a speech. 


From morning till night he must listen with grace 
To the fulsomest flatteries said to his face, 

And be /éfed and dined till he’s heartily sick.— 
Ain’t the halfpenny, Arabi, worse than the kick ? 
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DITTIES OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THe MoOSIC OF THE MOMENT, 




















New Serirs, No. 1 
AIR—‘* Zhat’s a Damper !” 


I’m just about to set about obliging with a song, 
That ’s a damper on your spirits, I should say ! 
I rather think you ’ll find it preternaturally long, 
That ‘sa damper on your spirits, I should say ! 
There’s something damp about the tune of which I’ve made a ch 
In a damp-affected instrument (piano) I rejoice, 
I rather think the damp has also got into my voice, 
That ’s a damper on your spirits, I should say ! 


tm # 


—A HuMIp-pDITry. 


It seems so very obvious, I needn't, p’r’aps, explain, 
That ’s a damper on your spirits, I should say! 
That we ’ve recently experienced a rush of wind and rain, 
That’s a damper on your spirits, I should say ! 
In the parish of St. George’s, which, you’re probably aware, 
Includes the name of Hanover pertaining to a Square, 
Adulteration’s artful aids continually glare, 
That ’s a damper on your spirits, I should say ! 


They ‘ve been electing Aldermen to serve the Ward of Chepe, 
That ’s a damper on your spirits, I should say ! 

And Sir John they have determined on the outer side shall keep, 
That ’s a damper on his spirits, I should say ! 

You see how railway companies, solicitous of gains, 

To double their capacity will cram the daily trains, 

And never take no notice of the party who complains, 
That ’s a damper on your spirits, I should say ! 


The news they sent from Lyons served to agitate me quite, 
That ’s a damper on your spirits, I should say ! 

To think how people will revolt with all their (dyna)might, 
That ’s a damper on your spirits, I should say ! 

But the conduct of officials in the matter greatly jars, 

Their reticence the enterprise of journalism mars, 

And does us out of all those nice exciting little ‘* pars.,”’ 
That ’s a damper on your spirits, I should say ! 


Again the putrid sausages of Mr. William Shaw, 
They ’re a damper on your spirits, I should say ! 
Have roused the indignation (and the vengeance) of the law, 
That ’s a damper off your spirits, I should say ! 
Mrs. Langtry, in America, began with what they call 
A reg’lar ‘‘ blaze of triumph,” but such blazes somehow pall, 
And people have been found who lo not care for them at all, 
They ’re a damper on their spirits, I should say ! 


To-morrow ’s the occasion upon which, as you must know, 
That ’s a damper on your spirits, I should say ! 
My Lord the Mayor and Aldermen will make themselves a show, 
That ’s a damper on their spirits, I should say! 
Lord Dufferin has gone upon a special mission to 
The land of the Egyptian, and he’s sure to pull it through ; 
While / have joined the army of the ribbon of the blue, 
That’s a damper on my spirits, I should say ! 








ScIgNTIFIC.—It is a strange fact that, on coming ashore, old sa/fs 


isuaily become /r 





oice, 


| 
| 
| 





needle-less trouble? 
| the needle would be useful for stitching the medals to the soldiers’ jackets. 


BREAKFAST SAUSAGES AGAIN, 


WHAT a mediocre world this is! No sooner does an original genius 
spring up than he is followed by a crowd of copyists who flood society 
= oe which are, at the best, but poor imitations of those of their 
model, 

Let us take the case of CHARLES SHAW, BREAKFAST 
SAUSAGE MANUFACTURER, of FORD ROAD, OLD FORD, 
BOW. Now, there was that in CHARLEs'’s great effort in turning putrid 
horseflesh into sausages—the effort for which he was fined £20 on 
September 22nd last—which struck the mind with a sense of grandeur. 
We may not have loved CHARLEs (for efforts such as these, however 
sublime, tend to inspire fear rather than true affection), but we said at 
once *‘ CHARLES is a great man, a genius, a man capable of the sublime, 
a man who goes the whole hog—we mean the whole horse—no, we 
mean the unsound horse.” 

But with what feelings do we turn to the efforts of CHARLRS'’s disciple, 
GEORGE PARKER, POTTED MEAT MANUFACTURER, of 
SALTLEY. Truly GgorGe was ‘‘had up” at AsTON, BIRMINGHAM, 
and fined #10 and costs for the possession of decomposed horseflesh. 
However finished, however admirable in execution, detail, and 


| accessory, however grand in touch GEORGrY’s work may be, we feel at 


a glance that it is wanting in that which gave CHARLEY’'S work its 
greatest, its sublimest charm—originality, The work is there, but the 
conception is lacking ; the material effort lies before us in its concrete 
shape ;* but, alas! it is without soul; in Georgie’s case it is the Aana 
that we see, but in Charlie's it is the mind with which we hold commu- 
nion—the inspiration which has set its ineffable seal upon the production, 
removing it as far from the gross material effort of Georgie as the subtle 
thought of the poet is removed from the material handiwork of the 
artificer, With what feelings of rapt anticipation, therefore, do we hear 
of the new effort which (harlie’s son Willie—no, not exactly Willie, 
but Mr, Montague Williams—placed before the public last week at 
Worship Street—feelings rendered even more acute by the fact that 
there exists some doubt whether the effort was that of a promising son 
ready to assume the mantle of his great parent, or actually an inspiration 
born in the master-mind itself. This time the effort centred in ‘‘ diseased, 
wet, and flabby portions of a cow, emitting a sickly odour.” Mr, Hannay 
was of opinion that the effort was traceable to son WILLIE, while the 
modest WILLIE was anxious, with true filial aflection. to give the whole 
credit to the potent brain of CHARLIE his parent. Mr. Hannay, how- 


| ever, ordered WILLIE to pay a consideration of £20, £10 for each piece 
| of meat. 


WILLIE has given notice of appeal, and his act is a graceful 





proof of the existence of filial piety even in the midst of this sordid 
world, 
Who will not watch with straining and eager soul the result of the 


case on appeal? Who does not hang upon the fate of the truly great ? 


Then we will take care that we do not accept the hospitality of our contributor 


just yet.—Ep. Fe 





By our (Cleo)patterer, 
A LIgUTENANT-COLONEL has written toa paper suggesting that i: 


would be according to the fitness of things if the Queen were to present 
the Egyptian medals to our soldiers on the Embankment at Cleopatra's 


Needle. The suggestion is not without ‘‘ point,”’ but would it not cause 
lye, eye, of course. Perhaps, however, he thinks 
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SONGS OF THE WEST, 


OF A LIE, 


WHo asks an ape to 
* throw a cocoa-nut 
» Should take it not amiss 
if it be thrown 





1V.—THE STORY 


; On his own head, as 
{ echo answers song. 
4 


| There was a man, 


called 
The greatest 
Connecticut. 
For there are giants 
among the Brobding- 
nags, 


liar in 


It was a burning day, 
and William Hoop 
Sat in the shade, when 
Jess came riding by. 
When wolves run past 
your door-step let 

them run. 








Bat William cried, ‘‘ Stop for a moment, |ess, 
And tell us a big lie.” Jesse liked it not. 


Ne’er ask a hangman how to tie a noose. 


But hastily and sadly he replied, 
‘* This is no time for lying now ; oh, woe!” 
A wanton widow may wear darkest weeds. 


‘* Your Uncle Sol died very suddenly 
An hour ago, and you would have me lie!” 
Who weaveth nets is often caught in them. 


** And I am riding for the coroner, 
And for a coffin. William, learn from this 
Never while ving ask a man to lie.” 


Then William ran in and told his wife, 
And he and she and all the family 
Burst into tears, The thistle soon bears thorns. 


And in his waggon, leaving everything, 
They posted off and on, four miles away. 
The eagle hastens at the eaglet’s cry. 


And when arrived they found the family 
In the Jarge kitchen, but in ne’er a grief. 
It pains a man at times to miss his pain. 


There Uncle Sol was buried—to the eyes, 
In a great water-melon, lush and red. 
Life’s sweetest things are water, after all; 


Which rises in a mist, and comes again 
As rainy tears. And William almost wept 
lor rage, because he had no cause to cry. 


Lut after this he never did entreat 
Another man to tell a lie to him. 
Burnt child secks not a second time the fire, 


AN ABSURD DREAM! 
Joun BuLt dropped asleep over his paper, and dreamed that he read 
the following 
(CRIMINAL INTELLIGENCE, 
Curlous CONFUSION IN COURT. 





A curious example of confusion occurred in the proceedings in a case 
at ——— Court the other da;. 

A pugnacious fellow, named A P——, appeared at the dock to 
take his trial for maliciously plotting and conspiring to injure his master, 

On the prosecutor being called for, two persons (|. Bb. and A. HH.) 
stepped forward, each declaring that the other appeared in that capacity, 
and a warm contention ensued between them. 
A, H. (/a ‘yi. aon t want this bother ; you 


ry ’ Ps 
: : 





ve take the matter t DD, 


usr 


| 


| Judge; go on, fire away. 


Tue Prisoner. Let’s appeal to the Judges; why, there aren’ any 


Judges on the bench. 
The Two DispuTants (speaking together). You ought to be the 
Eh?—oh, very well! we’ll both be the 
judges. Come on. 


At this juncture a third party, named A T —, describing him- 
self as a ‘* Keydivv,” or something of that sort, put ina claim to make 
another on the bench. 

Tue Crown in the body of the Court. All right; all you three be 


Judges—go on ! 
The three disputants mounted the bench, and the ¢ounsel for the de- 





named Jesse, whowas | fence was called for. 


J. B. Oh! here—I’m going to be counsel for the defence; let me 


| get down from the bench ! 


Tue CLERK OF THE CourT. Well, but you can’t defend; you re 
a Judge. 

% B. But I will defend him, because he’s injured me! 

Tue CLeRK. Then you’re the plaintiff? 

|. B. Oh, no, I’m not, because I gave him a good thrashing for it. 

Tue CLerk. Then /e’s the plaintiff? 

|. B. Ob, no, he isn’t ; he’s charged with injuring his master, A. T., 
and I thrashed him for it. 

Tue Crown. Why, you said you had thrashed him for injuring vox. 

J. B. Oh, well! I’d forgotten that it was for injuring some one else. 
He’s been punished, anyhow. 

Tur Crowp. Then what’s he going to be tried for now? 

J. B. Oh, he’s going to be tried for what he's been already punished 
for, to see whether he has done it, and ovght to be punished ; and I’m 
going to defend him to prove that I did wrong in punishing him; and 
[’m going to help try him to see whether my charges against him are all 
right ; because, don’t you see, I’m the prosecutor, and-—— 

Tur CrowpD. No, we don’t see; we think you must all be cracked, 


| as we never heard such confounded nonsense in our lives. | 


‘Quite right!” exclaimed John Bull, waking up. ‘‘It’s the worst 
muddie I ever dreamed in my life. !shaw! Let’s go to work and for- 
get it.” 

And off he went to Egypt to take his part—or parts—in the trial of 
Arabi Pasha, 


More Counsel for the Police, 


WE understand that the following postscript of advice will be added 
to the next edition of Mr. Howard Vincent’s ‘* Police Code and Manual 


| of the Criminal Law” :— 


‘* In any conversations which a constable may find it necessary to hold 
whilst prosecuting inquiries amongst the domestic servants of house- 


| holders living on his beat, I would earnestly recommend him to avoid 
| as far as possible under-housemaids and kitchen-maids, who are usually 


of an inferior order of intellect. Respectable cooks, with, perhaps, an 
occasional parlour-maid, are the best suited for his purpose, and the 
most likely to lead to satisfactory results. And if, in return for his good 
offices, he should be offered substantial refreshment (whether at the tront 
door or the area gate), I would exhort him to be particular as to the 
nature of the gift ; for although cold mutton may be a very nutritive food 
in the privacy of one’s own abode, yet it can hardly, as a reward for 
discretion or valour, be accepted without loss of dignity. 

‘* Furthermore, whensoever a constable, overcome by the heat or by 
his labours, finds it impossible to restrain his inclination for a glass of 
beer, it is highly imprudent for him to sidle furtively up to the door of a 
public house, and then to peep in a mysterious manner to the right and 
to the left and round the corner before entering ; {or thereby it must be 
manifest to al] beholders that that constable is meditating the perpetration 
of an act which he believes to be wrong. But if he boldly and openly 
marches up to the tavern in question, and stands looking through the 
glass door for a minute or so before entering, and then wipes his mouth 
with his hand before coming out again, it will appear certain to all who 
remain outside that that constable has merely been doing his duty in 
seeing that the licensed house is properly conducted. Thus the effect of 
a bad example may be escaped. 

‘* I should like to add that, should any constable discover a well-dressed 
person committing a minor offence, he must reject with indignation any 
tender of a coin of the realm made to prevent the bringing of the matter 
before the proper authorities ; for that would be bribery, and bribery is 
insupportable. Still it is not always imperative that minor offences shoulc 
be taken cognisance of; and if, after his failure to perceive the commis- 
sion of such an offence, a policeman should happen to find half a crown 
in the palm of his hand, he might honourably spend it on his wife and 
family without feeling under any obligation to inquire more curiously as 
to its source, “*T, TAWKINS.” 

Food for the Mind. 
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THe Japan Governmer uppressed a 
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Old Songs Reset. 





No. V. 
Airr—‘* The Hardy Norseman.” 


Oor fathers got their light of yore 
From no metallic *‘ coil,” 
But still they found their way about, 
And burned the midnight oil. 
Oh, ne’er would they have thought that wires 
Our chandeliers would be ! 
They lit their ways with grease and gas, 
Not electrici-tee ! 


What though the hours are lighter now 
Than they were wont to be 

Fre science boldly caught and tamed 
Swift electrici-tee ! 

We still may sing the days of old 
And nights when none could see, 

For now we've won a gallant light 
From electrici-tee ! 








THE indiscriminate sale of firearms to mere children ought 
to be stopped. Not long ago a Birmingham boy of fourteen, 
| having come to the conclusion that it would be as well to 
shuffle off this mortal coil, procured a pistol and committed 
suicide. Of late the pistol wheeze (the revolver nuisance, we 
; mean) has becowe intolerable, Children, not always in years 
| but invariably mind, are far too fond of flourishing these ugly 
| weapons about in public. It isnot pleasant to have a couple 

of idiots sitting opposite to one in a railway carriage, intent 

on examining the mechanism of a 450 revolver, utterly careless 
| whether it is loaded or not. Now Parliament is sitting cannot 
' something be done to restrict the sale of such deadly firearms 
to somewhat responsible persons ? 








GUNNER MarFey, of the Royal Artillery, loved the army 
not wisely but too well, for, having been drummed out of one 
regiment with disgrace, his military ardour could not be 
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| restrained, and the gallant Mafiey re-enlisted in another regi- 
ment. A non-appreciative court-martial having been held to 
inquire into his case, it appears that this fervid warrior is 
likely to study the working arrangements of Her Majesty's 
convict establishments for a period of five years. Thisisa 
| lesson to all enthusiasts. We approve of this sentence highly. 
Our army should be thoroughly weeded of such scamps. 











A ** Fishy RELATION.—A cormor-aunt. 





A PATERNAL REBEBUKE. 


Boy,—‘* DO PUT A COVE ON A DIFFERENT ‘LAY,’ FATHER: I'M TIRED O' 
THIS; I AIN’T SOLD A BLESSED Set OF STUDS ALL THE MORNING.” 

Father.—‘' No, | SHOULD THINK NOT. 
ABOUT AT A CORNER LIKE THIS, WHERE NOTIIING 
DERPAID LAWVERS’ CLEKKS PASSES, AS CAN'T AFFORD NO LINEN, MUCH 
a Less STUDS 
A MIND ABOVE A CAt’s-MEAT BARRER,” 


Wot pb' YER MEAN A-STANDIN 
BUT A SET OF UN- 


You aIN’r GOT NO SOUL FOR A ‘'IGH ART BUSINESS, NOR 








THH NEW HALL—HALL ALIVE, OF! 


HERE was joy in the caves of Coventry Street, 
Leicester Square laughed aloud, and Tich- 
borne Street tittered in glee. A Big Knell 


was sounded to the woes of the licenceless 
one, and a palace luxurious in blue and gold 
and crimson velvet had risen phoenix-like 
from the hashes of the Trocadero Restaurant. 
** Book early and often”’ was the motto of 
the management, as devotees crowded to the 
shrine to offer the fragrant incense of 
Havannah or Whitechapel, and sometimes 
found themselves incensed instead. The 
granting of the licence had evidently come 
upon the proprietor with all the force of an 
unexpected blow, for the best things—the 
merry flights of Vancey, the Lay-born 
| laughter at the George-ous comic, the Jenny-wine Hill-arity, and the 
| Sister-matic humours of the lightsome Leamars and the Cuthberts— 
| are all to come. 

Meantime the entertainment is rather second-rate; although Miss 
| Ada Izon, a strongly patriotic young lady, is one whom we ’ad-our Izon 
| approvingly ; we were sorry too when Miss Loftus left us, and we found 
|in Miss Heywood a Patti easily swallowed and very much to our taste, 
| Mr. Jonghmans is a clever buffo whom we have met buffore, and Mr, 

J. H. Milburn is as likely to set the Thames on fire as any one. The 
usual humours of the music hall are all forthcoming too, including the 
lady who commences her ‘‘turn” in a very tight and ‘‘ bunchy” 
| costume, which diminishes in bulk with each song until she appears in 
| all the glory and slimness of tights and trunks, and celebrates her 
emancipation in a cance. 











Mr. Bignell has put some Hart into the management (Mr, Henry 
Hart), and Mr. A. A. Asher makes anythiog but a 'Asher the musical 
directorship, so with wise Mr. Merion to overlook things in front, and 
persuade other people to overlook shortcomings, you have cvery chance 
of spending a cheer'ul Merion-wise evening. But the scent of the old 
Argyll hangs strongly and noisily about the programme. As we wended 
our way home that night mankind fled from our approach, We had the 
railway carriage to ourselves, and though we have since buried that 
programme under the ash-heap at the bottom of our garden, it refuses 
to be silenced: it has impregnated the whole of the suburb in which we 
reside, and repeated baths in Condy’s fluid have utterly failed to eradicate 
its compromising odour from our person and clothes, 


A Soot to Press. 


Soor to the amount of £1 Is. 94, has been sold during the past year 
from the British Museum, and the said sum has been duly paid into the 
imperial Exchequer, we notice. But what becomes of the rest of the 
Government soot? Some fuent M.P. should get up and inquire. He 
might ask why all the officials did not make a clean sweep of it, for it 
is such a sootable mode of economizing. In fact, where one department 
leads so advisedly the others should certainly follow ‘‘ soot,”’ 





An Obvious Deduction. 


On turning to a Baronetage to learn where Sir Garnet Wolseley’s town 
house was, we found that no information was furnished on this head. 
The fact is, we suspect, that our victurious General has had, and will 
have, so many town and city addresses ‘‘given” him, that he is not 
quite sure what his address is. 
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THE REFUGH FOR FORLORN VERSE. 
FAME sat There w 
n at the door. 
| ‘*Come in,’ said Fame. ‘‘ What can I do for you? 


} she 1e L L 
in ine Sa KNOCK 


audience-room of her temple. 





(oh, I’ve a fancy to become distinguished as a high-class poem—to 
I h the best works of Milton and Homer, and that lot,’ said the 
w laughed al ‘“Why, you ‘re simply a skeleton, e said 
‘*Oh, yes, I know,” said the visitor; ** but I should get myself fil 
I had found out in what line Iam to become celebrated. 1 ‘ve 
t yet, of course; it’s the elegancy of my s/y/e wh I depend 
re my position in the first place,’ 
‘Hle, he!” said Fame, ‘I’m afraid I am hardly in your line. Ter- 
haps j taken your vocation, or perhaps I’ve mistaken mine 
; 


leton would have felt considerably snubbed had he not been 


so thoroughly self-sufficient ; as it was, he went straight and knocked at 


| the r of the editor of a high-class magazine. 
The editor gave one glance up and down the applicant, then smiled 
contemptuously. 
“1 pr 2 40 be made up into a high-class poem, and thus shed a 
_ lustre on your pages,” said the skeleton. 
‘Ah! so,” said the editor. ‘‘I regret to say we're full up at 
present. (ood morning.” 


itor, ever ge 


ijaunted, the skeleton applied to editor after ed 
until 


) A ¢ e of importance, and ever with the same result, 
col to the paltry editor of a comic paper. 


> 


ing 
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was this skeleton? It was a skeleton set of rhymes, to | 
in to fit any subject it might be retained for. 

‘*We-el,’’ said the rag and bone merchant, ‘I was jest a-contyplatin’ 
bringin’ out a noo poim for my ’andbills (to be called for in the course 
of an hour, and ‘opin’ you may see your respected way to doin’ a stroke 
 bisness with the reg'lar merchant) ; and I ain't gen’ally that pertickler ; 
but I do haim jest a line ’igher nor what you seem totouch. You see— 
I don’t want to be offensive—but I do gen’ally kind of try to pit as near 
to rhymin’ as I can manage; and, at the same time n 
pute your word, it some’ow seems to me as realm ain 

wave, nor yet shore to war, and as to glory and vic- 
Oh! well that might do, p’'r'aps, Howsomever, you 
acut below my requirements.” 

And just as the homeless skeleton was about to fling it 
heap, John Bull came along. 

‘* Why,” he said, ‘‘you’re the very thing I want for a new patriotic 
song—a set of unsuccessful attempts at rhyme. II] just get you filled 
in with bald twaddle, and there we are! Admirabl: Iivoray! Our 
dear native land for ever !”’ 

That feeble and hopeless skeleton had found its proper sphere, 
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A Misterious Misprint. 
\ DAILY contemporary in a recent leader wrote of certain Egyptian 
ls who had ‘evaporated into gaol.” This surely must have been a 
misprint. It is ow’ of gaol that men ‘evaporate ;"’ for no souner does a 


prisoner escape than he becomes ‘* mist.” 





revue 


We are a Clever Family. 





ot meanin’ to dis: | 
good a rhyme | 





. 1 a og ; a Ds 
We notice the announcement M/tss-/sstpfi Sketches, and are glad to 
f hat she complishes Next we hope to hear that A/iss-Ours | 
fain whilst, surcly, stung inte tion vy this feminine enterprise, it} 
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main as usual, 
autumn and winter. - — 

If anybody wants to know Mr. James Wil 
ing’s Ruling Passion, which, as far as he- 
prologue is concerned, at any rate, is decid- 
edly *‘ strong in death,” now 1s his chance ; a 
journey to the Standard at Shoreditch will 
put him in possession of it. Familiar inci- 
dents are worked up by Mr. Willing with 
some skill, anc the task of enlisting the sym- 
pathies of the particular audience is performed 
gut although there are 
several good turns in the dialogue, it cannot be 
said to rise albove the general level of the more 
coarsely formed melodrama, with its crudely ° 
bad characters. A wrong and al 
most brutal chord is frequently struck ; the 
madhouse scenes are representations of an 
ilmost obsolete state of things, and pretty 
well worked out for stage purposes ; while the 
scene where the child prattles lightly of mur- 
der to her unknown mother is wholly objec- 
tionable, in spite of the interest given to it by 
Miss Moodie'’s powerful acting ; and the dé- 
nouement suggests that Manley will have a 
wife with a little too much force of character ! 


"7 pd © a. 


VE HAVE Ua 


Mr. 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
| IIE popularity 


Gwvlilym 
Crowe’s Prome- 
Concerts 
at Covent Gar- 
increases 
rather than di- 
Re- 
cent advertise- 
ments of theirs 
have been pro- 
minently head- 
Sir 
Baker Russell's 


nade 
den 


minishes. 


ed with 


cryat Kassassin, 
‘*Now, boys, 


we have them— 
But 
the 


charge!” 
though 

‘** Promenades ’ 
decidedly ‘‘ have 
them,” the ma- 
nagement resist 
all temptation 
to ‘‘charge,” 
and prices re- 


’ 


They intend, however, to ‘‘run them through” the 


The piece is put on the stage with a completeness and realism which 
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has evidently 
cost the manage- 
ment some 
thought (‘‘the 
wet night in 
town ’’ will pro- 
bably result in 
an increased 
water rate); Pic- 
cadilly and the 
Crystal Palace, 
with balloon ef- 
fect, are very 
good indeed, 
and the strength 
of the cast is in- 
dicated by the 
mere mention of 
such names as 
Messrs. Odell, 
Edmd. Leathes, 
and Charles 
Steyne, and 
Misses Louiss 


. } tT 
Moodie R ose 


of 


Moodie plays the twin-sister part with a delicacy, truth, and discretion 
that invests its strangest turns with reality ; Mr. Leathesis properly hard 


as the usual! 
cold - blooded 
villain, who is 
bound to ap- 
pear in much 
evening dress in 
| the course of 
his nefarious 
career ; and Mr. 
Odell gives full 
play to his ec- 
centricity in the 
part of the mad- 
doctor. 








Though Pluck 
is a piece of 
a class with 
which I have 
very little sym- 
pathy, it is in a 
certain way de- 
cidedlyint-Har- 


ris-ting, wel 
acted, and asto- 
nishingly ‘* put 


on,” and I hav 





Such a spot is very unlikely to have ’ad ’em, though they would cer- 


tainly pass it by 
unkdenly. 


Mr. 
Child's 
reading at St. 
George's Hall 
on the 9th may 
be placed to his 
credit as a com- 
plete success, 
Mr. Child has a 
good, quietly 
impressive style 
and dramatic 
delivery ; he is 
perhaps strong- 
est in pathos: 
his delivery 
of the Marc 
Antony scene 
from Julius 
Cesar was 
marked with a 
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T1onihed - 
se LlbiCU 


John 
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no doubt it does all those wonderful things the adver- 
tising columns say (in capitals) that it does ; 
but any one who wants to see it had better 
‘*hurry up,” as the box office is already open 
on behalf of the pantomime, which will soon 
displace 1°. 


Betsy is revived at the Criterion, and if 
you look back to our issue of August 24th of 
last year, you will find that I said it was to 
be—an instance of prescience almost unique. 
Miss Nellie Bromley has the ‘‘ place” ori- 
ginally occupied by Miss Lottie Venne, and 
shows that she deserves a good character, 


There will be several openings in the pro- 
fession this week. To-night we have Mr. 
John Ss. Clarke at the Strand in the //e7-at- 
aw and a new piece called Froligue; to- 
morrow the [rincess’s re-opens with 7Zie 
Silver King (who I trust will prove his rela- 
tionship to the golden sovereign); and on 
Saturday the Adelphi goes in for Love or 
Money. 





Mr. Savile Clarke is writing 47 Adamless 
Eden for Miss Lila Clay’s ‘‘ young ladies.” 
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THE HUNGRY GUEST. 





FIRST COURSE. 


‘2 


Of hospitality’s force possest, Ihe guest remarks, with a cheerful grin, 
This party welcomes the hungry guest. | ‘I ‘ve a lengthy body anda supple s} 


TENTH COURSE. 


Pill host must,if hed 
And take his supper in 


All unappeased, and without remorse, t starve, commence 


The guest demolishes course on course, self-defence. 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


I’ RIDAY, 3 Novem- 
bare. Mr. Ash- 
mead-Bartlett give 
notice zat, aussttél 
“4, gue posstble, he vill 
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eon come down like 

oS ten hundred _ of 

++ bits brick on ze Govern- 

lla Se = EES Ht ment vit regards to 
\ \ SWER. by ze late Var. C'est 


* ’ 
Z 


tres é€tonnant, ven 
Mr. Bartlett say 
sings terrible, vich 
he do ver near 
almost alvay; no 
von tremble, but 
zare is ‘‘great 
laughtares.” He 
is Membare for 
Eye —every von 
knows zat. I sal] 
call him ze crab- 
apple of ze eye, 











\ag = 

i te ee ee —_- or” 

LONG YIESTIONS AND SHORT RLPLIES 
farce gu il est acariatre. 
Mr. Fowler demand vy és soldats Anelai: have salute ze Holey 
Carpet—not of Turkey—of Egypt? Zy/im ze first rule. It is your Rule 
sritannia alvays. Mr. Harcourt, since ze two-sirds amendment have 
been lost, move for five-eights majority. Mr. Gladstones sink zey are 
not gemti/s—ze vulgar fractions. Zey lose ze amendment. Mr, Salt 
move amendment zat ze cloture sall require 300 in the affirmative ; 
but it is an old bird ze G. O. M., and zey cannot put salt upon his 
tail, Mr. Brodrick move zat ze 200 majority sall not exercise ze cloture 
unless zare are less zan 150 against; but his amendment, like ze man 
who is half ovare ze seas, fall to ze ground. Von amendment is like 
your man who fell to ze ground—it is carried. It is zat of Mr. Varton, 
who place ‘‘ fewer” for ‘‘ less,” for zat it was care/ess to speak of less 
for numbares, Mr. Smiff move amendment zat any ten Membares, not 
content vit, sall make protest in writing against any decision. /en zare 
is flare-ups. Sir Harcourt and Mr. Gladstones pitch into Mr. Smiff. Sir 
Cross speak also—he is not ver bright. Mr. Bright also speak—he is 
razzare cross. Zen Milor Manners and ze General Attorney vire in, and 
ozzares, Ze amendment is lost, 98 to 67. 
Monday Mr. Vaddy take his seat for Edinbro’; sould not zat be call 
Artur’s Seat n'est fas? Ze notice papare vas like ze University Tripos 
papare, vit more zan forty qvestion on it. Mr. Gladstone tell Mr. Bourke 
| vy Arabi vas handed ovare to ze Egyptian Government. Ven ve get on 


Miar ’ ve 7a ‘ ve t ¢ } e taker } y 
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ballot ; ze House not like zese manners, and his amendmeat 1s lost by 
139 to 55. Mr. Balfour vant to provide ze rule do not come in force 
zis Session; zis last amendment lose itself also. (uel bonheur! at last 
ve have got rid of ze amendments—it is long lane zat no turn. 

Zen ze Espeakare put ze main qvestion ; Sir Norscote rise to negative 
it. He is ver pasetic, but Sir Harcourt have larks and make game of 
him. Ze House adjourn at /’aude du jour—it is good jobs I have ze 
key of ze latch. 

Tuesday Sir Lawson is up again. He give notice zat ven Sir Norscote 
move resolution on ze Egyptian qvestion he vill move amendment to stop 
military operation, Mulor Hartington tell Mr, Buxton zat some of ze 
Indian soldiers have come to see zeir Empress. Mr. Ashley tell of ze 
troubles betveen ze Boers and natives in ze Transvaal—zare are Boers, 
I sink you espell zem bores, beside in ze Transvaal. Encore ze |’roce- 
dure Rule. Sir Hart Dyke and ozzares are against ze cloture, but of all 
Mr. Hope has ze least hope of its success. Mr. Iry stick up for it; also 
some smaller fry. Ze debate is adjourn. 

Vennisday ve go at ze resolution bang-slap. Messieurs Ashmead- 
Bartlett, Norscote, McCarthy, and O'Connor Power against—also ze 
Baron of Vorms. Ze bait of Vorms vill not suit Messieurs Macliver and 
Baxter, nor Sir Pease. As M. Marius say, so Mr. Gladstone: ‘* Tableau! 
End of ze first act. Ilow do you like it?” ZeG.O. M. make long 
espeech, frés dom. He hint at Home Kule. I sink to my own self of 
ze sop to Cerberus, 

Sursday. After our usual dose of Arabi and ze Dual Control, Mr. 
M ‘Coan demand if ze statement in Irish papare, zat Sir Volseley desire 
to take arms against his compatriots, ze Irish, in case of revolt, is true. 
Mr. Childers say he believe it a Jie, as your song say, ‘‘ So say all of us, 

vit a big big L.’’ Viscount Sandon make good espeech against 
cloture. His argument, like ume maison Grecgue, is support by columns 
—but of Hansard. He show ze Libs talk a mile or so more zan any 
ozzares, Ve adjourn @ minut, 


Too High-Class. 


Ir is said that the L.B. and S.C.R. Company object to run third-class 
trains, meaning, we suppose, that these carriages will not be in alli 
trains, as on some other lines. Such lines as the L.B. and S.C. are 
“‘hard lines” for not over-wealthy passengers. The L.B. and so on is 
a Brighton, but the prospect for the poorer public is not. 


A DAILY paper recently published an article on ‘‘]’rison Industries.” 
What an additional ‘‘cell”’ these must be to the prisoner who would 
prefer idleness! We suppose, however, the labour is distributed in 
ali-‘* quod” parts. 


Do not ‘sporting prophets” often cause ‘‘sporting losses"? [We 


can't say. Ask Troruonius,—ED. ] 
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ABOUT TAXIDERMY.—1. THE PRINCIPLES LAID DOWN. 


The triumphs of the art of staffing, displayed in Taxid ermists’ windows, have ever had a fascination for Fun. He always had a feeling that some deep, changeless, 
though esoteric princ iple must govern these remarkable, weird efforts. Ever overjoyed to learn from those who display true intelligence, Fen conjured a professor « 


the strange art to divulge to him its secret principles. 
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ABOUT TAXIDERMY.—:1. THE PRINCIPLES LAID DOWN. 
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CRITICS BEFORE THE PICTURE OF “THE 


CLOTURBE.” 
(See Cartoon.) 


’T IS very wonderful to view 

How critics scan a picture through, 
And get their sights 
In diff’rent lights, 

As knowing people like to do. 


This one condemns the whole design, 
That blames the hardness of a line, 
A third objects 
To “tone” defects, 
A fourth declares the work too fine. 


Till you’re surprised to find there’s not 
Upon the canvas one small spot 

You dare attempt 

To call exempt 
From some uncouth artistic blot. 


And yet, in spite of all they say, 
The picture may be in its way 
As good a one 
As any done 
By other artists of the day. 


But then the critic’s eye, you see, 
Seeks that with which to disagree ; 
The deftest touch 
Mayn’t move him much, 
Though blemishes he spies with glee. 
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DITTIHS OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THRE Music OF THE MOMENT. 














»—A VAPID-DITTY. 


New Series. No, 2 
Alr—‘‘ Let the Trumpet Sound.” 


I ‘ve certain doubts about the song 
Which I’m about to sing, 
| The words (of which the rhythm’s wrong) 
Won’t to the music cling ; 
And though my style is soft as silk, 
I’m painfully aware 
You'll find the thing a very milk- 
And-watery affair. 
But let our trumpet sound, We’ll brazen it around 
Whatever anybody else may say ; 
| It may be hard to glean exactly what we meian— 
Ani Egypt was sure to lose the day. 


No doubt it saddens each adult 
| That Arabists in gaol 
| Are not allowed to meet, consult, 
And settle on a tale; 
That Oxford Street should suffer from 
Those trams would be a sell; 
Lord Beresford’s was an abomb- 
Unable sort of shell. 
Then send the hat around while floods abroad are found, 
Which the Tyrol and Carinthia display ; 
But (why I can’t explain) this fact will still remain, 
That Egypt was sure to lose the day, 


Though generals in Egypt send 

Three officers to see 
What’s doing in Soudan (my friend, 

It needeth more than three) ; 
Though Mr. Waddy, not in vain, 
Contested Edinbro’ ; 

Though Belt v. Lawes is up again, 
And not inclined to go; 

Why, let the trumpet sound, and hand the whisky round, 
| And try to get an order for the play ; 
For the Queen is coming back to Windsor in a crack, 
| And Egypt was sure to lose the day. 


Although a party may be late 
For Ais last train at night, 
And railway roughs should shut the gate 
And make him miss it quite ; 
Although the Spanish Government 
Won't give those pris’ners up: 
Though little Lesseps aid invent 
A bloodhound from a pup; 
Why, let the trumpet sound, with man and money found, 
This song is pretty feeble in its way, 
Although it’s taken quite a summer's day to write— 
And Egypt is sure to lose the day. 











| Theatrical. 
{GTRY’S reception at Abbey’s Park Theatre was about the 




















A netenstie 
a 


THB WAY TO HARN RECOGNITION. 


THE bombardment of the Alexandria forts was over. The Egyptian 
troops had retired from them. Wreckage of all kinds lay about every- 
where. Gradually the British shells that had wrought the havoc gathered 
their broken fragments slowly and painfully together, laboriously pieced 
themselves as well as possible, subbed remedies into their bruises, and 
sat stiffly up, with their hands to their heads, ruefully contemplating 
their various damages. Then they crawled, with many grunts of dis- 
comfort, to a convenient spot, and held a meeting to talk matters over. 

‘*Hum !” said a shell from an eighty-ton gun; ‘nice state we 're all 
in! Why, we shall all be in hospital ever so long, even if we survive. 
Just look at my nose; you might say it isn’t a nose at all, I caught it 
against that confoundedly hard gun over there ; it was bad for the gun, 
but what 7 want to know is what reward I'm to have for the work I've 
done? 

‘* A fellow don’t exactly care to get himself damaged in this way for 
nothing, does he?” said a forty-pound percussioner. “I had lovel 
brass studs when I started on this journey ; where are they now? 
shall certainly expect some sort of recognition, if it’s only a vote of 
thanks from the House.” 

‘*Oh, yes, so shall we,” put in all the other shells. ‘‘ Why, half of 
us can’t even identify our pieces; there’s a nice prospect for us in the 
future !” 

** And look how we’re flattened,” said the Nordenfeldt bullets. ‘*Why, 
our own grandmothers wouldn't recognize us! Most of us have even 
gone so far as to spatter—sprinkled our so-to-speak blood all over the 
place in the service of our country.” 

‘* And as for me,” said a shrapnel, ‘‘ why, I’ve simply given up trying 
to find myself at all,” 

Close by, listening with much amusement to this discussion, lay an 
uninjured shell in ali his pristine brightness. Ile positively had not a 
scratch upon his sleek surface. He reclined comfortably on a bed of 
rose-leaves which he had brought with him for the purpose, and at each 
discontented remark he chuckled afresh, until his chuckles became so 
loud that the notice of the others was drawn to him. 

‘*Tfullo!” said all the damaged shells in chorus; ‘‘ why, here’s a 
fellow who hasn't got battered a bit—simply been enjoying himself— 
hasn't done anything in the way of destruction at all, Well, at any rate 

he won't get any recognition, that’s certain,’’ 

The scathless shell positively chuckled so much at this that he nearly 
burst ; then he held himself in, for nothing was further from his thoughts 
than bursting. 

‘* He, he!” said he; ‘‘I can assure you that I never for a moment 
contemplated bursting, or striking anything hard either; so I quietly 
forgot my percussion charge, left it on the dressing-table, and chose a 
nice soft roof to fall through when I got here. Look at me—not turned 
ahair! As for the recognition—he, he! We shall see.” 

At that moment in walked H.R.H. the Prince of Wales and Lord 
Charles Beresford. ‘' Why, here’s a shell that hasn’t exploded,” said 
his lordship; ‘* it shall be decorated and presented to your Highness,” 

** There,” said the unscathed one to the damaged ones; ‘* who knew 
better now? Now, perhaps, the next time you propose to earn the re. 





rr 





ognition of your country you 'Il go the right way to work—be as useless 
s possible.” 

Bat poetical justice foiled that shell after all: he went on chuckling 
worse and worse, till at length, when the decorating people tickled him 
with a rod to see whether he was safe, he couldn't contain himself, and 
burst with merriment. 
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SONGS OF THE WHBZST. 
V.—PENN. 
On A Text By ROPERT BORDETTE. 


WHEN William Penn ap- 
peared before King 
Charles 

To get the charter of his 
Promised Land 

In Pennsylvania, 

’T was in his usual free- 

and-easy style, 


and his hat on side— 
Singing Lard-dardy 
day ! 
Let us drink and be merry, 
laugh, sing, and rejoice, 
With claret and sherry, 
theorbo and voice, 
Merry-ton-ton-ton ta- 
lay ! 


King Charles at once re- 
moved his feathered 
tile. 

**Keep on your hat, 
young man!’’ said Wil- 
liam Penn, 

“It is our Quaker 
way; 

And people will not know that you are bald ; 

se quite at home to make your guests at home— 

Singing Lard-dardy day! 
This changcasle world to cur joys is unjust, 
All treasure's uncirtain, so down with your du:t, 
Merry-ton-ton-ton ta-lay!” 
‘* It is the custom here,” the King replied, 
** bor only one to cover at a time; 
This is the courtly way.” 

‘* Then you should have more covers,” warbled Penn, 
‘* Warm people’s heads to make them merry men— 
Singing Lard-dardy day ! 

And in frolics dispose of your shillings and pence, 

Since we all shall be fast it a hundred years hence, 

\Merry-ton-ton-ton ta-lay |” 


’T is a queer world, and faith! I do not lay 

My hat around, loose, in a domicile 
Where I don’t know the way, 

Unless some party gives a check for it ; 

I've travelled some—-I have—and can’t be bit— 
Singing Lard-dardy day ! 

Since, despite your invention, and learning, and sense, 

You ’ll be som est invenius a hundred years hence, 
Merry-ton-ton-ton, ta lay!” 

** Odds-fish !"’ exclaimed his Royal Majesty, 

‘* He talks full well, but as it seems to me, 
According to our way, 

There ’s a tremendous pig in this same Penn.”’ 

‘* Bravo, young man!” said William; ‘‘ try again— 
Singing Lard-dardy day | 

You have brought me a terrible one on the nob, 

But I bear you no malice, not being a snob, 
Merry-ton-ton-ton ta-lay !” 


And thus it is that history is writ, 
And thus it is good men are slandered sore 
From ever till to-day. 
Some writer pastes a joke ; it may remain 
Safe in a corner from Time’s wind and rain 
Till Time has rolled away. 
So, hurrah for King Charles! and hurrah, too, for Penn! 


And all such and simtlar excellent men ! 


Merry-ton-ton-ton ta-lay ! 





_—w. S — 

Note from a Mother-in-Law. 
i when a young man and woman look absolutely idiotic— 
re suddenly ‘ wied out n the act of kissing each other 


1 tne Grawidby-Trouonu) OF. 


With hands in pockets 





MASTER DE LESSEPS AND THE RAVENING 
CARNIVORA. 


Mem. :—" History oF THE BLoopHouNnD CanarvD.—The Bombay Gazette pub- 
lishes an amusing explanation of the charge against the English of employing blood- 
hounds against Egyptian fugitives. According to this authority, the statement was 
originally made by a son of M. de Lesseps, who was rather hasty in his inferences, 
The bloodhounds in question were the pack of foxhounds consigned to the Bombay 
hunt, and it is to the lively imagination and unpractised eyes of the French employés 
of the Canal Company that this singular case of mistaken identity is to be attributed.” 
— Newspaper. 

( From our own Correspondent. ) 

DISTURBING rumours continue to circulate in Port Said in consequence 
of the terrible suspicions of Master de Lesseps. The French employés 
of the Canal Company are understood to have packed up in readiness to 
take flight on the first confirmation of the rumours. 


. ~ * * * 


(Zater.)\—The French employés of he Suez Canal Company are em- 
barking in haste on the company’s tugs, it being generally held that 
human life is unsafe on shore. They have been compelled, in conse- 
quence of want of room on the boats, to leave their wives and families, 
and express the utmost regret at the necessity. The most heartrending 
scenes prevail, as it is considered certain that the wives and families will 
be eaten alive, 

* * - - * 


(Later.)—Not an em//oy¢ remains within ten miles of the canal. 

The cause of the uneasiness isnowtooapparent. Itseems that Master 
de Lesseps, having ventured from the parental roof for the purpose of 
purchasing some hardbake, was horrorstricken on finding himself sud- 
denly confronted by a ferocious beast of the tiger species. 


* “ * * * 
(Zater.)—Master de Lesseps’ life has been providentially spared, the 
ferocious beast turning out to be a favourite cat left behind by the cook 
of the /n/lexible. The panic is subsiding, and the emp/oyés are return- 
ing to their homes, 
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CONVERSATION FOR THE TIMES. 

MR, SYMPER THETTICK. Scandalous thing, the way we’re allowing 
the Egyptian prisoners to be treated, to be sure! Do you see that they 
actually are not allowed to hold a meeting to agree upon what they shall 
say when examined in court? Just look here in the newspaper :— 
‘* The Egyptian prisoners complain that they are to be examined sepa- 
rately for the forthcoming trials, and are not even allowed to see one 
another.” 

Mr. DREDFLEIGH SHOCT. Disgraceful barbarity in a great and civi- 

lized country like ours! Never heard such a thing in my life, Why, 
see here !—worse and worse (reads) :—‘‘ The Egyptian prisoners have 
evinced the utmost indignation and surprise on being informed that they 
were not to be their own judges, or even to choose their own sentences 
if convicted. They declare that such treatment is barbarous, and utterly 
unworthy of a civilized age.” 
_ Mr. Sym. THET. Quite right, so it is! Why, here’s another bit about 
it! Bless me! it makes you blush for your country to read it :—‘‘ The 
Egyptian prisoners complain that they are to be actually punished, and 
not rewarded as they had expected, in case of conviction at the forth- 
coming trials. They intend to memorialize the European Powers on the 
subject.” 


irk. Drep, SH, lite right ! a most reasonable c 
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Not in the Show. 


ON the ninth an ignorant young man secured a good position 
To witness the Procession as it through the City went ; 
And anon he wandered homewards in a surlyish condition, 
And his erewhile pleasant countenance showed signs of 
discontent. 
Said he, ‘‘I’d ne’er before beheld (pray pardon the con- 
fession) 
This talked-of City pageant (it was very wrong, I know), 
I therefore started early to behold the grand procession 
That is called ‘The Lord Mayor’s Show.’” 





He thought the City companies (so free from all abuses) 
Would bring their various statements of the money they 
disburse. 
‘¢ Much cash,” said he, ‘* was left to them for charitable uses, | 
To teach and clothe the orphan, and relieve the poor in | 
purse.” ’ | 
A list of all their banquets, what they cost, and why provided, | 
He foolishly imagiaed would be brought to view; but lo! 
When he asked why this was missing, his inquiry was de- 
rided— 








By beholders of the Show! 





He thought to see poor children from the ‘‘ Blue-coat” 
School attending. 
‘‘ For the offspring of the poor,” said he, ‘* young Eiward 
built the school, 
And doubtless through the City will these youthful ones be | 
wending ;” 
But bitter disappointment did his expectations cool. 
The ‘* Fishmongers” he thought to see by thankful poor sur- | 
rounded, 
Singing praises to the ‘‘ Ring” for always selling fish so low, 
But the unsuspecting party looked in vain, and was astounded, 
When this wasn’t in the Show. 





He thought in that procession to behold a deputation 

Made up of Erin’s Members, dressed in all their best array, 
Chanting praises to the Premier for his Irish legislation, 
And vowing for the future they would common sense obey. 
He confessed the ‘‘Show’”’ was decent, but ’t was not what 
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PUTTING IT TO HIM DELICATELY. 





_ heexpected; i - Young Lady.—‘‘1’M SORRY TO HEAR YOUR SIGHT IS GETTING SO BAD, 
Notwithstanding all its glitter, he considered it was *‘ slow; | CLUPPINS; BUT WHAT DOES THE DocTor say?” 
He declares the items mentioned here should not have been Cluppins.—AH! MISS, HE SAY TO MB, ‘CLUPPINS,’ HE SAY, ‘YOU 'vE 
neglected mis MORTAL HINJURED THAT THEER SIGHT O’ YOURR BY A-LOOKING TOO 
In the annual City Show. FREQUENT THROUGH A THICK-BOTTOMED TUMBLER.’”’ 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpITor OF ‘‘ Fun.” 
DEAR S1rR,—It would he hard to find amid the mass of humankind 


I treat—in short, to wit, and videlicet, ‘Sport.”* And so, of course, 
you do not know the season’s over long ago. That races, near and far 
away, are still occurring every day—are lost and won on every side—is | 
not at all to be denied. Such patent facts I quite admit, but what have | 
they to do with it? When fashion says the season’s done, you don’t | 
suppose that I am one to contradict the lady flat? Why, sir, I’d rather 
eat my hat (which is not one, you'll bear in mind, of very appetizing 
kind). In spite of all the races run, again I say the season ’s done, the | 
season ’s finished, I persist—the other races don’t exist. But if you think 
I’ll be deterred by sucha trivial absurd arrangement of affairs, you make 
a most egregious mistake. No; when the season’s past and gone, and 
nothing’s left to ‘‘tip”’ upon, my noble nature circumvents the difficulty 
it presents, and always manages to trace a little ‘‘ non-existent” race on 
which to write a tip with ease. This week I’ve turned attention, please, 
to Shrewsbury’s important Cup, and all its chances totted up; and so I 
beg you will not skip the following important 


TIP. 


You have your eye, I fondly hope, 
Directed full at Hagioscope, 

And I would beg you, by-the-bye, 
To scrupulously mind your eye. 


I’m bound to own there’s something nice 
About the look of Edelweiss, 

I’m bound to say I look with joy 

Upon the chance of Corrie Roy. 





rv. . e} .; ie con ft « » " 
ess that inefficient elf were our contribu 








tor hirnsels. | 


an individual who shares your ignorance in such affairs as those of which | 


I’m forced to think that you will bless 
What, just for once, I'll call Hackwess ; 
There ’s something too, I own, tol-lol 
About the chance of Bali-ol, 


And yet I shink, I do not know, 
I’d rather go for Isabeau ; 

But oh! the winner, I opine, 

Will bear the name of Wallenstein. 


And as I’ve nothing more to say of interest in any way, it may be best 
if, writing thus, I sign myself TROPHONIUS, 
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A Pill-ory Par. 
A CONSERVATIVE organ calls the c/é/ure the ‘‘ Parliamentary pill.” 
This accounts, perhaps, for the wry faces some make at the prospect of 
having to swallow it. At all events, they cannot scem to sleep easily 


upon this pill—oh! We presume they will call the period of Procedure 
Rules a “‘ pill”’-age, 





On the Mend. 


A ‘*MEND” may be ‘‘ meant’ by the Members who put down amend- 
ments to the Procedure Rules so plentifully, but the practical result of 
passing their proposals would be not a ‘‘mend” by any means, but a 
complete ‘‘ break-up” of the Government plan. 





A DAILY journal says, “‘ It is now customary in the House of Commons 
to hunt about for ‘ pairs.’” Apple-ly the search has not been fruit-less, 


Apropos SPORTING INTELLIGENCE,—Latest scratching, High- 
lander. 








stions In no case will they be returned unless 
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DIOGENES.” 
Lady.—‘‘ Hk Was A MAN WHO LIVED IN A TuB—— 
Syuire (soito voce). —**' AH! DORKINS WOULD RATHER SPELL 

HAL ANY WATER IN THEM.” 


”» 


MAKING A BUTT OF HIM. 
Lady.—‘'I WONDER YOU ARE SO IDLE, AND GO ABOUT IN SO DISGRACEFUL A STATE, DORKINS. 


—~_- —~- 


YOU LOOK AS WRETCHED AS 
Bibulous One.—'* DON’T KNOW ’UN, M’Lapy. DEW HE LIVE HEREABOUTS?” 


IT WITH A ‘P,’ TUBS WOULDN’T SUIT HIM, ESPECIALLY IF THEY 











Schoolboardiana. 


Tur Chelsea ratepayers see on all sides the curious suggestion ‘‘C, 
Darby-Keade!” It does not follow, though, that the day of the poll 
will see Darby right. 

The good people of Finsbury, on the other hand, are met on every 
hoarding with the direction ‘*‘ Mark Wilks.’’ Why Wilks should be 
specially marked in the north of London, though, it is hard to see; the 
general practice being at the east-end, at any rate, to pick out ** Wilks ” 
with a pin. 

Hackney is earnestly asked by the School Board party not to return 
Mr. J. Lobb, His presence would give them such a Lobb-sided 
appearance ! 
Should Lambeth return A. Cane, it must expect to be asked by the 
metropolis at large why it borrowed it. 


Holding his Zone, 
THERE is no truth that Mr. Belt enlivens the intervals of artistic work 


by alluding to the other members of the Belt family as his ‘‘zone”’ 


| relatives. 





| On Thursday, November 16th. Price Twopence. 
| 


FUN ALMANAC for 1883. 


TWELVE PAGES OF ILLUSTRATIONS BY EMINENT ARTISTS. 
Literary Alatter by best Authors of the Day. 


Fust Out. Price One Shilling; Post-fre, 1s. 2a. 


-HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1883. 


CONTAINING CONTRIBUTIONS FROM 
THE PEN AND PENCIL OF SOME OF OUR MOST 
POPULAR ARTISTS AND AUTHORS OF THE DAY. 


“The New Number of this popular forerunner of the Christmas season is now 
panes. and is, as usual, elaborately illustrated by eminent artists, and supported 

y the pens of numerous contributors of established reputation."— Daily News. 

‘* Comicality runs rampant, and the wildest flights of imagination are indulged in 
by authors and artists.”"— Daily Chronicle. 

‘* Paking time by the forelock, the proprietors of this Annual have given to the public 

| acapital collection of funny tales, excellently well told in prose and verse.""—Belt's 

Ltf¢. wee . ; 


| “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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CAUTION. 


“=Gocoa 
PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING !! 
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To the First London Particulars 


FOLD yourselves about us, come 
To our chest, 

Nip our lungs, our noses, numb, 
At your best ; 

There are some superior few 

(Though a respirator through) 

Have the sense to say of you, — 
Welcome guest. 


Let them chaff as their congealed 
Wits allowed, 
Who require nor shade nor shi-!d, 
The loud crowd ; 
Who have never felt, perhaps 
(Being common kind of chaps), 
That the safest of all wraps 
Is a shroud. 


They adore you, the august 
Finer folk, 

Who prefer to summer dust 
Autumn smoke; 

Who inhale you, clinging, fat, 

Grey as age or black as hat, 

Knowing, if you shroud us, that 
You ’re a cloak. 


You ’re the generous disguise 
Nature lends 

When mankind does not comprise 
Only friends ; 

For a man who’s apt to meet 

Creditors in every street, 

The indulgent and discreet 
}’og defends. 


And thee, O Brush’s light above ! 
Bleats the bard 

In his normal state of love 
Evil-starr’d, 

Though duennas press and pen, 

He’s the happiest of men— 

Kissing in the clouds twice—when 
You're on guard, 


Not Likely! 


I WouLD I were a moth, my dear, 
And you could be a candle ; 
Though stearine alight, I fear, 
Is perilous to handle. 
My soul would be serenely gay, 
My rapture would be utter, 
kor you could burn the hours away, 
And I around you flutter. 


If you could be the pole, my love, 
And I could be the needle, 

My joy ’t would be, all joys above, 
To softly sigh and wheedle. 

Supposing you a rose became, 
A nightingale would J be: 


My wheedling would be still the same, 


And softer still my sigh be. 


If we were aught, both you and I, 
But what our luck has made us, 
We might of course insanely try 
To do as fancy bade us. 
Romance was never meant for you ; 
And what care / about it? 
More wise to try, as others do, 
To get along without it. 


— — = oe ee ee oe 


Legal Mem, 


WHAT a strange thing one can never get a 
lady witness in court to ‘‘speak up,” not even 
the married ones, who can shout loudly enough 


home. 
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A GOOD DEAL IN A NAME. 


Visitor to Doe Show.—** VERY HEAVY BULL THAT!” 


Dorg Tout. —‘* AH! I TRAINED 'IM FOR THE BRERDER, 
Visitor. —** *GLuel’ 


GRAND DorG ‘Gus,’ Sir.” 
STRANGE NAME FOR A Doc, ISN’T IT?” 


Dore Tout.—** WRLL, SIR, FUST HE WAS ‘C.SAR,’ BUT WHEN WE USED TO SING 
OouT ‘C.4SAR,’ INSTEAD O’ COMIN’ IN TER HERL, HE USED FUR TO THINK AS WE 
MEANT ’IM TO LAY HOLD O’ SUFFIN’, WHICH HE ALLUS ACCORDIN’ DID; SO NOW WE 


CALLS ’IM ‘GLUE,’ AN’ WOT COULD BE BETTER? 
BIT, AN’, BLOW ME! HE’LL STICK TO ANYTHING,” 


You 'V@ ONY TER WARM ’IM UP A 
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‘We should like to do without ’em!” 


Tue ‘music ” the Italian organ-grinder executes does not seem to have much effect in soothing 


his savage breast, for in his disputes the use of the knife is too terribly frequent. 


Recently 


knives were used with fatal effect at Leicester on an upfortunate man, and tbree Italian dis- 


pensers of sweet street music stand charged with the act. 
beds of knives, and grinders. 


Leather Lane and its vicinity are hot- 
We really do not wish at all to wound the feelings of any counts 


in disguise, but we should be heartily glad if the Italian colony em masse were to take it into its 
somewhat unwashed head, and cut—well, its ‘‘ stick’’ or its **lucky.” 





Bainful. 


Wuen Dr. Bain went to deliver his inaugural address as Rector of Aberdeen University, 


some of the students were very riotous, 


to that 


They evidently thought that an antidote was needed 


lal 


bain, 




















te SOT 
ae sre’ 


vee 








Cm marty as lye 










> 
Ne nes el A ae arnt ieee: BS Ha ese NEAR titanate hr li 
m8 aS aad ade 


eros abe 


eee Seiitneeee 








































































Oe OO oe 
























“UN. 


NOVEMBER 22, 1882, 























LAN! ‘TO BE THUS IS N 
TT TO YE SAFELY THUS 


JThHI 


take the responsibility of advising him to quit his pre- 
sent walk for that of the poetic drama, but there was 
much in it that proved the possibility of his giving them 
tha’ justification at some future time. 





id If Mr. Barnes could shake himself entire/y free from 
| his knowledge of previous Macbeths, as in some minor 
points he partially does, it would probably be a greater 
3 performance. He has many advantages—earnestness, 
ei modesty, a handsome appearance, and a good voice; 
but at present he seems to lack that peculiar sensitive- 
ness which enables an actor to lose himself in the cha- 
racter represented. This lack is perhaps most conspicu- 
ous in the banquetting scene, where his Macbeth is a 
gentleman crucliy worried by a ghost, which—and per- 
haps he is justified by its being such an obvious fraud — 
he receives with a weeping, impotent anger, an not 
with the shuddering horror which is the ghostly due. 
Mrs. Bernard Beere is entitled to more than ordinary 
sympathy for the somewhat disastrous commencement to 
her management of the Globe Theatre. It has so evi- 
dently been her aim to reach a high tone of refinement 
and good taste both before and behind the curtain, and 
the arrangements both for the cast and scenic illustration 
| of the Laureate’s unfortunate play, and for the personal 
| comfort and wsthetic pleasure of the visitor, have been 
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G5 
light upon the 


Mr. 
Barnes can 
scarcely be said 
to have thrown 


any vividly new 


character of 
Macbeth (whose 
character, by 
the way, was 


not of a nature 
calculated _to 
bear muchiight), 
he may yet be 
credited with a 
manly, fervid, 
and, within cer- 
tain limits, 
thoughtful piece 
of acting, con- 
taining many 
evidences of in- 
dependence of 
conception and 
earnest study. 
[here was no- 


| thing in it upon which any well-wisher of the actor cou!d jus ly under- 





Dwe Grourt.—Dora STEsR, DAU:.H- 
A TILLER O} 


HR ©} 
AND 3S! KERE! 


so complete and thoughtful that it seems hard that her one mistake in 
choosing 
author 
make them go 
for nothing. 


her 
should 





The mistake 


was no doubta 
fatal one. 
Tennyson, it is 
no disrespect to 


Mr. 





to do with the matter. We feel that this individual man would be just 
as egotistically heartless were he either a so-called Christian, a Parzee, 
or a Buddhist. 
3esides the out- \ 
of-place didactic 
ethics indulged 
in by this cha- 
racter — who 
conveys the idea 
that he is going 
to give a series 
of lectures at 
some local town 
hall, and is con- 
stantly rehears- 
ing in soliloquy 
—there isa want 
of point, with an 
occasional de- 
scent to actual 
prosaic batho; 
in the dialogue, 
against which 
no play could 
make way. 
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»pE.—Mr,. KELLY IN A RAGE—A MELAN-KELLY 
SPECTACLE. 


Tue Gi 
Traces of the 


hand of genius 
ere, howere’, and of course, manifest. The prominent persons of the story 
are sharply individualized, and Mr. Tennyson has a very 
complete knowledge of bucolic character, while the main 
idea of the demurely conceited sophist, who bears a family 
likeness to some of the esoteric creations of the late Lord 
Lytton, would form a magnificent basis for a poem, 
unsuited and disastrous as it is as the basis of a play. 


The acting was such as to give the piece every chance 
of success: Mr. Vezin’s performance is a trifle too un- 
compromising, perhaps, but it is a fine one nevertheless ; 
as for Mr. Kelly’s Farmer Dobson, the quiet but firm 
grasp displayed by the actor could hardly be excelled, 
and is beyond all praise; Mrs. Bernard Beere, though 
she is apt to grow monotonous in style in unmarked 
passages, 1s an actress quite capable of rising to a strong 
situation, or delivering with pointed effect some delicate 
bit of comedy, and her Dora is a very telling piece of 
acting; Mr, H. E. Russell plays an old rustic well, and 
Mr. Halley sings a pretty song with some character ; Mr. 
Ii. Cameron is a mistake as Farmer Steer. 


It would seem as though a taste for rustic drama had 
been engendered by the success of Mr. Pinero’s Syuzre, 
by which that gentleman claims to have ‘‘drawn the 
scent of hay across the footlights.” Far from the Mad- 
ding Crowd followed it, and now we have 7%e Pro- 
mise of May. It is curious to note, though, that the 
success of these pieces has been in an inverse ratio to the truth of their 
rusticity. Mr. zr ~ 
Tennyson's ap- 
proach nearest 
to the charac. 
teristic dulness 
of the originals ; 
Mr.  Hardy’s 
make a good 
**next;” while 
Mr. Pinero’s 


rHE EakTH, 
THE GLOBE. 
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say, is already 
a proved failure 
as a writer for 
the stage, and 
The Promise of 
May, reduced to 
its elements, is 
but the very old 
story of the 
trusting village 
maid and the 
heartless ‘‘ gen- 
tleman.” That 
the latter pro- 
fesses peculiar 


e 





have just a sus- 
picion of thea- 


trical effect 
about them, 
which faintly 


tinges them with 
** stage,” so that 
it is clear that 
the greatest suc- 
cess is obtained 
by ‘‘drawing 
the scent of the 
footlights across 
the hay,”’ rather 
than by the re- 
verse | rat 
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New Covent Garden. 


The Duke of Tedford has;at last authorized the improvement of 
Covent Garcen Market. 


Don’t, ducal leveller, a poet prays 

You, don’t ; stand staunch against the coming storm ; 
Red Rads there are enough to raise and raze,— 

Don’t vou begin reform. 
Above all, not with that seductive sewer 

Where for most Cockneys pines’and pumpkins grew ; 
It was so nasty, give us nothing newer ; 

Oh, spare the slums we knew! 


Leave us our own dear Garden as we smelt it 
On sunny mornings, when the vapour rose 
From stewing cabbages ; the poet felt it 
As incense to his nose, — 
The incense that your modern bard best please;, 
Compost of gutter growth and kennel fumes, 
And the great glorious fountain of all these is} 
The Garden that he dooms! 


For what shall come will be the big and brazen 
Parisian hotel, or ‘* Louvre,” or ‘** vedle,” 
A nasty clean big building, with the blazon 
Of Bedford cut in steel ; 
No pretty picturesque discomfort lending 
Itself to dear old rheumatism and cold ; 
Nothing pretentious, but the unpretendiny 
Grey stone, and not green moul:l. 


What shall we do who live by airing grumbles 
About (of course) fictitious wrongs and woes ? 
What shall we do when Covent Garden tumbles 
Upon our threadbare toes ? 

We'll have to tread a wholesome building dull as 
The Polytechnic, and, suppose hefpays, 

In a ridiculously clean and classic palace 
We 'll have to buy our bays. 

















A Handy Body. 
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IT is appropriate that Municipal ‘‘ Watch” Committe-s 


‘*hands ” on anybody. 





> q j 
at caaae teal = 7 5 aie es Sguire.—“ AH! GOOD MORNING, DOBSON. YOU WERE NOT AT THE 
’ | MEET YESTERDAY, I SAW—AND YOU SUCH A SPORTSMAN TOO!” 
Farmer Dobson.—‘*MEkT, SQUIRE! WHy, DARN M® IF ‘LT AIN'T 
sige QUITE AS MUCH AS I CAN DO TO LOOK AFTER GESlING * Barap’ THESE 
LONDON is likely to be very much school-‘‘ bored’ presently. | HARD TIMES, I MUST LEAVE THE ‘Meer’ TO MY BELTERS,” 






BREAD-SEEKING VERSUS MEET-HUNTING. 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT THE KEVIEW. 


Nor being a peer, a Member of Parliament, nor a servant of the 
()aeen in either a military, naval. or civil capacity, I found it difficult, 
Sir, to enforce my claim for an Enclosure ticket for the royal edition of 
the Saturday Review. Still, as you know, my motto is ‘‘ All There !”’ 
and I made up my mind to be present even if it should be necessary 
to also make up my face to effect my purpose. And I was engaged in 
busily debating in my own mind whether I should attempt to pass my- 
self off as Mr. Oscar Wilde unexpectedly returned from America, or Mr. 
Alfred Tennyson naturally shrinking from observation after the /vo- 
mise of May (and the Performance of November) in a Manteau.x 
Noirs cloak and hat, when a much more original ide.. occurring to me, 
I instantly applied the closure (to my mental debate, { mean), and took 
instant steps to carry it out. 

. * » * * 

All the world and his wife had taken their seats (or some one else's), 
and the tenth gun of the royal salute was already thundering forth (if 
you can make out how that could have been, Sir), when the sentries at 
the Horse Guards’ gate were conscious of the presence of an imposing- 
looking copper-coloured warrior mounted on a sixteen-hands steed, 
which champed its bit vigorously (it was, so to speak, a champion 
champer) as it was reined up on the «ones, ; 

The immense crowd assembled in Whitehall began to cheer voci- 
ferously. The sight of the voluminous turban on which, as I bappen to 
know, enough white damask to make two large tablecloths had been 
lavished, was quite enough for them. .The mysterious horseman was 
clearly a member of the Indian Contingest, and the populace began to 
surge round, to touch, if possible, even his stirrup-irons. The custodian 
of the gate, anxious to prevent an incursion of the mob, at once signed 
to the copper-coloured one to pass in, and amidst continued plaudits 
Havildar Bagador Chunder Sen, as I happen to know he was prepared 
to call himself, drew his curved Oriental sabre, and proudly curvetted 


¢ k sah ¢F . , 
nrougn tHe ar way. 





Rank and fashion, birth and beauty, looking out of the Horse 
Guards windows, greeted the Havildar with a murmur of adimiration. 
His turban, so to speak, wound itself around every heart, and in sooth 
it was long enovgh for the purpose. 

But time was pressing, and the representative of our imperial legion- ts 
aries in the East caracoled proudly on, saluting all that was fairest 
with his scimitar. He had reached the middle ot the Enclosure before 
the sentries and mounted a:des seemed to realize his presence, [ut 
presently several of the latter galloped up to him, and would have 
questioned the isolated horseman. But the British nation, on grand 
stand assembled, would not have its Indian Contingent in‘erfered with, 
and with a mighty ‘‘ Yah!” it made the meddling officers know they 
were exceeding their legitimate duty. ‘* Let the brave fellow pass,’ 
yelled five thousand honest throats, and they did so without even asking 
him to explain his separation from his fellow-Havildars and Subadurs, 

Thus it was that when the royal carriages came sweeping down the | 
Mall, escorted by a brilliant galaxy of military heroes, the Havildar i 
Bagador Chunder Sen, cleverly biding his time, wheeled round and Ht 
joined the gorgeous stafi, finding himself between two of Englani|'s ; 
most distinguished generals, and close to Her Gracious Majesty herself. 

By the way, Sir, there was some little difficulty Jater cn (discreetly i 
suppressed in the papers) as toa missing medal. It was found that 
those provided for the Indian Contingent would not go round, one I 
worthy Eastern warrior having been necessarily left undecorated. It may Hel} 
perhaps serve to explain this miscalculation if I add that as I write this 
an Egyptian war medal dangles upon my breast, and that spread out 
on two chairs to get out the creases is the turban worn at the Royal 
Review by Havildar Bagador Chunder Sen! 

Yes, Sir, your Extra-Special and the Havildar were one, and, thanks 
to my ruse, can now give you a most circumstantial account of the 
whole affair. [Ep. Norg.—Thanks; but we do not care to avail our- 
selves of information thus obtained under false pretences, nor shall we 


pay the costumier’s bill you have sent us. ] 
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ABOUT TAXIDERMY —2. ON UNREASON IN CLIENTS. 
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DECORATING THE LIONS. 


LITURDAY, 81H NOVEMBER. 
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DECORATING THE LIONS, 
(See Cartoon.) 


It is a weakness in the line 
Of many men to seek to shine 
By wearing some adorning sign 
Of royal approbation ; 
And such ere now so cheap have grown 
That in a Court, once widely known, 
The most distinguished men alone 
Displayed no decoration. 


But honours bravely won in fight 
Are looked at in another light, 
As being generally quite 

To lack of merit strangers : 
What backstairs influence has hewn 
A hero from a rich poltroon, 
Or got the V.C. for a loon 

Who ne'er faced any dangers? 


And therefore when our gracious (ueen 
Her faithful subjects doth convene, 
And when she publicly is seen 

To fix with grateful pleasure 
The Egypt medal—weicome guest !— 
Upon the British Lion’s breast, 
Our cheers his high desert attest, 
And none begrudge his treasure. 
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DITTIBS OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT, 
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New Series. No. 21.—AN INTRBPID-DITTY. 


Air—‘'/ don't care a cent.” 


I've had to read all of the newspapers through, 
I don’t care a cent about that ! 
I’ve now to hand over the gleanings to you, 
I don’t care a cent about that ! 
You may not believe, though I chatter all day, 
You may not care twopence for what I ’ve to say, 
My news may annoy you in every way, 
I don’t care a cent about that ! 


A city called Dublin (just over the sea) 

There ’s a deuce of a scent about that ! 
Refuses its freedom to famous Sir G., 

He don't care a cent about that! 
From which you perceive without fancy or whim, 
Their sense of his merits is not at all dim, 
It wou/d be an insult to offer it him; 

I do care a cent about that ! 


A convict at Dartmoor has come to an end, 
I don’t care a cent about that ! 

Mr. Bradlaugh has failed with his case ‘‘ by a friend,”’ 
I don’t care a cent about that! 

I hear they ’re about to review what remains 

Of the army that fought on Egyptian plains; _ 

I shall go if it thunders, snows, lightens, or rains, 
I don’t care a cent about that! 


The shortsighted scholars pertaining to France, 
I don’t care a cent about that ! 

Have gone in for type that will give them a chance, 
I don’t care a cent about that ! 

Sut now a new Board we're about to elect, 

Let us bar all shortsightedness we can detect, 

And tell them our notions, although I expect 
They won’t care a cent about that! 


They ’ve caught a persistent purloiner of dogs, 

He don’t care a cent about that ! 
Sut five years, with penal, his liberty clogs, 

He may care a cent about that ! 
The Indian Contingent are here and ‘‘all there,”’ 
I hope of enjoyment they'll take their full share, 
And as for how you may regard the affair, 

I don’t care a cent about that ! 


Judge Lawson’s attacker was cleverly caught, 
McDonald may crow about that ! 

Though that felon’s reward should with torture be fraught, 
I don’t care a cent about that ! 

While if of this ditty you happen to speak, 

And say that it’s crude, and unrhythmic, and weak, 

And running all over with limitless cheek, 
I don't care a cent about that! 








Kew-rious.—That Sir Joseph threatens to ‘‘ take his Hook”-ah ! 





THE CONVINCED BARD. 


WHO could the Victim be that Fun had got hold of this time? He 
had long hair, and a great, great collar—no, not like the Premier’s, for 
it turned down—and Fun dragged him by the cuff until they came to 
a carpenter's workshop, 

‘* Now, sit down,” said Fun, ‘‘and observe carefully.” 

The Victim observed, and saw a piece of work in which a nail was 














| manner proclaimed him a poet. 


| eat grass he was a most clumsy and dis!ressing failure. 
| Victim, 


| all its available water from its source to the sea, and piled it up in an 


required ; and behold! a bright-headed screw hopped out of its tray and 
tried to drive itself into the piece of work, like a nail, but its repeated 
attempts only ended in dead failure, 
** What d’ ye think of tha nail’s intelligence?” asked Fon. 
“‘It disappoints me,” said the Victim, whose rolling eye and whole 


Then Fun dragged him on until they came upon a whale who was 
trying to bean elephant. While he had kept in his own element he had 
gone along most flowingly and pleasantly, and with a peculiar grace of 
his own; but from the instant he tried to stride about on dry land and 


‘* How does that performance strike you?” asked Fun, 
**Should have expected him to know better,’ replied the poetic 


Then they proceeded until they came to a great river which was en- 
gaged in an attempt to turn itself intoa mountain, It gathered together 


uncomfortable heap ; but it did not succeed in looking a bit like a proper 
mountain, and nobody would trust himself to climb it; so all it had 
done had been to spoil its beauty, stop its pleasant flow, make itself 
ridiculous, und frighten all its fishes to death. 

‘* What’s your private opioion of that performance?” asked Fon. 

** Well, I aid give that river credit for a little more common sense,” 
said the poet; ‘but I’m tired of all this confounded nonsense; and 
besides, I ’ve got to get the first act of another play done before dinner.” 





‘‘Ah! it’s evident you haven’t seen enough yet,” said Fun; and 
dragged the Victim on until they came to a point of vantage whence 
they could see the sun trying to be the moon, The attempt was ob- 
viously a dead failure; he gave too much light for a moon, and kept 
people awake; and when it came to his proper time to work—the day- 
time —he was so knocked up that he couldn't shine worth speaking of. 

** What do you say to that?” inquired Fun. 

‘*Couldn’t have believed he would have been so shortsighted,” said 
the poet. ‘* Why, he made such an excellent sun! Everybody was 
delighted with his performances in that line—his own proper, natural 
line, which brought out his peculiar genius.” The poet suddenly stopped 
in his remarks, and his eye became fixed on his inner self. For a time 
he bit his nails in deep and painful reflection ; then arose and clasped 
FUN nine times to his m. 

‘*T see!” he said with passionate gratitude; ‘‘I take you! How 
shall I sufficiently thank you? You mean that ‘ Promise of May’ thin 
of mine. Oh, why did I not see this before? But it ’sall right, o 
man; Ill withdraw it; I’ll t—t—tear it up; I'll write tothe 7imes to 
say somebody else wrote it ; and I'll stick to my own line in future— 
I will!” 

And he sobbed upon Fon’s breast. 

‘* Yes,” said FUN the Teacher affectionately ; ‘‘ give us more ‘ Idylls 
of the King,’ more ‘ Princess,’ more ‘ Locksley Hall’; but no more 
‘(Queen Mary,’ no more ‘ Promise of May,’ for there is no promise in it ; 
it’s a breach of promise.” 
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THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


On Friday, ze tens of Novembare, zare vare all sort of qvestion, 
irom ze trial of Arabi to ze croftare of ze Skye. Ve vish Arabi almost 
vare are ze croftares in ze sky, for vraiment his trial must be great trial 
for Sir Dilke. Sir Norscote vant ze G. O. M. to say ven he vill discuss 
ze motion of Mr. Bourke on ze Egyptian Var. Zare have been of late 
much motion mats feu de progr’s. Ve artive at ze last debate on ze first 
Resolution. Capitaine O’Shea open ze ball. He make so good espeech. 
I sing zis tune—‘*O'She(a) is von jolly good fellows.” Mr. Cowen fol- 
low. He stand on Liberal side, but Iam remind of ze Cow-in ze shop of 
china; he so much kick, and he flare so much up, zat I sink he come not 
from ze Tyne, but ze turpen/ine ; as ze General-Attorney say aftare, he 
have seat himself on ze wrong side. // doit se ranger vis-a-vis. Ve 
have all ze parish to-night, from ze Sexton to ze Clarke. Mr Chaplain 


modo.”’ 1 sail call him ‘‘ Chaplin of ze Forces.” Vile he is on his legs 
ze Indian Contingent come in; ze House do not espy <trangers but 
friends, and give zem several hips and lot of hoorays. Sir O'Brien pul- 
verize Mr, Sexton. Ze General-Attorney make esplendid espeech. Sir 
Beach oppose ze clOture, but zis beach cannot stem ze tide. At ze last 
ve divide: zare are 304 for ze Kesolution, against it 260. Zare are 
cheers and cheers of ze counter. Ze G. O. M. have carried his Reso- 
lution by his resolution. 

Lundi soir, Six Dilke ansare sixteen qvestions about Arabi Pasha. 
Milor Churchill is like your John in a box; he is so many time down 
and up. // est trés drile; but ze house is not circus, if some Membares 
are clown. Mr. Trevelyan tell us of ze vare slim—I sall mean narrow 
—escape of Mr. Justice Lawson. Veall vish long life to Judge Lawson 
and more power to ze elbows of McDonnell. JA/aintenant, ve reach 
ze second kesolution, vich is to forbid notices of motion until ze House 
have enter upon ordares of ze day or notices of motion, except by leave 
of ze House: no division to be taken unless forty Membares rise in zeir 
places. I move as amendment zat ze Membares sall rise out of zeir 
places, for zat zey alway sit in zem. ZeG.O.M. siton me. He do 
ze same to Mr, Yorke. Of course Milor Randolph move amendment 
cla va sans dire (we often vish he vould go also vitout saying). Mr. 
Gladstone amend ze amendment, zen accept it; as altered it add zat no 
motion to adjourn sall be made until ze qvestion in z¢ paper have been 
disposed of, 

Tuesday. Mr. Gladstone occupy lots of time in saying how we have 
occupy Egypte. Zen ve get on to ze Rules. Ze amendment of Mr. 
Fowler, maintenant, is fairer zan most, and ze G. O. M., also he knock 
it out, altare ze shape, and place it in. Commez-ca it provide zat vare 
von Membare move ze adjournment on matter of public importance, if 
forty more rise in zare place ze motion sall be carried. Ze House rise 
at von; /’at oublie mon clef, my landlady rise at two. ‘‘ Ze expression 
of her feature ”"—as your song say—‘‘ I nevare sall forget.” /amazs ! 

Vennisday. Ze Kule numbare two is carry. Ve get on to numbare 
three, vich is, zat if von sall move to adjourn debate, ze debate zareon 
sall be confined zereto, and no von sall move tvice (I suppose because 
as your proverbs say, ze two times move is as bad as ze von time fire). 
Milor Churchill say zat ze Chairman of Committees is ze hack of ze 
House, and zat ze Mr. Raikes, ven Chairman, was vipped up by Sir 
Dyke, ze vippare-in. Mars apres cela! Mr. Raikes make ze duck and 
raikes of ze random Randy. Aftare more amending ve adjourn a 6 
heures. 





Sead ’ , a » = yw. 7 te 3 A 

URGING ON HIS wit D CAREER 
On Zursday, aftare qvestions, ve pass ze sird Resolution. Numbare 
four is zat vere von challenge ze eyes or ze nose of ze Espeakare, if less 
zan tventy rise, he may declare ze determination of ze House. As at 
‘‘Nap,” ve all pass four. Also ve pass numbare five, vich is zat ze 
Espeakare may call attention to irrelevancy or repetition in espeeches, 
Zis vill be rough on Milor Randy. 


een 











Do we not all hope that 
seful in School Board politics? Why, Surr-tainly ! 





vire into ze cloture, He transpose Horace—vit him it is *‘ Fortiter in © 





Mrs. Surr will soon be restored to health, and | 


SAFE TRAVELLING. 
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‘‘OrF we go, Jim,” said the driver of the 10.95 express to his mate 
the stoker; ‘‘and mind we’ve strict orders not to pay no attention to 
the alarm-cord unless we see somethink looks wrong about the train.” 

‘‘ Right,” said the stoker ; and off they went. 

And Fon’s staff of Special Criminals and Freebooters heard those 
remarks, and chuckled, and distributed themselves about the train; and 
when the same was spinning along at a cosy sixty miles an hour, they 
arose and set about their hideous work, 

. 7 « * * 


‘‘ Hullo!” mused the rear-guard to himself: ‘‘here’s somebody 
boring a hole through the back end of my van and getting in; I will 


| hang on to the communicator and stop the train. Yet, horror !—what 


is this? He smiles mockingly at my efforts. He bundles me out on to 


the line through the hole he has made at the back, while he stays to rifle | 
* 


+ + 


the baggage.” 

‘* Horror !” said a helpless person in the third-class carriage next to 
the rear-van; ‘‘my companion in the compartment is a miner with 
charges of dynamite. I will pull the cord; here it is—yet the train 
stops not! Ha! he has blown the rear end of the carriage out, and me 
to atoms on the line, while the train urges madly forward. I will re- 
port that communicator to the company—not connected, of course.” 

. o * + % 


‘* Dear me!” said the unprotected female in the first-class next to the 
third-class next to the van, ‘‘this man in the carriage is a lunatic, and 
is playing with a razor. He fixes his awful eye upon me; he advances 
with the intention of cutting my throat from ear to ear; the cold steel 
touches my nose. But, owing to the thoughtfulness of the railway com- 
pany, he is foiled—for see, I at once pull the cord. Ha! the train 
slackens no whit in its onward course. I am lost—yes, he has chopped 
me intothe smallest pieces! Most disgraceful thing that that cord should 
be out oforder.” * * * 

‘* By jingo!” said the clergyman in the second-class next to the first- 
class, ‘‘ these men with whom I am shut up here are three-card-trickers. 
They fix upon me as their victim, and accost me. They throw off all 
disguise and threaten violence ; but I will pull the communicator and 
be delivered from them. How! Does the train not stop? No—they 
twine their fingers in my cravat; they rifle my pockets, and kick me 
about the head until I’m insensible. Confound the company !—haven’t 
connected thatcord.” * * * 

** Heavens!” shrieked the passenger in the third-class carriage next 
the engine, ‘‘if there isn’t a man in the carriage with three great bull- 
dogs and a lot of cages full of rats, and another man with an infernal 
machine, and several Red Indians, and a Bengal tiger, and a beastly boy 
with a pea-shooter. Help! Murder! All the rats and bulldogs are 
flying at me, and the infernal machine’s going off, and the Red Indians 
are about to scalp me, and the tiger’s got my head in his mouth, and 
the boy 's shooting peas at me. Where’s that cord? Ha! it doesn't 
act. I’mdone for! But I’ll write to the 7imes about that communi- 
cator.”’ 

* * 2 > * 


** There,” said the engine-driver, ‘‘ we brought the train right through 
without any mishap, Eh?—what? Why, good gracious——” 

**There must be inquests, and trials, and executions, and all sorts, 
about this affair,” said the indignant British Public. ‘Oh, it’s all 
right,” said Fun; ‘‘all these criminals are my emplojés ; I ordered 
them to do all this just to show the public ow much could go on ina 
train under present regulations.” ‘‘Oh! all right—thanks,” said the 
Public; “we must see to this.” 
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Explanations. 


You ask me why I lead a life 
So near to death ’t is on its border, 

And wage with Fate a bitter strife, 
Like paupers of the lowest order, 

The query seems to me absurd— 
Not either sensible or funny ; 

’'T is nearly answered in a word,— 
I’m out of luck and short of money. 


You ask me why I never buy 
A mansion in a midland county, | 
And let my neighbours, low or high, 
Be all partakers of my bounty. 
My reason I can clearly state, 
Although it pains me to record it ; 
Affairs have gone so ill of late, 
I cannot very well afford it. 


You ask me why I walk the street 
In clothes unutterably seedy, 
Presenting unto all I meet 
An aspect altogether needy. 
Such looks of pity I provoke, 
With joy would I improve my raiment ; 
But Snip, my tailor, loves a joke, 
And Snip insists on ready payment. 





You ask me why I only driak 
My modest ale or lowly porter ; 
I soon can tell you /haz, I think, 
And no reply could well be shorter. 
Upon the wines of sunny France 
My luck has placed a long embargo ; 
I dare not, e’en in fancy, glance 
At Clos-Vougeout or Chateau-Margaux. 


You ask me why—but never mind !— 
So many silly things you ask me ; 
An answer for them each to find 

Would rather too severely task me. 
I’m lazy, impecunious, ill ; 

Not very wise nor very clever ; 
And, if a dun presents a bill, 

Pay nothing on account whatever. 


High, 








“Tell est la Vie.” 
WE don’t now say ‘‘ Tell it to the Marines,” but Tel-el- 
Kebir. 





DEAR,” 








GOING TO THE Docs,—Attending a meet. 
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ON THE HONEYMOON. 


Araminta.—‘*' OH, CHARLES, MY OWN LOVR, WHAT A NOBLE PIECE 
OF ARCHITECTURE ST. PAuL’s Is! 
MASSIVE DOME STANDS on0T! 
CHRISTOPHER WREN MAKE IT SO ROUND?” 

Charles (married for money, who has had about two hours of this sort of 
thing).—‘‘TO PREVENT THE EvIL ONE FROM HIDING IN A CORNER, MY 


How BOLDLY, HOW GRANDLY THE 
BUT TELL ME, DARLING, WHY DID SIR 


[And, in a fit of wild despair, he dashes into Sweeting's, 
and screams for dry sherry. 








NEW LEAVES. 


Tne Theatre is of more than average interest. There is an admirable 
photo of Mr. Kyrle Bellew, and an interesting sketch of his career ; a 
sensible article on ‘‘ The Amusements of the People ;” and other inte- 
resting matter, amongst which we were glad to observe, in pars, speak- 
ing of ‘‘ Hood’s Annual,” the graceful and affectionate remembrance of 
its originator, the late Tom Hood, who was so many years editor of Fun, 
Art and Letters, —The variety and richness of its contents elevate it to 
the high position it so well deserves. 

The Century and St. Nicholas usually afford an intellectual treat, 
anticipated with the keenest appetite, and enjoyed with unalloyed de- 
light. They are generally exquisite, but the present numbers are perhaps 
scarcely so good. 

Macmillan’s.—Set among its other articles will be found a noteworthy 
translation of ‘‘ The Poem of Pentaur,” ‘‘the most ancient heroic poem 
in the world.” 

The Squire is a cheerful fellow to spend an hour with. 

Household Words holds the house, its words being in high favour. 





The Marquis of Queensberry and “The Promise of 
May.” | 
THE Marquis of Queensberry's pa and ma evidently did not spend 
that conventional ‘‘tuppence” for manners on their son during his early 
youth. The Marquis may have a profound knowledge of the laws of | 
boxing, but of the laws of decorum he must be singularly ignorant. The 
scene he created at the Globe last week, simply because he did not ap- | 





prove of the NON-freethinking sentiments of Mr, Tennyson’s play, could 


not I ina ‘* New Cu We expect ordinarily decent 


ot be excused t rough.’ 





behaviour from a nobleman. It is stated that ‘‘it was found necessary 
to urge the Marquis to leave the house.” Had the delinquent beena 
New Cut rough instead of a Marquis, the urging would have taken the 
form of what is vulgarly called ‘‘a chuck out.” Bradlaugh, we hear, 
has never ceased blushing since the affair for his aristocratic disciple. 





Wn Hemoriam. 


ARTHUR SKETCHLBY. 


In the weekly issues of FON, some years ago, no contributions were 


| looked forward to with greater pleasure than those which came from the 
pen of Arthur Sketchley (George Rose), who has now passed away from 


our midst. The name of the author of M/7s. Brown has become a 
household word ; the name of its author has been endeared to all of us. 
Arthur Sketchley was one of the few humourists of the present day who 
never, in any instance, overstepped the bounds of prudence or of mo- 
desty. Most scrupulous in all his dealings with the world, at a period 
of life when all are most affected by worldly considerations he sacrificed 
his prospects to his conscientious — Throughout the whole of 
his career he was remarkable for the integrity of his motives, the strict- 
ness of his morality, and the sincerity of his friendship. Indeed, in 


| comparing the departed humourist with many of those who have attained 
| a higher place in the ranks of fame, but who have at times sought to in- 


crease their reputation at the expense of their honour, we cannot but 


| call to mind the lines of the poet Shirley— 


** Only the actions of the just 


Smell sweet and blossom in the dust.” 
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WHAT'S IN A (N)AIM. 
revienced Shootist.—*' DRAR ME! I MADE SURE I’D KILLED AT LEAST ONE OF THOSE BIRDS; YET SER, YONDER, AWAY THEY 


BOAK ! 
Acefir.—*' 1 DOAN’! THINK THRY BE SORE, ZUR, FOR THEY DOAN'T LOOK AS IF YEW'D WOUNDED OF ’EM MUCH!” 








“by order of the Education Department, the school books in French 


Government schools are to be printed in larger type on account of the 
recent great increase of shortsightedness.”” We do not hear what remedy F U N A a Mi A N A OC for 1 Ss} 83. 


Now Ready. Price Twopence. 


to be adopted in the matter of the ‘‘ recent great increase of short- ' : 

| ightedness connected with the London School Board. We allude to IWELVE PAGES OF ILLUSTRATIONS BY EMINENT ARTISTS. 

‘* ° e . ' 
}the shortsighted proposal—a proposal that requires ten pairs of spec- Literary Matter by best Authors of the Day. 

cle L pal f tield-glasses, and a te lescope to enable it even to see an - ae 
| . o P ‘ — Fh és ohe lem , 2 , y’?s 7 . “yy 
| inch before its nose—to establish ‘* higher elementary teaching in } ard Just Out. Price One Shilling; Post-fre, 1s. 2d. 

; 1} J on ’ 
hools ; to compel the ratepayer to educate other people's children in- ; 


| me yt? a, in cases whate he can't atford to educate both. How HOO D’S COM IC AN N UAL for ] 883. 


larve a type would common sense have to be printed in, to be legible by 

the chiefs of the London School Board ? CONTAINING CONTRIBUTIONS FROM 
THE PEN AND PENCIL OF SOME OF OUR MOST 
POPULAR ARTISTS AND AUTHORS OF THE DAY. 





Wi so want the loan of that mob of noters in Vienna. We do ‘‘The New Number of this popular forerunner of the Christmas season is now 
not like rioters asa rule, but we would forgive all the misdeeds that these published, and is, as usual, ee one ay: py Pe aa 
| rioters might do over here if they would only come and indulge in a per. °9,t75, Pens ot numerous Corrand the wildest fights af imagination ace indulged in 
| formance down London way such as they recently went through over | py authors and artists.’ — Datly Chronicie. 
yonder on the Continent. They ve attacked a sausage manufacturer ! ‘ Paking time by the fore lock, the proprietors of this Annual have given to the public 
| 


, } ' , P pit lection of funny ss excellentiv well ld in arose an aay ths Sr 
| Rioters are not nice; but, oh! how much we prefer them to putrid 4 capital collection of funny tales, excellently well told in prose and verse," —Belt's 
| horsetlesh ! Stay, an idea !—if the rioters would consume the putrid “7° - 
| horsetlesh we might get rid of two scourges at once ! “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


| 



























BIRD'S. 
» POWDER Croiity TENS ert Cocoa 





riave © 


seruampstorne Horas. birmonchom PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING !! 


Cadbury's 
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W ¢ FLATS. 


She (seta voce), —** DO YOU LIKE THE REFRAIN OF THAT BALLAD, ‘My HKART IS THINE FOR EVER?’?” st f 
He,—**1i WOULD BE MORE MELODIOTS TO ME IF YOU UITRRED IT, NOT IN A MUSICAL, BUT IN A MATRIMONIAL SENSE.” t 
She (arch’y),—‘‘ THFN YOU WOULD TURN A SOLO INTO A DukgT?” : bs 

ers 


7/e,—-'* WELL, YES, I WOULD CERTAINLY PROPOSE AN ALTAR-ATION, DOES IT STRIKE YOU AS BEING HARMONIOUS?” 
[Zhe sly Puss didn’t answer for the moment, but no doubt it dia, 











First PASSENGER. I should like a carriage with a bit of the front 
end remaining, or a piece of roof, if possible, as I don’t want to increase 
my cold; and the wind cuts so in the regular open wrecks, 

PORTER. Well, sir, I’m very sorry, but there’s only seven carriages 
with bits of ends on left over from them fogs ; but if you wouldn’t mind 
gettin’ on the third-class wreck next to the engine, you'd git the benefit 
of the weather-guard ; that is the bit that ain’t knocked off, 

SECOND PASSENGER. Ifere, porter! Can? you find me a second 
class with a board or two of floor left? had to stand on the axle all the 
way to town yesterday, and it wears my boots out. 





PORTER. Ilere y’ are, sir—’ere’s three carriages telescoped together, 
and one o’ the ends has tumbled down and made a fine floor—jest the 
; Id Jady slippin’ through 


thing. H{ullo! wait a bit, guard; ’ere’s a o 
that ere third on tothe line. All right, mum, jest git one foot on this 
spring, and t’ other on the frame, and you'll ride nice and comfortable. 
Kight forward ! 


H-Wade-ing it. 


Sir T. WApE has decided not to return to China, Ile has, it appears, 
carefully Wade the matter, and evidently thinks the land where the 
celestials most do (Hong)-Kongregate is not worth his (S)Pekin’ of any | 
further. Therefore, we will not continue to des-Cant-on it. 














17 


‘© Do many children tumble over the pier?” we asked of a weather: | 
beaten Broadstairs boatman, ‘‘ Now and agin,” warbled that mariner ; | 
‘‘but theer’s most always some idle party a-standin’ about to fish ‘em 








out. 
‘ | | 
WHAT a remark e thing it is that the } n who take vild de- 
Y @SSII Iry ar find you ewith a light in interfer with other es char r y ! ectlul 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE production, 
in the same 
week, of two 
new plays, 
clever in idea 
and detail, and 
brilliant in lite- 
rary merit, is 
something of a 
novelty. Zhe 
Silver King— 
Messrs. H. A. 
Jones and H. 
Herman’s play 
at the Prin- 
cess’s—is simply 
the best drama 
that has been 
written for 
years. The 
main idea is 
most ingenious, 
and, as far as 

Tue Princess s.—Denver compceTety Den-ver, arrer my knowledge 

THE DARBY—AND HERE'S JOAN COMING. goes, new : it is 
worked out with 


striking skill, and although there is plenty of ‘‘ sensation,” it is only such 


sensation as arises naturally out of the story, 

and is not at all dependent upon such ex- | , 
| Ne 
i oa 










trinsic aids as the blowing-up of steamers, 
the collision of railway trains, the bursting of 
balloons, or what not; so that the whole 
wears an air of steady sincerity which gives 
a most effective robustness to the story. The 
—— is written with considerable com- 
of ag 08 St force, and at times poetry, 
= idan (and there are many), ja: 
own to t smallest, is stamped with [Ra \ 
a lhelip-¢ or colour that gives it indi- 
viduality at once, 


The acting and setting of the piece are 
well on a par with its merits. Mr. Wilson 
Barrett’s picture of the conscience-stricken 
Wilfred Denver is an exhibition of much 
power and versatility in a long and exacti 
rt, although it would be none the worse if _. J 
. ~ age rye td or less of that Ag 
edly and s y-w red repetition 
which he indulges in at oaftain oo 
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we have learned to expect of him to the part 
of the relf-possessed bengier snag ; and the scope of Mr. George 
Barrett's talents 


is very well dis- 
played in old 
Jaikes the man- 
servant. Miss 
Eastlake’s _per- 
formance of the 
heavily-tried 
wife is full of in- 
terest and heart, 
of graceful co- 
medy, truthful 
pathos, and even 
power ; while the 
rest of the cast, 
down to the re- 
presentatives of 
the smallest cha- 
racters, play with 
a thoughtful care 
which ensures 
the perfect har- 
mony of the 





whole. Such 
Tue Princess s.—Tut JACK-IN-THE-BOX—IN-O-CzeNT AND honest and 
ON A SCENT. wholesome work 


as this play, prepared with such thoughtful care and knowledge, fully 
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deserves the unm stakable career of success upon which it has clearly 


started. 


The other 
piece, Love and 
Money, is some- 
what of the fa- 
miliar school of 
melodrama, re- 
lying princi wae 

upon one big 
sensation scene 
—in this case a 
mine explosion. 
But it is very 
fullof humanity, 
nevertheless, 
and for crispness 
and point of 
dialogue may be 

laced in the 

ighest class. It 
has one serious 
blemish: the 
defeat of the 
secondary plot 
against the hero 
—but for which 
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Tue ADELPHI.—WHEN VILLANY COMES TO THE DOOR Love 


FLIES OUT OF THE WINDOW—PANTOMIME SCENE, Music 
—RUM-TUM-TIDDLE-IDDLE, &c. 


the last act need never have been written—is a foregone conclusion in 
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all its details from the very beginning of the 
story, which of course reduces the interest to 


\\ \\ vanishing-point ; but the play, as a whole, 


and particularly the Prologue — which for 


ow ~ Ry clearly setting forth the bases and motives of 
\ ane ‘\’ a story with a few firm masterly strokes can 
Beers hy hardly be excelled—is both interesting and 


full of backbone, 


AX Mr. Clynds’ performance of the principal 
\\\ character, without being great, is a very good 
‘XY one, and in the great mine scene he had the 
S— audience completely with him, although I 


can’t help thinking that he ran a little too 
much to moans and grunts at times. Mr. 
J. A. Arnold’s Bartley is deserving of notice 
as a consistently able performance, and Mr. 
Harry Proctor’s Ben Burnley is a very clever 
bit of character; but he makes an unpardon- 


A\\ \y \\ \ able, though not unusual, mistake in express- 
\ AY \ 





ing emotion at one overseer’s death by vio- 
lence, when he is just about to kill another 
by the same means. It is quite out of cha- 
racter—and gets a round of applause. Miss 


—_ . . ° Tae Paincess’s.—Ma. WwW E: sees = 
Mr. E. S. Willard gives the complete finish THERE IS /LLARD's ENTERTAINMENT Amy Roselle is a trifle overweighted with 


Mary Bartley; but she is too experienced an 


actress to be guilty of any serious errors, The piece is well illustrated 


with good and 
appropriate 
scenery. 


Have you seen 
Mr, Frank Lin- 
colnat the Egyp- 
tian Hall? If 
you haven’t, do, 
This gentleman 
has come all the 
way from Ame- 
rica to make us 
laugh, and if 
he’s going back 
when he has suc- 
ceeded you're 
too late to see 
him, for he’s got 
to go now. 
expect he's 
ing to takea few 
more laughs 
back with him, 
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though. Some THe Ave.pu1.—A Hope Axp A HOPENIN« 
of the things he 
loes are really clever, Levy and the German in particular NEST 
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A Star. 
Rondeau. 


SHE is a star that sparkles in the skies 

That shine in azure darkness round the moon, 
Lighting the world of night to lovers’ eyes, 

That hate the flaming light of blazing noon. 

She is my star, and sings me ‘‘ monny a toon” 
Of spheral harmony! She never tries 

To hide from me—as Luna does too soon ; 
But ever shines o’er life’s immensities— 

She is a star ! 


Now do I see her! Heavenly harmonies 
Wait on her footsteps ; with delight I swoon ! 
She comes, divinely fair in mortal guise ! 
But ah! I see a carpenteering loon 
Shower the limelight on her from the ‘‘ flies "— 
She is a ‘‘ Star!” 





Intense |! 
Rondel, 


On, give me the love of your soul, 
My lily of sweetness and light ! 
I’ve got a real Palissy bowl— 
A Dragon—a beautiful fright ! 
The rarest Nankin! On the whole, 
You'll think my old china too quite, 
Oh, give me the love of your soul, 
My lily of sweetness and light ! 





| 
I never use gas or burn coal, | 
Sunflowers illumine my night ; | 
I bend like a willowy pole— 
My hair is a wonderful sight. 
Oh, give me the love of your soul, 
My lily of sweetness and light ! 








An Unwelcome Guest, 

ONE night recently, a lady and gentleman living at Port- 
slade were surprised, when about to retire to rest, to find a | 
man in possession of their bed, snoring away lustily. All | 
efforts to arouse him proving futile, the lady flung up the win- 
dow, and espied a woman evidently looking for some one she 
could not find. This individual turned out to be the inebriated 
stranger’s wife, who had no difficulty at all in waking him up 
and walking him off. In American phraseology, she ‘‘ went 
for him,” and was successful, He evidently knew her voice, 
had doubtless heard it before—and has since. 
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WHERE THE “CHOU” PINCHES. 


Cadby.—‘* Yas, MY BOY, OLD CRIPPS SPARES THEM TO ME AS A 
FAVOUR. 
O’ BATTERSEA, AND NO ONE ELSE,” 

Snobson.—‘‘ Au! I THOUGHT AS MUCH,” 

Cadby,—‘* AS MUCH WHAT?” 

Snobson,—‘* WHY, AS THIS WAS A DOOK’s SMOKE YOU GAVE MB, BLOW 
‘ME IF 'TISN’T ‘RANK’ ENOUGH FOR THE WHOLE BLOOMIN’ PegraGe!” 


It’s A SPECIAL BRAND, YOU SEE, IMPORTED FOR THE DOOK 








FACT FANCIES. 


The members of the Nantwich Board of Guardians refuse to give relief to the 
wives and daughters of convicted poachers. The women and children must either 
go into the workhouse or starve. 


AT Bumble-cum-Podger the Board of Guardians met to consider the 
fit cases for relief, and to drink a few bottles of the port reserved for 
the union hospital. The chairman of the Board owned about 4,000 
acres, with good shooting. He sipped the paupers’ port, and looked 
around at his brethren. 

‘‘ The poaching that goes on here,” he said, ‘‘is positively dreadful. 
During the last month I have lost quite half a pound of eels, two rats, 
several fine frogs, one hare, and a rabbit. The country is going to the 
dooce ; and what’s the good of the Game Laws if you don’t carry ‘em 
out?” 

‘Yes, Mr. Chairman,” said Dr. Toadywell; ‘‘ but you gave Joe 
Styles six months for running after a partridge witha stick. He has got 
a family of six children, and his wife takes in washing; but she'll have 
to come here for relief.” 

‘* By Jove !” said the chairman, ‘‘I ’ve got hold of the idea: we ’ll re- 
fuse the wife and children outdoor relief, and make ’em go into the 
union. When the husband finds his wife and children run in as well as 
himself, he ’ll fight shy of poaching, and stick-gathering, and hedge- 
breaking.” 

Then Joe Styles’s wife and children were shown in. pee 

** Please your honours,” said the woman, ‘‘ can't I have two shillings 
a week and the usual loaves? I doesn’t want to come on to the parish 
too much, and I’ve allus tried to work my hardest.” 

‘You won’t have any relief at all,’’ said the chairman ; ‘‘ you ’ll have 
to go into the ‘ house,’ with all your children, until your husband comes 
| out of jail and can help you.” 








‘*Oh!” cried Mrs, Styles, ‘‘ don’t drive us there, 
ay on for twelve, and ’Il meet all those bad gals. 
or the little ones ; they ain’t fed.” 

‘* What !” said the chairman, ‘‘do you object to the food? Why, 
this port wine is given to the paupers when they ’re ill.” 

‘‘But they ain't ill yet, sir, except with emptiness,” said the woman. 

‘* Then let ’em get ill and they'll have plenty,” answered the chair- 
man. ‘‘ You won't get any relief here, so he off. - 

Then Mrs. Styles, who was not very strong-minded, and who had al- 
ways looked on the workhouse as worse than the jail, went home with 
an empty stomach. She hadn’t had any a food for a fortnight, and 
had got very light-headed. So in the middle of the night she got up, 
took a bit of clothes-line, tied her youngest child to her, and jumped 
into the canal near by; and that was the end of her. 

** And a good job too,” said the chairman of the Bumble-cum-Podger 
Board ; ‘‘it ‘ll be a lesson for Mr. Styles not to go in for poaching again. 
He’ll be an altered man when he comes out; besides, the parish will 
have two less to keep.” 

And the meral of all this is very plain indeed, and lovely to see. Mr. 
Chairman makes the parish pay for putting down and now he 
cast fat cat fle Geena ot a nlew nid telea ly we want another 
Kingsley to write another poem about the ‘‘ Poacher’s Widow.” 


My daughter 's 
It ’s so hard, too, 





Tue head master of Eton College has requested Mr. J. L. Joynes, 
one of the masters there, to suppress his book on Ireland ere he returns 
to his duties. Before he re-Joynes the staff, in fact, he will have to 
abandon his ’Erin, 

MiGcuT not the “‘ seconds” who arrange the preliminaries of a sword 


| or pistol fight be called the ‘‘ Dual Control”? 
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A NBW DRAMATIO DEPARTURE. 

Ir is a truly grand idea that has been hit upon by the Marquis of 

eensberry for infusing new blood into the contemporary British drama. 

e dearth of dramatic treatment and telling situation by our playwrights 
is so marked, that the introduction of unrehearsed and spontaneous 
effects by the audience is an idea of incalculable value. Hitherto 
the monotonous repetition of a play has been one of the most de- 
pressing influences against which actors have had to struggle ; but all 
this will now be changed, and, by the nightly variations of the new plan, 
a fresh and pulsating life will be lent to a long run, together with modi- 
fications of action and dialogue, which cannot fail to give rise to many 
combinations materially, yet how pleasantly, varying the plot. Nor 
must we overlook the weight which will be taken from the managerial 
shoulders by the fact that the audience will be partially responsible, 
through the aptness or otherwise of their interpolations, for the success 
or failure of a piece; while the desire to excel in the introduction of 
novel effects will draw to the theatre many who have before stayed away 
from disinclination to be mere listeners. Who, for instance, could fail 
to discover in the following much food for reflection? 


A THEATRE.—7Zhe AUDIENCE are clearing their throats and practising 
altitudes ; around the pit is a cordon of Guards with fixed bayonets. 
Ong OF THE AUDIENCE. I think my voice (trained with much dili- 

ence) 

Will “fil the house. But this blank verse, enforced 

By managerial dictum, somewhat balks me. 

ANOTHER. 'T is but a trick; effective attitude, 

However, doth require no little practice. 

MACDUFF (on stage), And damned be he that first cries 
A SCOTCHMAN IN THE PIT, Hold! Enough! 

I do protest against the author's placing 

Profane expressions in a Scotchman’s mouth, 

As hurtful to the Scottish character : 

** Dear sakes ’—‘‘ ma cawnscience "—and a ‘‘de’il” or so— 

These are a Scotchman’s utmost expletives. 

CHORUS OF AUDIENCE (accompanied by cymbals), Peace, and be 
seated! You have said enough. [Grand crash by orchestra. 

MACBETH (0 stage), Hence, horrible shadow ! Unreal mockery 

A MgMBerR OF THE New SPIRITUALIST Society (from a dark 
box). Stop ! 

I wish to say a word or two concerning 

This ignorant and hasty scepticism 

As touching subjects needing much research. 

I am prepared with proofs. I knew a case 

In which my Aunt Matilda saw a ghost, 

And what is more—— 

Tue Pit (in chorus), Oh, stuft and nonsense! Pooh! [ Chord. 

The grossest superstition—— ! [Chord by orchestra. 
THe GALLERY (in chorus). Hold your row— 








Who says there ain't no ghosts? [ Chord, 
THe Dress CIRCLE AND STALLS. We beg to say 
That on this theme we keep an open mind. [ Flourish, 


Mem, OF Spir. Soc. Hold on, Macbeth; and let us argue it ! 
SCOTCHMAN IN P1T. Just hold Macduff, and let me get at him ! 
GENERAL CHORUS OF AUDIENCE (faking various sides), Macbeth !|— 
The Member !—Land o’ Cakes !|— Macduff ! 
[Grand rally by orchestra, Assault of arms between Pit, 
STALLS, Dress CircLe, GALLERY, POLICE, and MILI- 
TARY. Exciting single combat between MACDUFF and 
SCOTCHMAN from Pit. Argumentative contest between 
MACBETH and MEMBER OF SPIRITUALIST SOCIETY. 
And subsequent closing of Theatre for repairs. 
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THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


ON Friday, ze 
, seventeens, are 
vas not many zare. 
Mr. Gladstone tell 
us he sall not much 
, longer Chancel ze 
Exchequer, for zat 
N | he have not time 
f } to search out vork. 
Ma foi! I sall let 
y-~ vork searchout me. 

| Vepassze Six Rule, 
|, also ze Sevens, zat 

. ven Chairman of 
Committee have to 
go bang—I mean 
make report—he 
sall leave ze chair 
vizout qvestion put. 
Zen ve get on to ze 
Eights Rule, vich 
istomend ze Stand- 
ing Order, vich ve 
call ze rule of half- 
past twelves, by excepting from it motions to bring in Bills, and Bills 
vich pass to Committee. Zare are lots of peoples vould keep ze bills, 
in particulare of ze butchare, out altogezzare. 

Monday, aftare ze usual qvestions from Milor Churchill and Mr. 
Yorke, ve get on to ze Rules encore, Ve get rid of annozare Rule; zen 
ve take up ze Rule Nine, vich I call ze *‘ chuck-out.” It is a foot-rule, 
I sink, by ze lengts. It provides zat if a Membare try any of ze larks 
like zose of last Session, he sall be hanged, I mean suspended, for a veek, 
ze two time he get a montz, ze sird for ze rest of ze Session. 

Tuesday Mr. Yorke still make!great bozzare about his motion about 
ze Kilmainhams. I vish ze motion vas at York(e), or ze Yorke vas at 
Kilmainham. Mr, Kennard take seat for Salisbury. Zare is great cheer 
from ze Opposition. Zare are twenty-three amendments to ze Rule IX., 
seventeen from ze Fourtz Party. Zey are playing fortissimo ; but ze 
House get ennui vit ze tune. 

Vennisday ze old lion of fair plays, Dr. Lyon Playfair, is on his legs 
to deny vat he understand ze Colonel Nolans to say last night, zat a 
clerk from ze table last Session had warned him from ze chair he vould 
suspend. Ze Colonel say it vas not ze chair, it vas ze table, but at ze 
time he did not know vich. I suggest it vas ze sofa. He, Colonel Nolan, 
sink at ze time he vould suspend mo/ens volens. At last ve get on to 
Rule IX. Quel bonheur ! before it is six ve have passed nine, and ve 
adjourn. 

On Sursday Sir Vilfrid give notice he sall coal ze Government over ze 
call, I mean he vill call zem over ze coal for the late var. Mr. Parnell, 
under ze new Rule, bring motion to adjourn to discuss ze Act of Arrear. 
Ve try ze new experiment, and forty Membare rise out of zeir places. 
Ze motion dientét, after discussion, is vithdrawn, and ve get on to Rule X., 
vich is, zat if motion is made like your pavement in the City for obstruc- 
tion, ze Speakare sall decline it. Ze Rule is.carry. Ve are getting on 
_ ze _— upon ze fire. I sall expend my Noél vit ze Jollidogues, 
aftare all. 











“The Promise of May.” 

‘* THERE is a critical moment in everything, and to seize and use it 
is the test of ability.” There is also very little doubt that the censors, 
who have jumped upon Tennyson's Promise of May with hobnailed 
boots, have taken some time to find out shat ‘‘ critical moment ” to seize 
and use as a test of their ability. After blatant puffs, Tennyson is sud- 
denly found to be ignorant of the rudiments of dramatic construction. 
How sad it seems that men are not allowed to write, or will not write, 
what they honestly feel to be the truth! Our Poet Laureate might 
easily have been saved a good deal of pain, had the critics spoken in 
plain English about his first dramatic effort. 





Racing Item. 

So the French jockeys are agitating for similar measures to those 
adopted in England with regard to their fees. Well, we do not wonder 
at this. Fees are undoubtedly well worth regarding, and English 
jockeys certainly manage to secure ¢heir full measure of them. We can 
hardly wonder at a ‘‘ Mossoo Jockee”’ feeling somewhat envious when he 
ponders over the fact that any successful Anglo-Saxon pilot of racehorses 
is able to make a considerably larger income than that which is granted 
to the President of the Republic of /a delle France. 


N D FOR Foop.—The ‘‘ meet” of the Queen’s staghounds. 





























OPENING OF THE ROYAL PALACE OF JUSTIOB. 


(See Cartoon.) 


FROM Westminster, that truly classic ground, 
Withdraw 

The lawyer-tribes : no more its courts resound 
With jaw ; 

No longer there may jurymen be pent 
In awe, 

Or Judges point out in the argument 
A flaw, 

Or learned Leader get the plaintiff in 
His claw, 

Or Junior make a witness’s thick skin 
Feel raw, 

Or Briefless lounge in hopes his frost of work 
May thaw, 

Or Usher hop about like some old perk 
Jackdaw, 

Or press’d-for-time Solicitor his pen 
Begnaw, 

Or Suitors find defendants oft are men 
Of straw. 

At length all to their Palace in the Strand 
Withdraw, 

Though haply none such a procession grand 
Foresaw 

As we have limn’d, or what years would be lost— 
But, pshaw ! 

Justice made easy now, who minds the cost? 
O Law! 
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VALOUR AND VICTORY. 


WINDSOR, NOVEMBER 21st, 1882. 


En fete is Windsor’s royal town, 
And flags and banners proudly wave 
In honour of our warriors brave, 
Who gained in Egypt great renown. 


See what a various-coloured scene 
These valiant forces now display, 
Awaiting there, in war array, 

The gracious thanks of England’s Queen. 


That Sovereign whom all hearts revere, 
Whose sway extendeth far and wide, 
Now views her hero-troops with pride, 

As thunder-like rolls cheer on cheer. 


For who upon this scene could gaze 
Without a proud and joyful thrill 
To find Britannia’s sons have still 

The prowess of her ancient days? 


For though we love not war, yet we 
Rejoice to think that, should a foe 
F’er threaten us, we still can show 

True valour both on land and sea. 


And, as the Queen on each confers 
The small but dearly-prized reward, 
And thanks those heroes of the sword 
What heart but with emotion stirs? 


Anon the Sovereign’s royal mien 
Gives place to glad maternal joy, 
And as she turns to kiss her boy, 

The Mother towers above the Queen. 


Poor Egypt’s sorrows we deplore, 


And pray she’ll soon be freed from care ; 
But how Great Britain’s sons fought there 


Will be remembered evermore. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


THE LOST ART OF REPARTEE. 
ScenE—Last Train from Town. 


carriage, and battening on a surfeit of intellectual delight, 


Mr. AP R. A, Been to see ¢he piece, I perceive, sir? 
Mr. S. D. Yes, indeed—you too, I opine? 
Mr. APR. A. Rather. 
enjoyment.) 
Mr: S. D. Ah! 
psychical feast.) 
Mr. Ap R, A. (after a long silence). Mag-nif-icent repartee, sir, 
Shakespeare’s ! 
Mr. S. D. Unapproachable, sir! A lost art now, sir! . 
Mr. AP R. A. Completely, sir. Look at the attempts of W. S. Gil- 
bert, sir, and all those fellows. No comparison. 
[ They relapse for a time into the voluptuous joy of an 
exguistle reminiscence. 
Mr. S. D. Where Benedick says, ‘‘ Well, you a7e a precious guy!” 
and Beatrice retorts, ‘‘ Shut up, Currant-face !”—isn’t that a fine bit? 
/ think it’s the gem of the piece, myself. 
Mr. AP R. A. Oh! it doesn’t beat the bit that follows: Benedick— 
** Why don’t you gabble?” Beatrice—‘‘Garn! I’d rather gabble than 
be a stuck pig!” Benedick—‘‘ Stuck pig yourself—stuck-up too!”’ 
Beatrice—‘‘ Up? I’m down upon you, anyhow!” Benedick—‘‘ Yes, 
and downy too, like a fool of a chicken.” Beatrice—‘‘ Talking about 
chickens, don’t you be so jolly cocky !”’ 
Mr. S. D, Grand indeed—such pith! And then that passage where 
Beatrice compares Benedick’s face to a halfpenny kite, and he tells her 
to ‘‘ go and dry up and make herself scarce.’’ Such subtlety, y’ know ! 
Mr. AP R. A. Conversation must really have been worth hearing, if 
Shakespeare faithfully reproduced the ways of his times. Look at the 
vast space that divides the refined repartee of Benedick and Beatrice, 
too, from the brutally personal chaff indulged in by his comic characters 
—there’s a contrast for you! 
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Mr. S. D. Dreadful thing to think how repartee has deteriorated 

since Shakespeare’s time. There, now, just listen to those two cabmen 

on the other side of the platform : 

[1st Voice without—‘‘ Well, you are a precious guy |” 

2nd Ditto —‘* Shut up, Currant-face!” 

Ist Ditto—‘* Why don’t yer gabble?”’ 

2nd Ditto—‘*Gam! I’d rather gabble than be a 
stuck pig !”’] 

Dreadfully low, isn’t it? 

Mr. Ap R. A. Degrading in the extreme. Let us shut the window 

and recall the repartee of Benedick and Beatrice. 

[ They re-sink into the folds of iniellictual rapture, 


AN elderly and well-to-do German gentleman has committed suicide 
on the morning that he was to have been married. This is the excep- 
tion that proves the rule with regard to the Carlyle theory of the world 
being so many millions—mostly fools. 


Tue ‘‘ Prussian Diet ” does not consist entirely of German sausages, 
It would soon suffer from the cléture, and shut itself up, if it did, 





Mr. AP REESHIE AYTIVE and Mr. 
SEETHERPOINT DRECKLEIGH sinking contentedly into corners o + 


Ha! (e-durrows into memories of perfect 


(Ac-ensconces himself in the rapture of a supreme 


DITTIHS OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT, 





A Morsib-DITTV, 


New Series. No. 22. 


Air—‘' Dear me, is that possible?” 


I’M always wrong, whate’er I do, 
Dear me, is that possible? 
And ev'rything’s against me too, 
Dear me, is that possible? 
It always rains when I would roam, 
And when I’m forced to stop at home 
It’s bright and fine from dawn to gloam, 
Dear me, is that possible? 
I’m never very well, as you soon can tell, 
And contempt for me is hearty ; 
To ring my pleasures’ knell is the act of pleb, and swell— 
I’m a dreadfully injured party ! 


I rather liked the poet’s play, 
Dear me, is that possible ? 
And now I hear it doesn’t pay, 
Dear me, is that possible? 
Those students once I loved with glee 
Who ’ve proved themselves such roughs to be— 
They ve done it just to worry me, 
Dear me, is that possible ? 
Perhaps I needn’t tell I’m a Liberal as well, 
And Salisbury’s slap was hearty, 
They levelled it, you see, exclusively at me, 
Although it ’s a blow to the party. 


The man that threatened Gladstone, oh, 
Dear me, is that possible? 
Intended it for me, I know, 
Dear me, is that possible? 
The one who tried the Prince to touch 
Got ten years’ penal (good for such), 
That was one thing which pleased me much ; 
Dear me, is that possible? 
How oddly it befell that Sir Stafford wasn't well 
(Here ’s wishing him in health and hearty) 
When matters were in train, which made it very plain 
He'd a most unruly party. 


The other day I got a fright, 
Dear me, is that possible? 
'T was meant for me, that dynamite, 
Dear me, is that possible? 
When vestries that with ‘‘ publics” vie 
To put down cabmen’s shelters try, 
They think I drive a cab, that ’s why ! 
Dear me, is that possible? 
Oh, I know them very well, and I easily can tell 
That their hate for me is hearty ; 
I emphatically state that I’ve everybody’s hate, 
I am such an ill-used party. 


_ — — 


A Cog-r1ous ‘* BALL”-ROOM.—That in which the Billiard Tourna. 
ment is held. 
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The National Lifeboat Institution for November is the 
quarterly record of the work of this noble institution. How 
needful and how deserving it is of all the aid it can possibly 
receive, one look at its wreck chart, and a mere glance over 
the contents of the journal, will abundantly show. 

The Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy's Own Paper, 
and Girl’s Own Paper, are all good for girls or boys, those 
who have leisure hours, or spend Sunday at home. 

The Telephone is a paper to be highly spoken of. 

‘¢Christmas Card Album.”—Messrs. Hildesheimer and 
| Faulkner, who in 1881 gave £5,000 in prizes for the best de- 
_ signs for Christmas cards, have recently offered another £ 1,000 
| for the best arrangement, in an album, of selections from their 
| cards, which are vast in number, varied in character, and ex- 
quisite in production. 

**Whist : How to Play and II1ow to Win,” by Thomas Brit- 
tain (John Heyward).—Whist ! it is ‘‘ just” upon the ‘‘ cards” 
that this little handbook will ‘‘turn up a trump” in the esti- 
_ mation of gentlemen and players, for all like to know ‘‘ how 

to win.” 

*¢ Almanack for 1883,” by Kate Greenaway (George Rout- 
ledge and Sons).—Foremost of the outcrop of illustrated al- 
manacks stands this dainty little gem, which is fraught with 
beauty, delicacy, and exquisite taste from end to end. 

‘¢ Town Gardening : a Handbook for Amateurs,” by B. C. 
Ravenscroft (George Routledge and Sons).—For the fulness 
of its information and the clearness of its instructions this 
book ought to find a ready welcome from all lovers of gar- 
dening—which it justly terms ‘‘the purest and most lasting of 
human pleasures and amusements’’—and from all who wish 
to grow ‘fine flowers, fine flowers,” 

** William Aubrey,” by Thomas H. Bott (Simpkin, Mar- 
shall, and Co.)—This book may afford instruction in one 
way, and amusement in more ways than one. 

** Little Angels,” by A. Pot (H. Lionel).—For a curiosity 
in literature, go to ‘* Pot.” 














One who Nose. 
A CONSERVATIVE journal, speaking of Mr. Kennard’s vic- 





COMPARISONS ARE ODIOUS. 


Miss Ethel (on Donkey),—‘'1 WONDER WHAT LANGUAGE BALAAM'S 


DONKEY SPOKE?” 


Sister. —** OH |! THE SAME AS BALAAM SPOKE—IigBREW, I SUPPOSE,” 
Miss Ethel. —“* Wevrew! AND I FIND EVEN FRENCH SO DIFFICULT,” 


tory at Salisbury, says that the Liberals have not had a more 
severe ‘‘ knock on the nose”’ for along time. The Editor of 
_ that organ (not the nasal one, but the journalistic) cannot be 
an amateur. He evidently a *‘pro”-‘‘boss’’-is. Still, vic- 
tory need not lead him into vulgarity. 


**THE JOINT CONTROL.”’—That of the cook. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpDITOR oF ‘‘ Fon,” 


DeAR Sir,—It is with some regret I notice that you haven’t yet dis- 
covered the remotest germs of properly respectful terms in which to 
couch your letters to the long-enduring party who with concentrated 
thought a your tips and similar affairs. In charging me with 
‘*rampant cheek” for sending you no tip last week, you are assuming, 
you must own, a most ungentlemanly tone; in stating in the coarsest 
way that you observe I draw my pay, yet leave you minus sporting news, 
you show how sordid are your views; in calling me unpleasant names 
alluding to my ‘‘ little games,” and stigmatizing me ‘‘a cheat,” you ’re 
using terms I won’t repeat, and casting an outrageous slur on my un- 
blemished charac/er ; and when in your discourteous way you further- 
more proceed to say, ‘‘to gain a penny piece ” (ha! ha!) “‘I’d best my 
very grandmamma!” you outrage with assassin’s knife the sanctit 
of private life. For all of which to ease my pain (and not the ‘‘ damages ”’ 
to gain), I’d (likea mantle) round me draw the outraged majesty of law, 
oat make you meet me face to face defendant ina libel case ; but much, 
alas ! to my distress, I am not certain of success. And therefore, setting 
that aside, the Prophet, shamefully belied, proceeds to tipically trace 


THe CROYDON MetTrRO, STREPLECHASE, 


I cannot concentrate my mind 
Completely on this race, I find, 

For any useful length of time; 
For when my thoughts I try to force 
On this or that or t’ other horse, 

I feel that Cymrw will not rhyme, 


What matter though I think The Scot 
The very best of all the lot? 


Or Duster's chances something prime? 








What though respectfully I own 
A preference for Zoedone? 
I know that Cymrw will not rhyme! 


Although I’m sweet on Sugar Plum, 
Or see Cortolvin forward come, 
It matters not a single dime ; 
Ilow can I think or you expect 
That I the winner can detect 
When stubborn Cymrw will not rhyme? 


This tip, taken with intense and unreflecting confidence, may cause 
among our male adults the most remarkable results, but if it’s looked 
upon with doubt it may be found extremely ‘‘out.” But though it lose 
the public vote, you will be good enough to note the tips I’ve given in 
the past (and, in particular, the last) have clearly proved that I possess 
the faculty of great success, and am in racing knowledge versed ; for 
when I fail to give the first (and, as I have a candid pen, I own I’ve 
done so now and then), the horse that I select to win as second often 
canters in; in fact, I made that very slip last week but one, and spoiled 
the tip. So take the hint, for, if you re wise and diligently use your 
eyes, this useful lesson you may trace—to back my winner for a place; 
I think you ’ll find you might do ‘‘ wuss,” 


Yours faithfully, TROPHONIUS. 








Society Note. 


We admire the pluck of the Marquis of Queensberry’s sister in deli- 
berately setting at defiance the laws and rules that govern ‘so-called ” 
society by taking the golden hoop from a bold baker. The Lady Ger- 
trude Stock, #¢e Douglas, serving behind a Hammersmith counter, is sure 
to bea take. We trust she will include lumps of delight amongst her 
stock-in-trade, and that her husband will shortly receive the order of 
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ABOUT TAXIDERMY.—3. THE MISINFORMED NATURALIST. 
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‘“‘ The Taxidermist,” continued the Professor to Mr. Fun, ‘‘has much trouble with the ignorance and obstinacy of the scientific naturalist. His views appear to be— 
most blindly and absurdly— opposed to the Similarity Theory. One of these naturalist clients lately brought us a giraffe and an ostrich for professional treatment. 














‘“‘We recognized at once the opportunity for the pr 
: 








ym of that which should be one of Nasures chief delights—a pair. Carefully and conscieatiously 


rectifying the errors which Nature had allowed to creep in, we removed two legs of the giraffe, divided the tail-feathers equally between the two specimens, added a 


length (without extra charge) to the ostrich’s neck, and were just finishing with spots, when the client came in. There are painful episodes in one’s career 
which the mind shrinks from recalling : violent language, unmerited contumely, and undeserved assault aad battery are subjects unpleasant to refer to. I will merely 
with the execution of the order.” (More next week.— Fr.) 
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Social Kefurmer.— "Hi, CABMAN ! 
GRERKUN,’ YOU KNOW—IN JEN MINUTES?” 
Casman,—‘' Lor’ BLESS YRR, SIR! 
AN’ FEELS REG'LAR FIT AFTER HER LITILE WALK,” 


ANOTHER LIVELY CABMAN.—A 
CAN YOU DRIVE ME TER THE CITy ROAD—T#ZR THE IHARMY ’EAD-QUARTERS—THE ‘HOLD 


I’LL pO IT IN SFVIN AND A ’ARF. 





YOU B&T. 


FACT THIs TIME, 


THE OLD Hoss AS ONY JIST COME OFF A FUNERAL JOR, 





ee ee ee 





‘Fun's” Missionary. 





AT this time of year, when one is overtaken by the regular authentic 
'leaning toward acts of charity induced by the approach of Christmas, 
| FUN always casts about for the most effectual means of indulging his 
| benificent impulse. This year he has had no trouble to find an object 
| for his charity; he suddenly put down his newspaper a few days ago, 
| and rang the bell, and ordered a missionary to be fitted out and sent up 
| to receive instructions, ‘‘ All ready?’ said FUN to the missionary ; 
| ** Well, then, just go out to the savages, —here are your instructions.” 
* ” 2 . 7 

| §* Saw your missionary start from Euston,” said the World to Fun; 
| ** going to sail from Liverpool, eh?’’ FuN chuckled. ‘* Your mis- 
| Sionary must have lost his way,” said the World; ‘‘didn’t go to Liver- 
| pool—he’s going right up into Scotland!” KFuN winked at himself. 

‘* Suppose your Missionary’s going to sail to the Laplanders?”’ said 
the World; ‘‘he’s got to Aberdeen.” Fun dvg himself in the ribs. 
‘* Why, your missionary’s stoffing at Aberdeen,”’ said the World, ‘‘in 
the university—among the stu--—Why, of course! Tow stupid of us 
not to see before!” 

And Fon hugged himself with a hug born of the consciousness of 
charity well directed. 








_——- —— 


Now Ready. Price Twopence. 


FUN ALMANAC for 1883. 


I'WELVE PAGES OF ILLUSTRATIONS BY EMINENT ARTISTS. 
Literary Matter by best Authors of the Day. 


Fust Out. Price One Shilling; Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1883. 


CONTAINING CONTRIBUTIONS FROM 
THE PEN AND PENCIL OF SOME OF OUR MOST 
POPULAR ARTISTS AND AUTHORS OF THE DAY. 

“The New Number of this popular forerunner of the Christmas season is now 
ublished, and is, as usual, elaborately illustrated by eminent artists, and supporte« 
»y the pens of numerous contributors of established reputation."—Datly News. 

‘**Comicality runs rampant, and the wildest flights of imagination are indulged 1 
by authors and artists." — Dazly Chronicle. : " 

‘* Taking time by the forelock, the proprietors of this Annual have given to the public 
a capital collection of funny tales, excellently well told in prose and verse. '—Bedé 5 
Life. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 











JUHMN HEATH'S 


“ecu” GOLDEN 
COATED PENS. 





INK AND RUST DEFYING. 


ELEGANT! CLEAN! DURABLE! 


In 1s. Boxes, of all Stationers. 


ert? 


It is always safe 
mom en-t-) 





= Cocoa 


PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING | 
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Frased Marriage Lines. 


There are too many denials. 
THE KITCHEN, 


A \MEAN idear, a paltry plan 
I calls these novel capers ; 
And just for one, Mariar Hann 
Will cease to buy their papers. 
A likely thing that hard-worked girls 





Will see their pence expended 


On sheets that won’t announce what Earls 
Walk out with their intended ! 


THE PARLOUR, 


And so they think they ‘re going to keep 
Gentility attentive 
By mere philosophy that’s deep, 
And mere wit that’s inventive. 
As if dreams aught than this could be 
Dear to our genteel bosoms : 
To have mixed with our Peckham tea 
Delgravia’s orange-blossoms ! 
THE ORFFICE. 
And so they ’ve knocked the weddings ofi, 
A lot of stuck-up writers ! 
Now, how is one to do the toff, 
Talking of ‘‘crowns”’ and *‘ mitres”’ ? 
And say it’s off with Lady Jane, 
The Dook’s escaped her clutches ; 
But here’s a rummy go—a plain 
Mister has caught the Duchess ! 


IN THE DRAWING-ROOM, 


\ real nuisance, overdone ; 
The trick had grown too shallow ; 
And in these Gladstone days no one 
Thinks rank a dodge may hallow. 
Where can I send my par. a week 
To publish Maud’s (dream) matches ? 
And where for May and Mabel seek 
Reports of brilliant catches ? 


RIBALD BOHEMIA, 


Good riddance, puffing paragraph, 
And marriage liners **lump it ;”’ 
Perhaps we now may get a laugh 
From where they blew their trumpet ; 
Perhaps they may put in instead 
Of Something’s match, somebody ; 
We don’t hate crowns, but we like heads, 
Shakespeare like Lord Tom Noddy. 


To Bee or not to Bee? 

Lorp BRAMWELL, speaking at the meeting 
of the ‘‘ Liberty and Property Defence League,’ 
said that ‘‘if we were all as good as bees, and 
worked like bees, Socialism would be possible.” 
This bee-autiful figure was(p)erhaps meant to 
be a stinging remark, and was evidently in- 
tended to show that we all should bee diligent in 
buzzyness, or bees-iness—(no, no, bus-iness, 
that’s it)—and then we should ‘‘ wax” rich, 
or, at all events, make some (m)’oney. Still, 
he would have us be meek, that is to say, 
humble-bees. All this would suggest that Lord 
B. is a native of St. (H)I ves. 


_— a ee ee 


On the Misuse of a Useful 
Weapon. 

So M. Gambetta has caught the revolver 
disease, and at his time of life must needs play 
(to his cost) with a ‘‘shooting-iron.”’ It is un- 
fortunate that the accident which happened to 
him does not more frequently occur to the 
‘Trish American ” ruffians who have managed 
to turn ‘fould Erin”’ into a Hades upon earth ; 


b J 

eems to be ordained that foolish people 
Is} t themselves, and knaves shoot honest 
far te widely circulated 


One or two of the s-ciety journals have announced 
that they will no longer announce fashionable weddings. 
1 ° ! 
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THEORY AND PRACTICE, OR LOVE AND LUCRE. 


Moneyed Man.—‘* CONSENT TO YOU TWO BEING ENGAGED TO ER MARRIED? Bur 
HOW CAN YOU, RICHARD, AFFORD MATRIMONY? A STRUGGLING M.D. DOES NOT 
ALWAYS GET ‘R.M.D.;’ AND WITH REGARD TO THAT, I HAVE A THEOKY——’’ 

Richard.—**‘ Bur / INTEND TO HAVE A PRACTIC#, SIR, AND WHEN THAT COMRS 
YOUR DAUGHTER WILL BE R.M.D.—‘ReADY TO MARRY DICK’—WoN’T you, 
MARIAN?” [She simply blushed and said ‘' Yes,” and so Papa consnted. 
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“Deadly Dynamite ” 

WE notice an advertisement in our contemporaries headed ‘* Dynamite,” which states that a 
public company are prepared to deliver that cheerful production from their new works, With 
such facility for obtaining the explosive, it will be interesting to note whether the ‘‘ blowing-up 
frolics” increase. We had intended giving our faithful retainer, who attends to the culinary 
department of our ducal establishment, ‘‘ warning,” as she has manifested a decided tendency to 
serve up beetles in soup, &c.; but we have taken a “‘scare’’ since seeing the dynamite adver- 
tisement, as we feel positive that our wily domestic would introduce little lumps of dynamite into 
the Christmas pudding. We also intend to give a Christmas-box to every one who asks us this 
year, revenge being so sweet, and made so easy at the same time, there is no knowing to what 
( 1 **} t may resort in the explosive way on Boxing Night. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


AV 
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Tue Straxp,.-—Lass 


is always something good at the Strand.” 


HEN the Strand 


management 
has settled 
down to its new 
surroundings a 
bit we may per- 
haps hope for 
better things, 
but at present 
the programme 
is perilously 
near being dull, 
and, except for 
the irresistible 
humour of Mr, 
J. S. Claske, 
sadly out of cha- 
racter with the 
merry traditions 
of **the little 
house’ by which 
our fathers and 
our younger 
selves swore, 
saying, ‘* There 


-at-Law is a good 


enough piece, and Mr. Clarkes Dr. Pangloss a finished study wh ch is 


already classic, but in these days of complecte- 
ness of detail the public is hardly likely to 
accept the general cast as adequate. Mrs. 
Chippendale goes a long way, and Mr, T. I. 
Haynes tries hard, and not altogether unsuc- 


cessfully, with Zekiel ; but a good deal more 


is required, Dr tee 

Indeed, it seems to me that there has been 
a great mistake made in not marking the re- 
opening of what is now one of the prettiest 
and most comfortable little theatres in Lon- 
don with something more striking than a 


_somewhat worn-out comedy and a ‘‘ hashed- 


up” opera bouffe. The latter may afford 
amusement to the vulgar class of mind which 
sees humour in mere immorality ‘adapted 
from the French ;’’ but I should fancy the 
more sensible class of playgoers are getting 
a trifle tired of it as the so/e joke of a piece. 
It is said that there is ready for production 
somewhere in the background a new operatic 
piece with at least two good bars in it—a 
Eugene Bar-rett anda Bar-ton Baker. Good 


| things are spoken of it beforehand, let us 


hope that good things will be spoken of it af.erwards., 





Tue Srranp.—Tue Hair, On, Lor! 


ceive the long line cf celebrities which grace the anrals of what was 


once on a time, 
‘*Punch’s Play- 
house,” disport- 
ing themselves 
gaily somewhere 
in the region of 
his bald place, 
for there for- 
merly stood the 
stage, which is 
now thrust back 
some twenty-five 
feet towards 
Strand Lane. 
As for danger 
from fire, it is 
reduced to a 
minimum — the 
place seems 
made of exits, 
and every turn 
reveals a door or 
two into severa! 
StrecetS at once, 
while the educa- 
tional possibili- 





TRAND.— COGUILLARD AND ‘THR Cocky Lorp, M 


J. S. CLARKE, WITH A LENGTHY RO -e. 


ties suggested by the Jarge letters at the end of each row of stalls cannot 


but be an induceme 


Tue STRAND—Nor HIS Zek’'EL. 


The house it- 
self is every- 
thing that could 
be desired. The 
visitors may re- 
vel in papers of 
peacock - blue, 
crimson carpets, 
mouldings of 
white and gild- 
ing, claret-red 
hangings of 
plush, a prosce- 
nium-frame and 
ceiling ‘‘all of 
gold” (which 
must have cost 
something!), 
and, if he is of 
an imaginative 
turn — believing 
in the ghosts of 
the departed re- 
visiting the 
haunts of their 


Cora Cardigan ig the young lady whose performance on the flute has met 


with such gene- 
ral approval at 
the Opera Co- 
mique, and 
whose name I 
was unable to 
remember. I 
have been fa- 
voured with a 


_ little Cora-spon- 
dence on the 


subject. 

Melita at the 
Novelty next 
Saturday; let’s 
wish it luck, 
whether from an 
acting, from a 
dressing, from a 
musical, or from 
melita-rary point 
of view. 





Mrs. Bernard 


nr 
ss 


Deere will shortly 








VU 


t to parents and guardians to take those Iutle folks 


who will soon be coming home for the Chrisi- 
mas holidays. 





Mr. Thorne announces a morning perform’ | 
ance of 7he Rivals for next Saturday. The 
cast is a strong one—a Vaudeville cast, I may 
say, and I’m fully prepared to find Mr. 
Thorne’s Acres so laughter-provoking that 
his audience will come away with sides that 


are ackers too. WJ | 


On Saturday also the St. James’s reopens 
its doors with /m/pu.se, a new five-act piece | 
by Mr. C. W. Stephenson (Bolton Rewe), | 
so that both the Kowes now write under their 


| 
{ 
Lowen names. allan 


On Monday Zittle Robin Hood will have 
taken a ticket to Manchester, and another 
“‘little”’—Litile Fra Diavolo to wit—will 
have taken his place in the Gaiety bill. 
Mr. Terry will come back with him, and 
Sheridan’s Crz/ic—and possibly our critic— 
will be there too. 








By the way, I ought to mention that Miss 


re 


»JLASS AND THE 


ND.—THE Goon-Lookine ( 
\l! RROR-BELLE. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpiTor or ‘* Fun,” 

DEAR SIR,—I trust you’ll do your best to listen to a small 
request, which just for courteousness’s sake I feel myself com- 
pelled to make (to which I also hope, indeed, that you will 
readily accede). I want you on an early day to (in your most 
effective way) convey in deferential tones my thanks to 
Mr. Joseph Jones (at least, it may be John or James—I am 
not good at catching names—but this I'll confidently say, I 
know the name begins with J). No doubt, as Editor of Fun, 
you ’ll ask what Mr. Jones has done to merit what you ‘Il call 
excess of deferential thankfulness. Well, Sir, last week you 
must have seen (unless you are extremely green—a point on 
which 7 am without the slightest shadow of a doubt)—there 
was a lack of mental grip about my little Croydon tip, be- 
cause, as noticed at the time, there was a horse that wouldn't 
rhyme; well, Mr. Jones observed the same, and kindly 
changed the horse’s name. So Cymrw now (that title gone 
to merited oblivion), the name of Little Condor owns, and I 
am Pleased with Mr. Jones. 

And here a tip I beg to place about 


THE SANDOWN STEEPLECHASE, 


If any short of cash there be, 
The Liberator seems to me 
The very horse to set them free. 
Montauban should be backed at least ; 
And Thornfield has some taking points ; 
And neither seer or witch arroints 
Cortolvin’s quickly-moving joints— 
A very luck-producing beast. 





But some opinions (good as mine) 
To Zoedone’s success incline ; 
Ignition ’s sure to cut a shine, 

Nor can there be the slightest doubt 
That Sugar Plum should land the tin; 
The Scot and Munster also in ; 

And one of these is sure to win— 

Unless the Duster wipes them out. 


If any one in letting slip the chance afforded by this tip 














should go and try and throw the blame upon the Prophet for 
the same, explaining that they to their cost have often followed 
me and lost, and saw no hope that I’d begin presenting them 
a chance to win, and furthermore shoulda they disclose the 
least desire to pull my nose, I’ll make this pertinent reply, 
‘*Pooh! pooh! get out! it’s ail my eye!” and not the slightest 
anger nuss. Yours faithfully, TROPHONIUS. 


Tom.—** I WONDRR 1" BREASTS THINK?” 

Charley (learnedly).—*' THEY CAN’T THINK WITHOUT THE POWER OF 
SPRECH!”’ 

Tom.—‘**Ou, CAN’T THEY, THOUGH! 7 THINK WITHOUT THE POWFR 
OF SPEECH WHEN I’M TOLD TO HOLD MY TONGUE AT DINNER.” 


THINKING IT OUT. 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT THE OPENING OF THE 
NEW PALACE OF JUSTICE. 


IN these days, Sir, when the tendency towards the Medixval—which 
is enthusiastically hailed as the medi-good, and the Early, not to say 
ducal and baronial—English is so pronounced, it has seemed to me de- 
sirable that at least an etfort should be made to re-establish that long 
obsolete court official, the Koyal Jester. 

As my correspondence with the Lord Chamberlain on this subject is 
likely to be shortly moved for and laid on the table of the House, it may 
be sufficient to say here that I obtained a kind of tacit consent from his 
lordship to make a series of practical experiments in the suggested direc- 
tion, the immediate outcome of which was that on Monday, to the 
general mystification of the public, a figure clad in motley, with bells on 
his cap, a bladder with peas in it at the end of a stick in his hand, and 
riding on a trick donkey, kindly supplied for the occasion by Messrs, 
Sanger, formed a prominent feature in the day’s ceremonial. 

You will be prepared to hear, then, Sir, that this figure was mine, 
the fact being that I had got my mediz-val way at last, and that, fro. 
‘em. at all events, the Queen’s Jester was himself again. 

But the truth is, Sir, the modern public needs to be educated up to its 
revived Court Jester, and for lack of such education failed to enjoy me 


course, | was somewhat shy at first. For instance, I had arranged as 
an opening sally to ride up and bang the Lord Chancellor about his full- 
bottomed wig with my bladder, as I merrily exclaimed, ‘* Marry come 
up, my lord ! but if you don’t hurry along, the Palace of Just-ice will be 
all melted !”—a merry medizval old quip, by-the-bye, which I thought 
would be appropriate to the occasion. 

But, as a matter of fact, when I had ridden up to Lord Selborne, he 
looked so very sedate and prim that I couldn't bring myself to bang him 
about the wig at all, so that the opening joke, so to speak, missed hre. 

lr Aatter mueaelf Sir that ¢ 
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on Monday as it might have, under other circumstances. And, of | 


just taken silk? ” and I pointed slyly to the umbrella he was carrying 


his own ev rcute, as, keeping well up to the royal carriage, he corus- 
cated all along the Strand. 

‘*See, mamma!” exclaimed Princess Beatrice, as the royal cavalcade 
neared the new Palace; “ do look at those taper spires !”’ 

‘* Which, may it please your Royal Highness,’’ put in the Court Jester, 
‘* might well have been made red /ape-r ones under the circumstances !' 

Again, later on, when the charming Princess of Wales remarked to 
her husband, ‘‘ How admirably every actor in the scene seemed to know 
his part,” the Court Jester was ‘‘all there’’ with the remark, ‘‘ Truly, 
your Koyal Ilighness is right, the reason being that no actor can very 
well miss his cue, see!” and I pointed with my bladder-stick to the 
learned ().C.s who, so to speak, permeated the scene. 

Even Her Gracious Majesty kindly smiled on her Jester when, biding 
his time, he caracoled upon his trained charger to the Treasurer of the 
senior Inn of Court, and exclaimed loudly, coram populo, ** Well, old 
Six-and-eightpence, Lincoln ’s Inn again, I hear! But don’t you think 
it would have been better if Lincoln had come out on a day like this?” 

Another merry joke that went home was my public allusion to Justice 
as a *‘bar’’-maid who always gave good and full measure. [ut the 
greatest triumph of the revived Court Jester was an impromptu one 
The proceedings in the Great Hall were just over, when I noticed a 
learned ().C, making his way hastily out with an umbrella in his hand. 
In a moment I saw my way to reviving a good old joke. Putting spurs 
to my steed, I cut off that Q C.’s retreat, and having called public atten- 
tion by a pretended flourish of trumpets, I cried out, brandishing my 
bladder of office, ** Come, now, sir, arent you the gentleman who has 


The Q.C., wishing to be rid of me, said hurriedly, ‘‘ Yes, if you must 
know, sir, I Aave taken silk.” 

** Quite so,” I returned with a triumphant glance around me; ‘‘ard 
when you took silk you left gingham, I'll be bound !” 





The loud guffaws with which this crusted old joke were received, Sir, 
seemed to prove that the Court Jester zs destined to live again. 
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ABOUT TAXIDERMY.—4 AN UNAPPRECIATED TRIUMPH. 


i , P ” continued Fun’s instructor, “ were originally intended by Nature to be filled out to their fullest extent, though the failures in carrying out this 
The ckine of all aateals, ° contnnet UUs odenlate im many ms perme Aa Among such the greyhound is a painful example. 
* are 











‘The result was a great success; yet tleJowner was dissatisfied! ‘ My dear sir,’ said I, ‘we cax ¢ stuff it any tighter,—human strength will not do it.” However, 
to please the gentleman, we promised to try. 
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William.—‘“NOW THEN, 



















































































GLADSTONE’ PRIZE SHBHEP. 
(See Cartoon.) 


Ou ! anxious must the shepherd be 
Who brings his sheep to town 
In dark December days, to see 
If they can gain renown 
By getting prizes, don’t you know? 
At Islington’s great Cattle Show. 


Oh! how the shepherd must feel odd, 
As, testing flesh and wool, 
The judges try, with here a prod 
And there a little pull, 
To learn on which they should bestow 
The prizes at the Cattle Show. 


Oh! proud must be that shepherd’s heart 


Who finds his precious sheep 
From the close scrutiny depart 
Triumphantly, and keep 
Their reputations all aglow 
By prizes at the Cattle Show. 


Oh! if thus anxious, odd, and proud 
The shepherd feels, why, then, 

What thrills and ecstasies must crowd 
His heart whose gold-prize pen 

All rival sheep doth overthrow 

At Parliament’s great Cattle Show ! 
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DITTIHS OF THB DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT, 








| you in favour of the scheme. 


AtR—/yvom ‘*lolanthe,” | 


WHEN the papers this week I proceeded to scan, 
Said I to myself—said I, 

Well, ain’t it enough to astonish a man? 
Said [ to myself—said I. 

I’ve solemnly said for a century past 

That things are becoming a little too fast, 

And see where we ’ve all of us landed at last! 
Said I to myself—said J. 





A cloud I observe in the regions of Skye, 
Said I to myself—said I; 
The crofters are having ‘‘a bit of a try,”’ 
Said I to myself—said I. 
The Irish example they don’t mean to miss, 
But some one should some time or other, I wis, 
Do something or other to some one for this, 
Said I to myself—said I. 





Lord Salisbury ’s trying to wheedle the Scot, 
Said I to myself—said I, 
Perhaps he will do it, and p’raps he will not, 
Said I to myself—said I, 
The party who'd ‘‘gag”’ the obstructionists’ right 
The Briton will rise and denounce in his might— 
He'll do it, at least, for a shilling a night— 
Said I to myself—said I. 





Well, Raikes has got in for the ’Varsity (Cam.), 
Said I to myself—said I; 

Can’t say that I’m glad—I don’t know that I am— 
Said I to myself—said I. 

The Boucicault letter was rather grotesque ; 

He’d better have kept it, I think, in his desk ; 

And the ‘*Injun” Contingent have seen a burlesque! 
Said [ to myself—said I. 


The great Victor Hugo has been to the play, 

Said I to myself—said I, 
I think 7 was there, but I couldn’t quite say, 

Said I to myself—said I. 
They managed some matters to muddle and mince, 
Electing the School Board, and—can it be since ?— 
Bulgaria isn’t enjoying her Prince, 

Said I to myself--said I. 


When folks who let windows grew suddenly sad, 
Said I to myself—said I, 
The Queen changed her mind and made all of them glad, 
Said I to myself—said I. 
The workmen who’re over in Paris may stop, 
Then Dublin ’s proclaimed (for its crimes are a crop), 
And France is annexing all over the shop, 
Said I to myself—said I. 





Harpy CONCLUSIONS.—Divid-ends. 


| better thing for the Channel Tunnel Company ; and Great Britain, being 
_ a sort of dependance of the company, would be permitted to gain. 


| ginning to fall out and scratch. ‘‘ There,” said the chairman; ‘‘I fancy 





Combination of Trades Unionism and Socialism, eh? Facilities for In° 
ternational Socialist meetings in Hyde Park, eh? Immense facilities 
for the French Uprooters of Things to proselytize the British workman, 
eh? Promoting the Channel Tunnel scheme, eh? 


tunnel! works instantly; and if ever I catch you at any such scheme 
again— 


A DECIDER! 


‘Wet, I’ve an open mind about the Channel Tunnel,” said Johnny 
Bull; ‘* but J mean to know the ase of it before I sanction it.” 

At these words a terrible Bogey started up. ‘‘ Don’t you have this 
tunnel,” said the Bogey. ‘‘Ona the instant of its completion a vast 
army of all the Powers will march through, conquer England, set fire 
to the Thames, kill the Lord Mayor, and confiscate the Premier's 
collar. My name’s Panic, so / ought to know.” 

** Hum !—ha!” said Johnny. 

‘* Don’t listen to this idiot,” said the chairman of the S.E.R. ina 
voice in which contemptuous patronage of the universe mingled with a 
complacent sense of personal omniscience and boundless importance. 
‘*This tunnel will be the making of you; in fact, there cou//n’t bea 


** Hum !—ha!” said Johnny. 

**As you think you have a kind of ‘ say’ in this tunnel, I will show 
you a picture or two which will, of course, instantly convince you,” said 
the great chairman; and displayed a transparency representing a scene 
of the utmost magnificence. Seated upon a gorgeous throne of Influ- 
entiality, and ‘‘looked up to” by a vast crowd of worshipping share- 
holders, the chairman of the Tunnel Company sat, clad in a white waist- 
coat of the most overpowering importance of cut. ‘' That picture alone,” 
said the chairman, *‘ will convince you of the desirability of the scheme.” 

The next picture represented a Channel Tunnel shareholder bathing 
in million-pound notes. ‘‘ There,” said the chairman, ‘‘that will decide 
” 

**Tium !—ha!”’ said Johnny. ‘‘Go on.” 

The chairman presented a double picture; one side represented the 
tourists Jones, Brown, and Robinson suffering qualms during a sea- 
voyage from Dover to Calais, while the other set forth the comfort o: 
the three when performing the journey through the tunnel. 

** A circumstance of the utmost importance,” said the chairman. 

**Hum !—ha!” said Johnny. ‘*Go on,” 

The next picture represented on one side a Frenchman and an 
Englishman bowing distantly to each other across a barrier, and on the 
other side the pair chatting in pleasant and constant intercourse; but 
the chairman covered this picture hastily in consequence of the two be 


that will be more than sufficient.” 

‘‘ Hum !—ha!” said Johnny; ‘‘ I’m afraid my mind is about as open 
as before, By the way, when are you going to show me the advantages 
of the sch——-?” The chairman was so overcome with indignant sur- 
prise that he bounced off. Then Johnny sat down to consider the thing, 
and his eye lighted upon the following newspaper paragraph :— 


**THE CHANNEL TUNNEL. 

‘*The English Trades Unionist delegates, who have arranged a meeting 
with the Unionist workmen of Paris for the purpose of discussing and 
promoting the Channel Tunnel scheme, will, on their arrival to-morrow, 
be received by representatives of the French Socialist workmen. The 
principal event in connection with their visit will be the meeting on 
Sunday in the Théftre de Lyons, near the Bastille.” 

‘*Hum !—ha!” said Johnny; ‘‘¢A7s is a little more convincing. 





Here, you Watkin !” 


** Well,” said the great chairman; ‘‘ convinced, eh?” 
‘*Ouite,” said Johnny. ‘* You just be off and put a stop to those 
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THE IMPROVING STAGE AGAIN, 


(THe Queensberry idea is bearing even more important fruit than we 
had anticipated. Our Special Theatrical Manager is so taken with the 
idea that it only needed a brief consultation with his dramatic author 
fellow to enable him to decide upon a scheme of action, replete with pro- 
mise of most beneficial consequences to the theological knowledge of 
the theatre-going masses. He has determined that his theatre shail be 
no mere medium of worldly amusement, or even for the introduction by 
the audience of unrehearsed situations, as set forth by us last week. 
This theatre is to be a place for the real serious improvement of all 
classes, by affording them an opportunity of hearing the actual views of 
the various religious (and irreligious) dogmatists. Just think how Brown, 
Jones, and Robinson will rush to the theatre to be entertained in this 
| way after their day’s work!) 


A THEATRICAL MANAGER'S SANCTUM.—THEATRICAL MANAGER 
discovered in consultation with a BISHOP. 

| MANAGER. So this is what I said to my author, my lord: ‘‘ Just 
| knock me off a nice little play with a Bishop in it, and a Ritualistic 
| Vicar in it, and a Methodist in it, and a Freethinker in it, and you might 
| as well throw in a Mormon, and a Moravian, and a Buddhist, and a Fire- 
| worshipper, and a Salvationist, and——” ‘‘ But, hang it!” said my 
| author, ‘‘ what sort of a play do you require? A comedy, or a tragedy, 
|or a burletta, or what? And how on earth amI to work in all ¢hese 
characters, I should like to know? Where’s your plot that ’ll contain 
\’em all, and where’s your interest, and where ’s your hang it! where’s 
your anything?’ ‘* Pooh!” says I, my lord; ‘‘ my public won’t want 
plot, or interest, or any of that trivial nonsense. What ¢hey want is to 
learn. Make it a farce,’ I said; ‘‘a farce will do as well as anything.” 
So, after he’d grumbled a bit, he made it a farce, and a nice compact 
little thing it is—won’t take more than a month to perform, if so much; 
might get it over in three weeks. There it is, my lord. 

Tue Bisnor. Ah! I see. Capital! It is divided intoten ‘‘ Exercises,” 
I see—yes. ‘* Exercise I.: Views of an Orthodox Churchman ”—— 

MANAGER. Yes, you see, that subject is intended to be taken on the 
opening night. The Bishop—capital part for Doddler, my *‘ old man,” 
only he doesn’t seem to altogether grasp it—puts forth a set of most pre- 
posterous views, and that’s what I wanted to see you about, my lord. 
If you wouldn’t mind accepting a box for that night, and being so kind as 
to get up indignantly, denounce the views as rank heresy, and proclaim 
the real, proper, orthodox notions on the subject. By-the-bye, my 
lord, you mustnt mind the Bishop’s carrying off the Buddhist’s daughter, 
a barmaid. My author fellow would insist on putting the incident in 
**to give interest.’’ The Mormon slides down a rope head first in the 
nick of time and rescues her. If your lordship preferred it, we could 
make the Mormon carry off the girl, and the Bishop slide down the 




















rope head first. Your lordship might be able to get through the first 
discussion in one evening; in which case we should be able to tackle 
‘* Exercise II.: Exploded Schisms of the Buddhist Church”’ on the 
next night. I've secured the assistance of an eminent Brahmin gentle- 
man, who has kindly promised to argue the question from a stall. 
* . * . * 
THE THEATRE TRAIN HOME. 


Brown. Been to see the new farce? Most improving, wasn’t it? 
Enjoyed—no, profited by it immensely. By the way, I had a narrow 





ih i ( ers over the balconies. 


escape of being covered up for the night by the fellow who puts the 

rid Might have been suffocated if he 
ver me and woke me up. 
| r so early—should have 
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| sitting all ze veek. 


| hear, hear. Mr. Parnell move ze adjournment of ze House. Thirty- 
| seven only support him. Ve go on vit Orders of ze Day. Ve sit long 
| time on Standing Committees. and adjourn soon aftare von. 





THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT, | 


VENDREDI ze tventy-four is night and half to some night. It isa 
field night for ze Gladstone baitaires. Churchill, Volff, Gorst, Yorke, 
Chaplin, and ze 
whole pack vere 
zare to make it varm 
for ze Grand Old 
Man: zey bark at 
him, zey bite at his 
tail, zey run betveen 
his legs, but enfin 
zey bait him too 
much ; he let out 
right and left; ze 
pack is cut, ver’ 
much cut up. Ze 
old gladiator, who 
have box vit ze 
giants of old days, 
vit ze Rupert of 
Debate, vit Bea- 
consfield, and oz- 
zares, show zat he 
can hit hard now, 
zat if he hit more 
seldom it is because 
he no like to punish zose who are not of his size. Apres ze Kilmainham 
espar ve proceed vit Procedure. Ve get on vit Rule XI.—zat ze House 
sall consider Bill vizout qvestion put. It is pass; as amended it pass. 
It is zat ven on Monday or Tuesday Committee of Supply stand as 
premier order, Mr. Espeakare sall leave ze chair vizout qvestion put, 
unless zare is amendment as to estimates. Quel bonheur if some of ze 
Randies, ze Lawsons, and ze Yorkes vould leave vizout ze put of ze 
qvestion. Nous partons! at von of ze clock all ze pub. are close, diad/e 

On Monday Mr. Trevelyan tell us of ze assassination in Dublin. Ven 
he say zat ze von good sing is zat, déen merci! ze police and ze assassins 
are driven to open conflict, zare is great cheer. Ze fauvre Cox have 
died true hero at duty’s cal]. As for Danvers, ve give him big cheer, he 
vas—like ze veapon vit vich he make Devine qviet—sharp blade. Mr. 
Bartlett ask if ze Russians are at Merv. Sir Dilke say he not know, he 
have had no information zey are. Mr. Bartlett vant Sir Dilke to state 
distinctly zey are no. Sir Dilke say he is not zare, so he cannot make 
affidavit ; but he believe not. I suggest Mr. Bartlett go to Merv to see 
for himself. Zare is great cheer from Sir Dilke. Ze G. O. M. propose 
ze seven first and tree last rules become standing ordares. Zey do so. 
Zen ve get to ze next section, vich relate to Standing Committees for 
Bills, for legal and trade Bills. 

Ve adjourn debate at douce heure et demi. 

Tuesday. Mr. Gladstone tell us ze Var vill have cost four and half 
millions. Ve get on vit Standing Committees—zat is, ve knock out Sir 
Cross’s amenc'ment zat ve not get on vit zem. Zen ve adjourn. 

Vennisday. Still on ze Standing Committees, vich vill keep ze House 
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On Sursday Mr. Trevelyan say, in answer to Sir Dyke, zat if Mr. 
Davitt and Mr. Redmond do not shut up, zey vill be shut up. I say 


Saturday. Rules passed. Shop shut up. Now for ze holidays. 








About Tails, 


CLERICAL country magistrates are generally supposed to have a strong 
tendency towards severity, but the Rev. E. F. Gapp is an exceptionally 
mild justice evidently. Five boys were recently charged before him, at 
Dunmow, with cruelty to steers. The defendants tied the tails of the 
unfortunate animals together, and chased them up and down a field, just 
for fun, during the space of half an hour, the result being that the next 
morning the proprietor of the animals discovered the flesh and bones of 
several of the said steers’ tails wrenched off—in one case a black animal 
having exchanged tails with a white one. Mr. E. F, Gapp thought 
that gaps made in the useful and ornamental appendages of these animals 
by the brutality of the young wretches would be condoned by the inflic- 
tion of a ten shilling fine. Far better had he made a stipulation with 
the parents of the boys that, in event of his not inflicting the most severe 
penalty that the law allows in such cases, the fathers of the boys should 
consent to attend at the back of the court, armed with stout canes, and 
each administer thirty severe stripes on the bare flesh of their respective 
sons in order to teach them what pain is like. The tail of any animal 





is a most tender part, and had proper corporal puni:hment been admin- 
isters . we venture to think these youths would 29 clear « f bh hers ’ 
when again feeling larly di 
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A Cattle Show Complaint. 


Ou, Mr. FON, we pray that you ’ll attention pay, 

| Jor ours a very sorrowful narration is ; 

| And we’ll make it soon appear that we’re victims once a year, 

| And we'll tell you what our annual degradation is. 

Every year, from rural spots we are brought away in lots 
To you Londoners, who great delight in tattle show, 

And we have to journey then to the district known as ‘‘ N.”— 
Namely, Islington—to figure at a Cattle Show. | 


$e 


At your Agricultural Hall we have each a sort of stall, 
And certain servants constantly attend on us ; 

And here for many days we are made the public gaze, 
And lots of time the visitors expend on us. 

But before we reach your Show, we have eachto undergo | 
A lot of over-feeding, to be suitable 


They have only ¢wo, you see, while four apiece have we, \\, 
And the tongues they have they merely use for talking with. | \\ \ 

We are animals, in short ; ¢hey are of the human sort— 
A class of beings utterly interior ; 

They can only speak, you know; we can baa, or grunt, or low— 
In fact, we are in every way superior ! 


Yes, we oxen, sheep, and pigs, have to suffer sundry digs, 
And no one for our martyrdom in pity sighs ; 
Our hides they boldly pat, just because we're rather fat, 
And our shape (or rather shapelessness) they criticize. 
And this being thus annoyed we’re unable to avoid, 
But if we could but move, we’d have a spree with them, 
Still ome thought affords us bliss—sweet revenge—and it is 
this : 
When they feed on us our fat will disagree with them ! 





Does it a-Peer so? 





For the town-and-country crowd, who keep uttering aloud, 
Queer comments that to us are quite inscrutable. 
And these beings who surround the departments where we’re | [\.\\ 
found Ww 
Have not the right amount of legs for walking with ; \ \\ 
\ 
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A SIXPENNY ‘‘society ” journal says that ‘Lord Wolseley 
is partly responsible for Sir Stafford Northcote’s state of 
health ;” meaning that the success of our arms in Egypt has 
given the Government such a firm hold upon the country that 
the genial Leader of the Opposition is ill thereat. This is 
straining a point somewhat. Though the gallant officer is 
good at cam-paigns, it does not necessarily follow that he 
causes Other pai(g)ns; neither does his ‘‘ Staff-ord ’’-inarily 
do so. HER. 








STRONG SHUTTERS,—The Early Closing Association. 





Mamma,—'‘' WHAT WAS THAT HORRIBLE NOISE I HEARD IN THE NoR- 
SERY JUST NOW? YOU AND CISSY WERE FIGHTING, I’M AFRAID.” 

Harry.—“*‘ WRLL, MA, DARLING! CISSY IS SUCH A DUNCE, 
HER IF SEVEN SWEETS WERE TAKEN AWAY FROM TWELVE, HOW MANY 
WOULD REMAIN; AND TOOK SEVEN OF HER ACID DROPS JUST TO SHOW 


THEM ALL TO PUNISH HER STUPIDITY. THEN SHE BIT MB HARD, AH! 
I’LL NEVER TRY TO TEACH HER ARITHMETIC AGAIN!” 


A LESSON IN SUBTRACTION. 


I ASKED 


EVEN THEN SHE COULDN’T ANSWER ME CORRECTLY, SO I ATE 











The Genuine Article. 


| Fon was sitting in his editorial office. A stranger of immature years 
burst open the shop door, tripped up the office boy, upset the retainers, 

| kicked open the inner door, and sat upon the editorial desk. ‘‘ Well, 

| FUN, old man,”’ he said; ‘‘I’ve stepped in to offer my services as a 

|contributor. Here’s a bit of my work to begin with’’—he flung down 

|a bale of MS.—‘‘ I’ve never tried my hand at writing before; but I'll 

| accept a salary of a few hundreds, to commence with.”’ 

.| ea rhis is confounded cheek!” gasped Fun. 

| At the words, FUN’s guardian fairy stood before him. ‘* You had 


| see what ‘CHEEK’ is,” 


both sides of the House through their paces. 

* Thts is confounded Ch—-——!”_  ‘* Be quiet!” said the fairy; ‘‘ you 
haven't seen Cheek ye/.” 

Then FUN saw a vision of a Thames Riparian Landowner expecting 
to have the entire river for his private use. 

** Well, if that isn’t Ch—-—’ said Fun. ‘*‘ Hush! not yet,” said thefairy. 

And FUN saw a newspaper report to the effect that the Laureate had 
received one thousand pounds for the Promise of May. ‘*Well, if that 
said Fun. ‘*Stop,” said the fairy; ‘‘ besides, the report is not 
confirmed yet.” 





reason why he should not suffer for his crime ; and he saw also a petition 





learned something by now. 
At length, FUN saw Mr. Blunt’s appeal to the British public to sub- 
cribe f lefence of Arabi. 


r The lafle 


better learn the meaning of words before using them !” said she. ‘‘ Just 


She waved her wand, and Fun saw Lord Randolph Churchill putting | 


| tion. 





presented in favour of a bloodthirsty agrarian murderer; but Fon had | 


And Fun heard Mr. Gray’s friends advancing his delicate health as a | are combined in the art work of young ladies, people are best left to 


| athletic sports will welcome the appearance of this annual, which has 


‘*Well,” screamed FUN, breaking out, ‘‘if ¢Aat is not Cheek——” 
‘* That,” replied the fairy, ** may be described as cheek ; and, what ’s 
more, it will take a lot of beating.” 








NEW LEAVES. 


Exry Boy's Annual and Every Girl's Annual (George Routledge 
and Sons).—Both these volumes well sustain a long-established reputa- 
tion. ittle Wide Awake (same firm) is a volume the merits of which 
no one could shut their eyes to. ‘* Pan Pipes” (same firm) is a ‘* book 
of old songs,” arrangements and accompaniments by Theo. Marzials, and 
illustrations by Walter Crane, This is a work of considerable preten- 
sion, carried out with a great measure of classic feeling and taste. The 
songs are sweet, and both the artist and composers have ‘' piped” to 


pretty good tunes. 
Routledge's Sporting Annnal.—All sympathizers with and lovers of 


evidently had every care bestowed to make it worthy of their approba- 


‘* Our Sketching Tour,” by Two of the Artists (Griffith and Farran), 
100 illustrations. —Any one going over this sketching tour will have five 
young ladies, more or less fascinating, for companions, and have oppor- 
tunities of discerning their artistic capabilities, When art and nature 


‘*draw” their own conclusions. 
‘* My Own Dolly” (same firm) is one of those children’s books full of 


elaborately coloured pictures which have cropped up so plentifully in the 
wake of Kate Greenaway’s successes. This one may fairly be com- 
mended on its merits. 








stions ln n ase will they be returned unless 
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it the bucolic mind should take such an intense interest 
drain-pipes, washing machines, & 


Strange tl 
n wirework cages, 











While the man about town is closely _ 
observant of mangold-wurze's and turnip’. 





Beauty and the Beast. 


CATTLE SHOW MEMORANDA, 





$4 


I REFRESHMENTS! 
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Discussing the animals Jost mortem. 








Old Songs Reset. 
No. VI. 
Airn—'*7he Three Fishers.” 


Turek diggers were traveliing into the West, 
Into the West, where the sun goes down ; 
They talked of what diggings would be the best, 
And guessed they would do all the loafers brown, 
For men must drink, and diggers must toil, 
And strike pay dirt from the golden soil, 
To spend at the bar in ‘‘ shouting.” 


Three loafers were loafing around in the bars, 

Swearing tall oaths as the drink went down ; 
The diggers were all getting out of the cars, 

To see what was best to be had in the town ; 
They entered the bar where the loafers stood, 
Found the Boarbon whi:ky was strong and good, 

And they stood around there ‘‘ shouting.” 


Six men lay dead on the dirty floor, 

They bad been rambunctious, and all gone down ; 
Ard the boss a three-foot oath he swore. 

They had better have lived for the good of the town ; 
lor the dead can get no gold to chink, 
The dead can spend no more on drink— 

They have done their last at ‘*‘ shouting.” 


Now Ready. Price Twopence. 


FUN ALMANAC for 1883. 


TWELVE PAGES OF ILLUSTRATIONS BY EMINENT ARTISTS. 
Literary Matter by best Authors of the Day. 





Fust Out. Price One Shilling ; Post-free, 1s. 2d, 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1888. 


CONTAINING CONTRIBUTIONS FROM 
THE PEN AND PENCIL OF SOME OF OUR MOST 
POPULAR ARTISTS AND AUTHORS OF THE DAY. 


“‘The New Number of this popular forerunner of the Christmas season is now 

ep gaan and is, as usual, elaborately illustrated by eminent artists, and supported 
y the pens of numerous contributors of established reputation."— Daily News. 

‘* Comicality runs rampant, and the wildest flights of imagination are indulged in 
by authors and artists."—Daily Chronicle. 

‘* Paking time by the forelock, the proprietors of this Annual have given to the public 
oe collection of funny tales, excellently well told in prose and verse.” —Beli's 

tre. 

“ All who enjoy a good laugh, and wish to drive away exnxu7 and dull care, should 
procure a copy of the above well-known Comic Annual for the year 1883."—Burndey 
Express. 

“Ie is full of good stories, amusing poetry, and the most laughable illustrations. 
The whole little quarto 1s full of happy conceits that will serve to while away many a 
leisure hour by the autumn and winter fireside.” —Western Daily Mercury. 


ee mn ees wy 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 











e _— —— 


“The CLEAN Black Lead.” | 
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Stableboy.—‘* NO, HE AIN'T. 


SOCIETY NOTE. 
Stableman,—‘' HULLOA! OLD HADDOCKS AIN’T A-GOIN’ OUT THIS MORNING, THEN?” 


HE WUR OUT AT A PERLITICAL DINNER LAST NIGHT; AND WHEN WE COME ROUND WITH THE 
OssES THIS MORNING, HADDOCKS SAYS TO THE GROOM, SES HE, ‘SMITHSON, LET BROWN TAKE BLUESKIN BACK; I SHALL NOT 
RIDE THIS MORNING; I DON’T FREL WELL; AND BE THANKFUL, SMITHSON, AS YOU AIN’T GOT NOTHING TO DO WITH A-GOVERNIN’ 
THIS COUNTRY, FOR PERLITICS IS AWFUL DRY WORK, AND WERRY HEATIN’ TO THE BRAIN,’” 


(N.B.— The wiy they speak of his Grace the Duke of Finnon.) 











A Prophecy. 


My peruser and friend, 
Though I merely pretend 
In your ear to be drumming 
A platitude old, 
You may like to be told— 
Father Christmas is coming ! 


From the frost and the snows, 
All the tips of our toes 
And out digits benumbing, 
Methinks you may tell 
At a glance pretty well— 
Father Christmas is coming ! 


’T is ‘*‘ The Mistletoe Bough ” 
My fair neighbour just now 
Is prospectively strumming ; 
Both music and rhymes 
Are a sign of the times— 
Father Christmas is coming ! 


Merry Clown very soon 
With effete Pantaloon 
Will be mimiog and mumming ; 
And gall’ry and pit 
Will be ready to split— 
Father Christmas is coming ! 


All our losses and gains, 

All our pleasures and pains, 
Shall we shortly be summing ; 

We balance each year 

When another draws near— 
Father Christmas is coming ! 


| 


| mist-representation” be the phrase? 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe Epitor or ‘' Fon,” 


Sir,—Your insatiable desire to give a sporting tip regularly ev ry 
week is in every sense extremely hard on the old man—your own psef- 
ticular Grand Old Man, in point of fact. Apart from the difficulty of 
making rhymes and attending to rhythm when the brain has grown 
aged and creaky, at this time of the year the difficulty of finding any 
race at all to tip upon is in itself enormous, and when it 7s found—why, 
it’s simply degrading to take any notice of it, that’s flat. 

This week, however, I am pleased to inform you that my search for a 
race has ignominiously and utterly failed, so that I am about to takea 
holiday (just for once), and see if I can’t get a few days’ hunting ae 
somewhere or other, and you needn't try to fetch me back, because 
won't come—which is the straight tip for you ; so, you see, you have your 
weekly tip after all. Yours cheerfully, TROPHONIUS, 


——— ll EEE 


A Mist-erious Announcement. 


Tue New York 77uth says that our Oscar, ‘‘ after he has altered what 
he calls the too pronounced features of American scenery,” will turn his 
attention to dispelling the ‘‘fogs of misrepresentation that surround 
him.” The ‘‘utter”’ one need not be troubled ; these ee only 
serve to show that he is not *‘fog”-gotten. But should not “ fogs of 








Tue Rhine, Moselle, Neckar, and Main are rising rapidly, Rivers are 
about the only parties who rise in a festive manner at this time of year 
in a prompt never-failing manner. We only wish Jemima Ann, our 
only domestic, would follow their laudable example, 

A-JAX AT ETOoN.—‘“‘ Why, certainly,’”’ said our Angler, ‘‘there are 
a good many ‘Jacks’ at Eton, both in the college and the river,” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 








sure tact into one shor-t act all those quali- 
ties which enable a Keade to make all right, 
a I{arris to make Hlarrisky situation strong, 
a Conquest to make conquestionable hits, 
and to which, whenever he chooses to trotter 
few of them out, a Pettitt toes so much, 

I’m not quite prepared to admit that the 
idea of the piece is so novel (sensational 
novel) as has been generally asserted, but 
perhaps that is a personal defect in my cha- 
racter, and doesn’t so very much matter after 
all ; anyway it is most af ofes, written with 
extreme neatness and tact, and intensely 
funny. A gentle story (of which we sketch 
the principal incidents) flows mildly and 
peacefully on, through simple incident to its 
end, amid quiet but general satisfaction, and 
the spectator leaves the theatre with the 
proud consciousness of having witnessed a 
thoroughly English play, racy of the soil, by 
an English author, and interpreted by English 
artists. 


Mr. Clayton’s Sir Crimson is a powerful 














HE ** concen- 


trated tragedy 
in one horror,” 
More than£Ever, 


} 





by means of | 


which, for three 
consecutive 
Wednesdays, 
Mr. Arthur 
Matthison caus- 
ed even habitual 
devotees of 
Gaiety to laugh, 
if not against 
their will, at 
least above their 
wont, has mi- 
grated to Sloane 
Square, where 
the audience, 
not being by 
any means of a 
Sloane nature, 
has promptly 
Court the infec- 


tion. Mr. Matthison (to be, if not logical, as/ro-logical), has certainly 
closely studied the horror-scope of melodrama, and has introduced with 


at once soothing, weird, and terrible: it is the most inhuman, simious, 


horrible, blood- 
curdling, savage, 
fantastic, hu- 
man, unearthly, 
fiendish, fasci- 
nating,  repul- 
sive, attractive, 
and expensive 
character ever 
conceived; but 
Mr. Anson might 
have thrown us 
in a dance (as 
Mr. Wyatt did 
at the Gaiety), if 
only a kan-kan- 
garoo. Miss 
Marion Terry is 
now the Lady 
Aqua  Tofana, 
and it is only as 
we watch this 
gold-robed crea- 
ture, gentle, 
graceful, and 
tender - voiced, 
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THE CouRT.— PoIGNARD. 


that we realize at last how beavtiful is crime! 
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THe Cou rt.—Popcv? 


impersonation of subtle villany, and it is only as the awful incidents of 
his nefarious career unfold themselves that we realize at last how hideous 


is crime! Mr. 
Owen Dove's 
Arsenico has 
much more of 
the serpent than 
the dove in its 
composition ; it 
is cruel—cold— 
treacherous, Ita- 
lian! Shambles 
is a striking pic- 
ture of remorse- 
shackled and 
ghost - mocked 
misery, of which 
Mr. Arthur 
Cecil spares us 
no painful de. 
tail. The 
Avenger is dark 
(blue) and secret 
as his name, and 
loses nothing at 
Mr. Gilbert 


' : 
Trent's hands, 
nig } 
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The Royalty, which is undergoing tremen- 
dous internal revolution, will probably be 
finished by about February next, when Miss 
Kate Santley will assume the sovereignty and 
present 2 new opera bouffe by Messrs. Farnie 
and Planquette—another little game of |’lan- 
quette, with plenty of Farnie-mental embel- 
lishment, no doubt. 

Messrs. Wills and Prinsep have made up 
A Cotton Gown between them, and it will be 
put on at the St. James’s one of these days. 
Let us hope that the audience will find it ** fit.” 





Mr. Horace Lennard has written a piece 
called Namesakes, and Mr. Toole has ac- 
cepted it, so that it only remains now for the 
public to accept it also and all will be well. 

The elaborate arrangements which were 
being made at the Alhambra for the pro- 
duction of Atzg Comet at Christmas, in which 
they were expected to comet rather strong in 
the way of brilliant ballets, have been super- 
seded by arrangements of a still more start- 





ling and elaborate nature, which render it impossible for the manage- 
ment to carry out their intentions until the theatre gets cool and rebulit. 


Meantime this 
is a good thing 
for the Pandora 
company, which 
opens on the 
30th instant at 
Her Mazjesty’s 
(pending the in- 
stant their own 
theatre will be 
ready), with 
Messrs. Reece 
and Thompson’s 
Yellow Drwart, 
a hundred cory- 


pices being the 


principal of the 
advertised _at- 
tractions with 
which they in- 
tend to cory; hée- 
(O47. 
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Teetotal Alcohol. 


: At the Liverpool Chemists’ Association several members proved that 
, Good Templars’ sparkling champagne contained twenty-five per cent. of 
' proof spirit. 

amount of alcohol in very many temperance drinks. 





PuT by the bowl, ye Bacchic crew, 
I used to fancy nice, 

Especially that special brew 
Of rum, and mint, and spice; 

No more the bestial beer I'll bovze, 
Nor eke the low gin drain ; 

Blue ribbons chiefly chase the blues 
With temperance champagne. 


Strictly proper Bacckanalian Chorus, 
It ’s temperance champagne, my boys, 
The purist can't complain, 
However we 


Achieve @.4,— 
It’s tenperance champagne. 


Oh, never your fagged spirits cheer 
With wines whose brands are fixed ; 

Go seek the gentle ginger-beer, 
Where gin’s already mixed : 

hey cannot say our fol-de-rol 
Denotes an evil bent, 

When all we take of alcohol 
Is twenty-five per cent. 








Awfully Abstemious Bacchanalian Chorus. 
It’s temperance champagne, my pals, 
That breaks the devil’s chain ; 
Drink guzte as strong 
As absinthe ’s wrong ; 
Drink temperance champagne, 








So beer, and rum, and port, and gin 
Let ’s drink to drown our cares ; 
The guilt ’s not in the flask, it’s in 
The label that it bears. | 


Other members proved the presence of a considerable " 
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Go, be the sot, assume the sage, 
Talk owl, and play poor poll— 

This is the triumph of the age, 
Teetotal alcohol. 








Severely Se/f-denying Bacchanalian Chorus. 
It’s temperance champagne, my pals ; 
Lesh pioush meashures drain ; 

Sin’s wines are light, 

Virtshue gets tight 

On temperansh ’ampagne. 








Browi,—** AIN’T SEEN ROBINSON LATELY. 
HIM?” 

Jones. —** YOU'RE NOT LIKELY TO SEE HIM, DEAR BOY. 
WOULDN’T HAVE BELIEVED IT, YOU KNOW), HE’S GOT INTO TROUBLE 
THROUGH MARRYING TWO WIVES,” 

Brown,—‘*' BAH! WHAT OF THAT? LOOK AT ME—AWFOL EXAMPLE— 
I’vVE GOT INTO TROUBLE THROUGH MARRYING ONE. TA! TA! OLD 
MAN}; DON’T FORGET TO MEET ME AT THE ‘Pav.’ TO-NIGHT !’ 


“OH! IF WIVES ONLY KNEW.” 


WHAT’S BECOME OF 


Fact 1s (I 








Christmas Cards. 


‘Christmas Cards” (S. Hildesheimer and Co.)—The large amount 
of artistic ability and skilled workmanship brought to bear upon the 
production of Christmas cards is greatly exemplified in the samples of 
S. Hildesheimer and Co., which for beauty, delicacy, and finish are 
highly commendable. 

‘*Christmas Cards” (Davidson brothers).—Unlimited praise may 
justly be bestowed on the samples before us, which will bear favourable 
comparison with any we have seen. 

‘*Christmas Cards” (Albert Marx).—Possessing all the admirable 
qualities usually found in Christmas cards, these, in the competition for 
public favour, will be sure to make their ‘‘ marx.” 

**Christmas Cards” (Lbernhd Ollendorf).—There is a strong family 
likeness runs through the whole of what we may perhaps call the 
Christmas card community—the main features being unmistakably 
apparent throughout, wheresoever or on whomsoever rests the parent- 
age. Those sent us by Bernhd Ollendorf are as handsome a lot as any 


one need wish to see. 


‘* Christmas Cards” (J. F. Schipper and Co.)}—Among the legions of | 


such cards, those of Schipper and Co., for all the high qualities peculiar 


to such goods, are certain to find their way to the front ranks in the © 


favour of both home traders and shippers. 

‘*Christmas Cards” (Alfred Gray).—This parcel is a variation upon 
those which are mostly coloured picture cards—these being mainly 
etchings and nearly all comic. There is a considerable amount of artistic 
ability and a rich vein of the grotesque and the humorous running through 
them all. 

‘* Christmas Crackers.’’—Without a word of exaggeration, the name 
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cellence, novelty and variety, amusing and mirth-provoking, are only a 
few of their many good qualities. 

The ‘*Christmas Crackers” of G. Sparagnapane and Co, may not 
quite rival Smith’s, but they possess sufficient merits of their own to win 
hosts of admirers, and to ensure their ‘‘ going off” well. 


Dog-matic. 


Tit Master of the Carlow Hounds has received one hundred notices 
from Irish farmers, warning him not to trespass. Some say that Erin 
has been for a long time ** going to the dogs.” Evidently these agri- 
culturists do not intend to let the dogs come to their part of it. They 
may be partial to the jaunting-car, but not to the jaunting-Car-low. 


A Tea-trait. 


A WRITER, quoted in a vegetarian organ, says that ‘‘ afternoon tea is 
becoming a national curse.” This cursory remark would lead one to 
infer that tea-leaves bad effects behind it. And yet many a Ily-son.and 
daughter in the fashionable world, to say nothing of many ‘* Bohea”- 
mians, still survive. Perhaps the writer would have us, when we are 
partaking of the ‘‘cup that cheers,” exclaim with Hamlet, ‘‘ What an 


Ass-am I!” 


—— ee ee 


Rimmel’s Last Puff. 
As the Queen was passing the scen/cr of the Strand on Monday, a 
volume of fragrant smoke issued from No. 96, yet Her Majesty did not 
appear incensed at it. 
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ABOUT TAXIDERMY.—s5. THE LIFELIKE PET. 
How beautiful and touching a trait of human character is the untiring affection for,“and belief in the lifelikeness of, the effigy of a departed pet ! 
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| Fun knows a lady who had her pet spaniel stuffed. Honouring the above-named touching trait, whenever Fun enters that lady's room, he starts in violent bodily 
fear, and exclaims, ‘‘ W-w-will he b-b-bite?” on which the lady regularly and reassuringly says, ‘‘Oh, no! he isn't alive. You would never suppose he was stuffed, 
now, would you?” 
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THE LORD CHANCELLOR'S SONG. 


(SUNG BY HIS LORDSHIP IN HUMBLE IMITATION OF MR. GROSSMITH IN “ IOLANTHE.”) 


When the Queen came to visit the Courts ot the Law They talked ot a title for Knight, the Lord Mayor— 
Said I to myself—said I), Don’t he wish he may get it? I’m sure I don’t care; 
How much will she give me for opening the door ? | And they ’ve offered to make me an Earl, I declare 


I to myself—said | | ‘Said I to myself—said I). 



























































THE LORD CHANCELLOR'S SONG, 
WITH COMPLIMENTS TO IOLANTHE. 


(See Cartoon.) 


WHEN I went to the Bar as a very young man 
(Said I to myself—said I), 
I’ll push on ahead just as hard as I can 
(Said I to myself—said 1) ; 
I always will have an implicit belief 
In my holding some day a position in chief, 
And [’ll never refuse any Equity brief 
(Said I to myself—said I). 


]’ll always look precious sharp after my fees 
(Said I to myself—said 1), 
And never leave clients to pay when they please 
(Said I to myself—said 1), 
Or let it be guessed from a paper report 
That I don’t know the rules of a Common Law Court, 
Though Chancery practice of course is my forte 
(Said I to myself—said I). 


And what’s the result of my careful regards? 
(Says I to myself—says I) 
And how have I managed to shuffle the cards? 
(Says I to myself—says I). 
Why, I reached such a pitch of forensic renown 
That they made me Law Officer unto the Crown, 
And at last on the Woolsack they tumbled me down 
(Says I to myself—says 1). 


And now, after all, I’m gazetted an earl 
(Says I to myself—says I), 


Which is why I should sing, and should twist, and should twirl 


(Says I to myself—says I) ; 
lor professional honours, dealt out as they are, 
Can raise a plebeian to much above par, 
So I hardly regret I was called to the Bar 
(Says I to myself—says I). 
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DITTIBS OF THB DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT. 
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». 24.—A STOLID-DITTY. 
Arr—‘* She hadn't a word to say.” 
IN me I rather think you ’ll find 
The owner of a vacant mind, 
Of unimpressionable kind, 
And elemental! wit. 
And though in an excited way 
You come to me ablaze and say 
‘* There ’s so and so occurred to-day,” 
I do not care a bit ! 
I haven't a word to say, I slight it altogether, 
I’ve never a word to say (no, not about the weather) ; 
I do not zz/end to annoy, it’s only my curious way, 
I haven’t become 
Either daft or dumb, 
But I haven’t a word to say. 


Although in Westminster the wires 
That telegraphic use requires 
Are dangerous, and /Azs transpires— 
The Board can’t disallow ; 
Though early shopping is the aim 
Of some whom nobody can blame, 
And some are like to spoil the game 
By kicking up a row ; 
I haven’t a word to say of how, or why, or whether, 
I haven’t a word to say, 1’m silent altogether ; 
While things are a-coming to pass and happening every day, 
They ’re registered by 
My noticing eye, 
But I haven’t a word to say. 
Although a patron often makes 
His way to Brown (who never quakes, 
Because, you know, he always takes 
The number of the cab) ; 
Though Biggar’s case postponed may be, 
Though Bradlaughs rise in Italy, 
Though Arabi’s as good as free 
Who cost so much to nab ; 
I haven’t a2 word to say, my mind’s as tough as leather, 
I haven’t a word to say you’d value at a feather ; 
Though Cattle Show shuts the shop, and Parliament toddles away, 
My equable heart 
Refuses a start, 
And I haven’t a word to say. 


Though Longfellow (as I peruse) 
Has much annoyed the Daily News ; 
Though some with Socialistic views 
They ’re trying now at Prague ; 
Though Quinn and Davitt’s clacking jaws 
Have counselled disrespect of laws, 
They ’re now requested to ‘‘ show cause” 
For being such a plague ; 
Though they haven’t a word to say (their talk is only ‘‘ blether ”), 
They haven’t a word to say, though lengthy is their tether ; 








| isn’t he?” 





and—and—and not laugh when we do, and look serious when we wink, 
and—an:! refuse to be nudged or to chuckle in chorus ! 
can his game be? 
things, and he’s to throw a wet blanket over-—— 


put a pin in my arm-chair ; now, 
bee in my wig!” shouted others, 


had been. 
‘* Somebody ’s put a flea in my ear,’’ he said. 


were heard approaching. 
lives; and, hang it! w 

highway robber curled up on the Public Prosecutor’s mat, 
these are nice vermin to make pets of,’’ he said, pointing to all sorts of 





And if they take those Socialists and Davitt things away 
To some far spot 
And shoot the lot, 
haven't a word to say. 


bloodthirsty criminals lying snugly on the hearth-rug. 


greatly obliged to you, Hawkins, for putting me on the track.” 


A STARTLER FOR THH P. P, 


‘You don’t happen to have seen that Public Prosecutor of mine?” 
asked John Bull of the Legal World. ‘*Somehow I never seem to find 
him when there ’s anything serious to be done.” 

The Legal World passed a great wink round. 
road, engaged on a most important job,” it said. 

‘*Ah! very right of him—murder, I 've no doubt?” said John, 

“He, he!” said the Legal World. ‘* Not exactly murder, but——’ 

‘* Well, robbery with violence—assaulting the police——” 

“He, he!” said the Legal World. ‘Not precisely these either ; 
but very important. An old woman down the road sold a short 
ha'p’orth of treacle, and the Treasury has taken up the prosecution,” 
Then the Legal World rolled about in fits of laughter; but one of its 
members came out from the rest, scowling and muttering ‘‘I’ll see if 
I can’t find him,” and disappeared round a corner. 

Then the other members of the Legal World looked uneasy and stared 
at each other, whispering ‘‘ What's 4e going to do? He’s one of us, 
And they ceased to chuckle. 

** Ah! thank you for your valuable help,” said John, and went off to 
find the Public Prosecutor. He found the old woman who had given the 
short ha’p’orth (but had got off), and asked again. 

** Public Prosecutor, sir?’’ said the old lady. ‘* Oh, yes, he s alittle 
farther down the road, prosecuting a little boy for squirting dirty water. 
Treasury ’s took up the case, sir.” So John went on until he came upon 
the little boy (who had been acquitted), and asked again. 

** Public Prosecutor, sir? yes, sir,” said the little boy; ‘‘he’s ia the 
next street a-prosecutin’ 2 Tom cat that’s stole a ’errin’, ‘cos the 
Tresherry ’s took hup the case.” And the Tom cat (which had gota 
favourable verdict) told John that the object of his search was a little 
farther, engaged in prosecuting a mouse that had nibbled at some cheese ; 
and the mouse (which had escaped through a hole in the evidence) di- 
rected him farther on to where the Prosecutor was prosecuting a flea 
(subsequently acquitted through insufficient evidence) for biting some- 
body. *‘ Confound it!” said John; what am I to do with this burglary- 
murder case that I want him to attend to?” ' ' ‘ 

‘**He’s one of us, isn’t he?”’ the members of the Legal \Vorld con- 
tinued to whisper to each other anxiously, ‘‘ Nice thing if he’s to go 


** He’s just down the 


) 


What on earth 
Here we are, so nice and contented with the state of 
** Hullo!” cried a member of the L. W. ‘‘Somebody’s been and 
cio can have . 

‘* And a prickly seed down my back !” bawled another. 

‘* And a thorn in my side!” ‘* And peas in my shoes!” 





‘*Anda 


‘**It’s that fellow who we thought was one of us!” they al! said, 
Meanwhile the Public Prosecutor did not seem so comfortable as he 
He too left off rubbing his hands and nudging himself. 


At this moment the steps of John Bull, and somebody guiding him, 

**It is confoundedly dark where this fellow 
t’s this?” said John, as he stumbled overa 
‘6 Why, 


‘*Eh?—oh! I didn’t notice them,” said the I’. |’, 
Ah !—so I see,” said John; “‘we must look into this matter, I’m 
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\ BAD look-out, Matilda Jane! 

The British farmer ’s half insane 

With worry; for he doesn’t know 

Whatever kind of stuff to grow. 
| It thins his hair to stand and stare at loams and gravels, sands and clays; 
He’s mortal sick of root and rick, for nothing whatsoever pays. 





Lut mind, he doesn’t lack advice— 

There’s more of that than will suffice ; 

There never fails a friend at hand 

To teach him how to use his land ; 

And folks, I ween, who ’ve never seen a cow or plough, or stacks of hay, 
Go jotting down their thoughts (in town), and teach him in the kindest way. 


Yet—strange it is to tell the tale !— 
The plans occasionally fail, 
And make the ledger other than 
An edifying thing to scan. 
And there and then those farmer men indulge in words that make you 
twitch— 
They are so free—unless so be you've got acclimatized to sich. 


The counsel ’s wide in scope, and runs 

To sowing land with currant buns, 

While some suggest that Farmer Giles 

Should take to raising crocodiles ; 
And others air the prickly pear ; and ‘‘ one who studies it ” discerns 
In guinea-pigs, if fed on tigs, a field ensuring large returns. 


Although the plans, I’m bound to say, 
Are admirable in a way, 
They seem—some few—I must admit— 
Unpractical—a little bit. 
I fancy this is prejudice; I do not eat the prickly pear, 
And miles and miles of crocodiles would charm me not—I shouldn’t care, 


But if I might be just allowed 
To raise my voice among the crowd, 
There ’s quite a lot of things, you know, 
I'd like the farmer man to grow. 
I take a quite insane delight in patent boots; I’m one who dotes 
—(I go beyond a feeble ‘‘ fond ”)—on crackly Bank of England notes. 


A yacht, again,’s a trifle which 

Would make me happy to a pitch, 

And I experience a bland 

Contentment on a four-in-hand ; 
I'd suffer scars for nice cigars; for turtle soup I'd gladly die; 
And I defy the passer-by to love a truffle more than I. 


Now if the farmer, an you please, 
Would only take to growing these, 
| And, when they ‘re nice and ripe, agree 
To pack them, gratis, off to me, 
I’m very sure the plan would cure his present discontented looks, 
And bring about an out-and-out and grand improvement in his books! 





| 
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NHEW LEAVES. 


‘Our Little Ones ” (Griffith and Farran).—This is a most charming 
volume, replete with illustrations of that superior stamp peculiar to the 
best American artists, to which the literary portion bears worthy com- 
panionship, well calculated to fulfil its purpose in fascinating and de- 
lighting ‘‘ our little ones.” From the same firm we have twin books, 
‘Fairy Land” and ‘* Fairy Gifts.” The former is a series of enter- 
taining stories by Thomas and Jane Hood, their son and daughter, with 
illustrations by T. Hood, junior, who was for so many years the able 
and esteemed editor of this journal (FuN) ; the latter, written by Kathleen 
Knox, also entertaining, and illustrated by Kate Greenaway (probably 
early efforts of one with whose more matured abilities the public are now 


| familiar); also ‘‘ Far Away Fairies” and ‘‘ Wee Babies,” both admir- 


| tures of the Pig 


ably adapted for er a to children ; and lastly, the amusing ‘‘ Adven- 
amily.” 
‘‘The Baby’s Museum ” (same firm).—All the oldest and best of our 


| nursery rhymes gathered into one ‘‘museum,” and accompanied by a 
| profusion of pleasing pictures also of the oldest and best. 


‘*The Married Woman’s Property Act, 1882,” by W. A. Holdsworth 
(George Routledge and Sons).—With the aid of this handbook it will be 
easy to understand, and difficult to misunderstand, ‘‘ The Married 


| Woman’s Property Act”so recently passed, which both the married and 
| unmarried should be acquainted with. 











‘* Hey Diddle Diddle and Baby Bunting,” and ‘* The Milkman” (same 
firm), are two of R, Caldecott’s picture-books, treated with all the 
beauty, skill, and quaint humour for which the artist is notorious. 

‘*The Children’s Kettledrum,” by M. A. C. (Dean and Son).—A 
new edition of a pleasing book which has already won favour in a larger 
form. The numerous highly coloured illustrations are of the Kate 
Greenaway school, which seems to be fast filling with apt pupils. ‘‘A 
Summer in the Country” and ‘*In Town and Country” (same firm) are 
a pair Of books similarily designed to please. ‘* Rhymes and Jingles,” 
‘*Grandma’s Rhymes,’ and ‘‘ The Prince and the Penny” (same firm) 
are a trio of children’s books, full of quaint and humorous illustrations 
by Chas. Harrison, which are sure to make the little ones Jaugh. 

‘The Illustrated Poetry book for Young Readers” (T. Fisher Unwin). 
— Whoever has performed the task of selecting the numerous pieces in 
this volume may be complimented on having got together a charming 
——- which seems destined to become a favourite among ‘‘ young 
readers,” 








Muscular Christianity. 


A GOOD workman never forgets his craft; Mr. Henry Morley, ex- 
pugilist, is an example of this fact. Mr. Morley having preached on 
the stage at the Grecian, and told the Salvation Army congregation his 
experiences as a prize-fighter, was evidently overcome by his feelings as 
he called back to his mind’s eye the palmy days when he ‘‘rattled 
ivories,” ‘‘tapped claret,” and got ‘‘nobs into chancery.” These 
thoughts had such an effect on him that on leaving the stage he ‘‘ closed 
up the peeper’’ of a man in the gallery so satisfactorily that the party 
had to be removed to St. Bartholomew’s Hospital. It is interesting to 
note that a magistrate subsequently fined the saintly ‘‘ pug.” twenty 
shillings, which hardly looks encouraging to other enthusiasts. 





“A Freeborn Englishman,” 


THAT scene at the Tunbridge Wells Police Court the other day reads 
almost like a bit of Dickens. A sweet-seller being summoned for keeping 
open his shop on Sunday, for the eighth time, naturally lost his temper. 
The clerk told the defendant to behave himself, when he replied, ‘‘ It’s 
a pity you don’t know how to behave yourself, a pity the Bench don’t, 


| and a pity that the prosecutor don’t know how to behave himself, and 


leave off prosecuting me. Perhaps, if you behaved yourselves, others 
might do the same.” Nothing like freedom of speech, is there? but if 
he had bribed the Bench with jumbles, cokernut-ice, or stickjaw, instead 
of speaking his mind, that sellist of sweetstuff might not have been fined. 
Of course we do not mean to suggest by this that the Tunbridge Wells 
Bench are in their second childhood. Certainly not! 





Little Dinners. 


PANDORA is not, perhaps, the very happiest name for a restaurant ; 
but, after all, what is in a name? What is in the dishes is the principal 
question—and the dishes at the little dinners you can get chéz alluso—at 
17 Wardour Street, Leicester Square, are things to dream of afterwards, 
and, mind you, with no terror of indigestion. 





THE Paris Zemps describes the trial of Arabi as a farce: so it was; 
t surely a farce after a tragedy is the usual way of finishing a satisfac- 
would have liked a pantomime | 


Sa 


*renchman as stage manage 
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1 He's studied for the Gaiety What's this’ ‘A disappointed solicitor,” that’s all. Scratched First Habitual Criminal.— Second D».—"* Dunno! 
7 Har, and is continually having off the “rolls | by this ‘‘erummy ” little party. ‘Wot a shame to stick up sich Peer’aps it's werry lucky 
ee * refreshers.’ a‘eavy reward. It ain't givin’ fur us that justice is so 
| ; a cove a fair chance.” bloomin’ expensive.” 
f imine aaa alk a 
Pil —————— 
1 DOTS BY THE WAY. Opposing quibbles swept away 
an — With forms worn out and rusty. 
aie The ¢/é¢urve now shall rule the scene 
i ; ; i yy ‘ er 7 a . 2 . rT . : : bad +] 
Tue Autumn Session’s closed, my boys, But kindly word and courteous mien, 
Ihe late night work is done now; Instead of rowdy brawling. 
Away from all the din and noise, 
Take horse and have a run now. 
Away you go o’er fence and field, A Very Gross Case, 
i O'er brook and grassy meadow, 'R English Eleven has beaten the New South Wales Eleven by 
Enjoying all that sport can yield ina runs to 3 321. In other words, their net victory was 144 runs. But 
In sunny days or shadow. as to win be 144 must be a ‘‘gross’’ victory, it would seem that at 
; ee cricket ‘‘gross’’ and **net” are the same thing. 
Then back to cozy warm fireside b , 6 
Where smiling faces greet you, 
Forgetting all the stormy tide All the rest of it. 
} . ‘ , - - . ~ 
4 : "7 eT that i — Mk. GLADSTONE was wise to go and stay with Sir W. Harcourt in 
i enasl ; a ; ! 1 ie apelin 
4. ; “8 - a t — - sneer, the New Forest, if he really went ‘‘for-rest.’’ But it is to be feared the 
‘ " vege we 9 “pen ee a Premier has ‘‘ gone for” the trees rather than ‘‘ for-rest,” since he has | 
et sae iat S WES OS Wises Sees been at Sir William’s. | 
! Believe you never met them. — 
4 
The Autumn Session had its day A PRIMe MINISTERIAL ‘‘AXyY-UM,"—Trees are made to be cut) 
a When friends, the staunch and trusty, down. 
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CHRISTMAS COMMENTS 
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IN VINO VERITAS. 
Scaengs— Zhe Dining-Room of the ‘* Royal George,” at Winterington-on-Sea. 
Trascible Mayor (to Head Waiter, who has for some time been sputtering and treathing viciously down his neck in his endeavour to whisper 
some confidential communication),—‘‘GO AWAY, SIR! YOU ARE DRUNK, SIR! Go away, I say!” 
Heat Waiter (who is thus not for the first time charged by the Major with incbriety).—‘‘ OH, WERRY WELL, Major, I’LL GO FAST 
ENOUGH$ BUT IT’S THE PARTY FROM THE ’AIRDRESSER’S AS IS WAITIN’ IN THE ’ALL’’—(crescendo)—‘‘THE PARTY AS COMES TO 
RUB IN YOUR ’AIR-DYE, YOU KNOW; AN’ HE SAYS SHALL HE BE A-GOIN’ ON WITH YOUR GOOD LADY WHILST YOU’RE FINISHIN’ 













your Mga?” 








' 





FAOT FANCIES. 

** Considerable surprise was created in court by the Attorney-General shaking hands 
with Mr. Healy in the most friendly manner, and by his afterwards conversing with 
the other Home Rule Members.”—/ ide Daily Press. 

GILBERT O’HAY was a notable member of the League. Ile hada 
dynamite agency in New York. He was distantly related to O’Konovan 
Prosser. He had been charged with organizing some dozen ‘‘ moon- 
light parties,” but had fortunately escaped. Yet he was put on his trial 
for publishing seditious libels in his popular Dublin journal, 7/e Zyrant’s 
Dagger. 

The Advocate-General and a few of the Justices, the Lord Mayor of 
Dublin, a deputation of Communists, and various others, came to visit 
him at Kilmainham (aol. 

The Advocate-General remarked, ‘‘ We know, Mr. O'Hay, that you 
have been twice convicted of murderous assault. You have cut off the 
tails of many calves, and have hamstrung many valuable horses. You 
have suggested the use of dynamite in your paper, and advised all the 
daughters of Erin to imitate Charlotte Corday, and keep a dessert-knife 
always handy, to ventilate the diaphragms of any sympathizers with the 
base Saxon. This shows, sir, that you are earnest and sincere in your 
political views. We may differ from you. Still, it is only a difference of 
political opinion. You will have to stand upon your trial ; but it shall 
be a fair and open trial, and you shall be treated with all kindness and 
consideration. Is there anything you want?” 

‘*T think,” said the patriot, with a haughty smile, ‘‘ that the cirpet 
here is too thin. I should like a nice Turkey with a deep pile. The 
claret you have given me is not of the best. I like a bottle of cham- 
pagne inthe morning. A few dozen of dry Monopole would be more to 
my taste. And, by the way, the Lady Lieut 
sending a constant supply of cut ers, with plenty of | 


hair fern?” 


nant oblige me by 








‘*Is there anything else, sir?” asked one of the Judges, cordially 
shaking the patriot by the hand. ‘‘ You must be tried fairly, and you 
must be kept comfortable.” 

** Well, my lord,” answered Mr. O’Hay, ‘‘if you will ask Justice 
Dawson, when he is off duty, to see that my supplies of revolvers don’t 
get dusty, and that my stock of dynamite is kept in a right temperature, 
I should be much obliged to him.” 

Then the Lord Lieutenant came forward and asked what he could do 
to make the prisoner comfortable and happy. 

Mr. O'Hay thought for a moment, and then remarked, ‘‘ The noise 
of the troops marching past the prison distracts me when I am writing 
my leading articles for the Dagger. Please to tell them to break step, 
and that the band must not play on any account. Being a patriotic 
Irishman, the sight of the royal standard is objectionable to me, so 
give an order that all regiments marching past the prison must go without 
their colours.”’ 

Then the Lord Lieutenant smiled sweetly ; but his aide-de-camp said, 
**I should think, Mr. Gilbert O’Hay, that when you were a journalist 
in Fleet Street, living on hot sausages and quarters of pork pies, per- 
haps you were not so well off as you are now?” 

The Home Ruler felled him to the earth, and the Lord Mayor of 
Dublin said every red-coat was a scoundrel. 

** Ah!” said the Advocate-General to Mr. Healy, when he heard of 
this, ‘‘let us be thankful that a time has come when neither dynamite 
nor difference of opinion prevent a true patriot from having friendly 
treatment.” 


| —_— 











EMAN named Ulysses Rc ddard has been charged with assault. 
hould | ) foolish is rather Odd-d’ye-see. N.B.—Thi 
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GHOST-MAKING.—A CHRISTMAS HORROR. 
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He was one of the vast crowd of those who add to the gruesome mass of helpless Christmas fiction one wades through. ‘‘I have never written a word before,” said 
he, with a sudden impulse, *‘ but I will write a story for a magazine this Christmas.” And he sat down; and as he scribbled, the ghosts of his murdered victims arose 
one by one. 
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velty is certainly an apt title—the place 
bristles with Novelty—there is a novelly 
large vestibule, a novelly large foyer, novelly 
numerous exits, and still more novel novelties 
in novel profusion. Pit and amphitheatre, 
as well as the usual, seats can be booked in 
advance; your programme and ticket are 
one, and opera-glasses are supplied gratis in 
the better parts of the house. After this the 
announcement of ‘‘no fees of any kind” 
comes somewhat as an anti-climax, but is by 
no means to be overlooked as a factor tocom- 
fort. 





There were clements of novelty, too, in the 
private view and dress rehearsal on the 7th. 
With a hospitality which must have set Mr. 
Mowbray Morris's hair on end, the manage- 
ment invited certain privileged ones to festi- 
vities (not unrecognized of Bacchus and, later 
on, of Terpsichore) before, during, and after 
the stage play—and the privileged ones came. 
They found, other things apart, a sufficiently 
comfortable and tastefully decorated house, a 
deal of courteous attention, and a lamentably 
bad ‘‘comic’’ opera, onthe wholebaclly played. 


—_—-—- — - =- 








SLASHES AND PUFFS, 
HE _ expansive 





Tink Novecty.—Tue Foouisi Orricer AND THE 
Par-SeE Bair. 


lady sat down 
(she sat down-in 
one of Dickens’s 
novels, and 
smelt of spirits), 
and her remark 
has become his- 
torical. ‘‘I’m 
Gampbyname,” 
said she, ‘*‘ and 
Gamp by na- 
tur’,” then she 
puffed hard. A 
little ‘theatre, 
with more pre- 
tensions to 
beauty than this 
lady, has fol- 
lowed her illus- 
trious example, 
and seated itself 
(in Great Queen 
Street, and with- 
out the smell of 
spirits), with’the 


fairly supposable observation, ‘‘ I’m Novelty by name and Novelty by 
naturc,” and without more puffing than is usual and excusable. No- 





mistake ‘‘the bcy that cleans the knives,” pinching a ‘‘loved one’s’ 
nose, &c., and yet fails to observe it where he seriously conjures up the 


WW 


picture of ‘‘the 
angels” habi- 
tually indulging 
in sherbet as a 
favourite beve- 
rage! The 
Nautch Girl’s 
song is quite a 
remarkable 
combination of 
silliness and ob- 
jectionability. 
Copious exci- 
sions in_ the 
words which 
may likely be 
made, and ela- 
borations in the 
‘‘business” 
which the actors 
will attend to, 


| and the assist- 
ance of the, at 


many points, 
pretty (but not 
very Original or 


elaborate) music, aided by a desire on the part of many to see the new 
theatre, may render it unnecessary to withdraw the piece at any very 
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This piece— 
called Melita, 
or the Parsee's 
Daughter, but 
which, for rea- 
sons of my own, 
I beg leave to 
re-christen Me- 
lita, or anotvery 
Powerful Caste, 
tells the baldest 
of stories in the 
baldest of ways ; 
there is as little 
incident as can 
be managed, and 
more _ straining 
after humour, 
which is never 
reached, than 
any audience is 
likely to tho- 
roughly enjoy. 
He is little suit- 
ed to write comic 


sees Lumour in kissing by 
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Captain Juba Kennerley’s libretto is not a thing to Jubalate upon, 


and with Mr. 
Pontet’s music 
I am much dis- 
a-Ponted. 
Some extrinsic 
amusement and 
piquancy was 
infused into the 
piece at the 
dress rehearsal 
by the failure of 
the costumier 
to ‘come up to 
time’ with some 
of the dresses ; 
there was some- 
thing quite Gil- 
bertian in a bal- 
let disporting it- 
self in the cos- 
tumes of every- 
day life, chant- 
ing meanwhile 
of the scantiness 
of their attire; 


but the illustrator of this page has exaggerated matters. NESTOR. 
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early date, but it is never likely to make fame 
for its authors or fortune for the management. 


The acting powers of Miss Clara Leslie 
cannot be judged from such a part as Melita 
(a young lady who is nearly drowned without 
wetting her clothes) there is literally no act- 
ing required, but her singing shows cultiva- 
tion and grace. Mr. Henry Hallam, as a 
military officer who wanders about India 
without a hat in royal disregard of possible 
sunstroke, displays a very pleasant tenor 
voice, and is very pleasant to listen to (when 
you don’t hear the words), and Mr. Rosenthal 
lends valuable assistance; Mr. Frederick 
Thorne, too, by dint of constant effort nar- 
rowly succeeds in making bricks without 
straw, and Mr. Edmund Lyons again gives 
evidence of that power which has been seen 
at work upon unworthy materials but too 
often of late. I think, also, I may credit 
Miss Creybourne with some sense of humour 
from her manner of singing her part of ‘‘ Oh, 
fly with me.”’ The rest of the cast is de- 
cidedly amateurish. 
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THE TWO CHRISTMASES. 


(See Cartoon.) 


OLD CHRISTMAS comes to us once more, 
And bids us, with his cheery voice, 
To wreathe the holly and rejoice, 

And feast and frolic as of yore. 


But, ah! that voice to many ears 
Seems as a hollow mockery 
That jests at helpless poverty, 

And calls for laughter out of tears. 


Full many have no mind to fall 

To joyous frolickings at least, 

And some have not the heart to feast, 
And some have not the wherewithal. 


Yet, whether fellow-men are found 
Buoy’d up with good or dash’d with ill, 
Christmas is Merry Christmas still, 

And kindly wishes still abound. 


May every lightsome heart be glad 
And wise with sympathizing glee, 
And may the miserable be 

Tuned to the season, and less sad! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS, 
HE _ expansive 





we 
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Tue Novecty.—Tue Foouisu OrrickeR AND THE 


lady sat down 
(she sat down-in 
one of Dickens’s 
novels, and 
smelt of spirits), 
and her remark 
has become his- 
torical. ‘I’m 
Gampbyname,” 
said she, ‘‘ and 
Gamp by na- 
tur’,” then she 
puffed hard. A 
little theatre, 
with more pre- 
tensions to 
beauty than this 
lady, has fol- 
lowed her illus- 
trious example, 


and seated itself | 
| ance of the, at 
| many _—s—~points, 


(in Great Queen 
Street, and with- 


out the smell of | 
spirits), with’the | 
fairly supposable observation, ‘I'm Novelty by name and Novelty by | 


naturc,” and without more puffing than is usual and excusable. No- 


velty is certainly an apt title—the place 
bristles with Novelty—there is a novelly 
large vestibule, a novelly large foyer, novelly 
numerous exits, and still more novel novelties 
in novel profusion. Pit and amphitheatre, 
as well as the usual, seats can be booked in 
advance; your programme and ticket are 
one, and opera-glasses are supplied gratis in 
the better parts of the house. After this the 
announcement of ‘‘no fees of any kind” 
comes somewhat as an anti-climax, but is by 
no means to be overlooked as a factor tocom- 
fort. 


There were clements of novelty, too, in the 
private view and dress rehearsal on the 7th. 
With a hospitality which must have set Mr. 
Mowbray Morris's hair on end, the manage- 
ment invited certain privileged ones to festi- 
vities (not unrecognized of Bacchus and, later 
on, Of Terpsichore) before, during, and after 
the stage play—and the privileged ones came. 
They found, other things apart, a sufficiently 
comfortable and tastefully decorated house, a 
deal of courteous attention, and a lamentably 
bad ‘‘comic’’ opera, onthe whole baclly played. 











This piece— 
called Melita, 
or the Parsee's 
Daughter, but 
which, for rea- 
sons of my own, 
I beg leave to 
re-christen MMe- 
lita, oranotvery 
Powerful Caste, 
tells the baldest 
of stories in the 
baldest of ways ; 
there is as little 
incident as can 
be managed, and 
more straining 
after humour, 
which is never 
reached, than 
any audience is 
likely to tho- 
roughly enjoy. 
He is lit'le suit- 
ed towritecomic 


mour in kissing by 
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mistake ‘‘the bey that cleans the knives,” pinching a ‘loved one’s’ 
nose, &c., and yet fails to observe it where he seriously conjures up the 


picture of ‘‘the 
angels” habi- 
tually indulging 
in sherbet as a 
favourite beve- 
rage! The 
Nautch Girl’s 
song is quite a 
remarkable 
combination of 
silliness and ob- 
jectiona bility. 
Copious _exci- 
sions in the 
words which 


| may likely be 


made, and ela- 


_ borations in the 


‘‘business” 
which the actors 
will attend to, 
and the assist- 


pretty (but not 
very Original or 











THe Nove._ty.—THe Pisce SHOWS SIGNS OF FLAGGING. 


elaborate) music, aided by a desire on the part of many to see the new 
theatre, may render it unnecessary to withdraw the piece at any very 
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early date, but it is never likely to make fame 
for its authors or fortune for the management. 


The acting powers of Miss Clara Leslie 
cannot be judged from such a part as Melita 
(a young lady who is nearly drowned without 
wetting her clothes) there is literally no act- 
ing required, but her singing shows cultiva- 
tion and grace. Mr. Henry Hallam, as a 
military officer who wanders about India 
without a hat in royal disregard of possible 
sunstroke, displays a very pleasant tenor 
voice, and is very pleasant to listen to (when 
you don’t hear the words), and Mr. Rosenthal 
lends valuable assistance; Mr. Frederick 
Thorne, too, by dint of constant effort nar- 
rowly succeeds in making bricks without 
straw, and Mr, Edmund Lyons again gives 
evidence of that power which has been seen 
at work upon unworthy materials but too 
often of late. I think, also, I may credit 
Miss Creybourne with some sense of humour 
from her manner of singing her part of ‘‘ Oh, 
fly with me.”’ The rest of the cast is de- 
cidedly amateurish. 


Captain Juba Kennerley’s libretto is not a thing to Jubalate upon, 


and with Mr. 
Pontet’s music 
I am much dis- 
a- Ponted. 
Some extrinsic 
amusement and 
piquancy was 
infused into the 
piece at the 
dress rehearsal 
by the failure of 
the costumier 
to ‘‘come up to 
time” with some 
of the dresses ; 
there was some- 
thing quite Gil- 
bertian in a bal- 
let disporting it- 
self in the cos- 
tumes of every- 
day life, chant- 
ing meanwhile 
of the scantiness 


| of their attire; 
but the illustrator of this page has exaggerated matters. NESTO! 











a 
THe Nove_ty.—Somg OF THE Pretty PARSEES WE 
ANE BI H TO. 

















ee the new 
it any very 
make fame 
anagement, 





lara Leslie 
t as Melita 
ied without 
lly no act- 
ws cultiva- 
llam, as a 
out India 
of possible 
ant tenor 
n to (when 
Rosenthal 
Frederick 
effort nar- 
:s without 
ain gives 

nm seen 

s but too 
nay credit 
of humour 
t of ** Oh, 
ast is de- 


ate upon, 




































THE TWO CHRISTMASES. 


(See Cartoon.) 


OLD CHRISTMAS comes to us once more, 
And bids us, with his cheery voice, 
To wreathe the holly and rejoice, 

And feast and frolic as of yore. 


But, ah! that voice to many ears 
Seems as a hollow mockery 
That jests at helpless poverty, 

And calls for laughter out of tears. 


Full many have no mind to fall 

To joyous frolickings at least, 

And some have not the heart to feast, 
And some have not the wherewithal. 


Yet, whether fellow-men are found 
Buoy’d up with good or dash’d with ill, 
Christmas is Merry Christmas still, 

And kindly wishes still abound. 


May every lightsome heart be glad 
And wise with sympathizing glee, 
And may the miserable be 

Tuned to the season, and less sad! 
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TO AN OLD FRIEND. 


DEAR CHRISTMAS, 
Just a line or two I send 

To bid you welcome here ; 

For you are always looked on as a friend 
Whenever you appear. 

You bring the tree of toys (the youngsters’ bliss) 
And boughs of mistletoe, 

’Neath which full many a youth and maiden kiss, 
Their eyes with joy aglow ; 

And e’en we older ones again feel young, 

As many a bright and joyous lay is sung. 


When you arrive, all strife and hatred then 
Awhile are put aside, 

And “ Peace on earth” and “ Goodwill unto men” 
Are quoted far and wide. 

Alas! too briefly, though, these feelings last,— 
Some, reconciled at Yule, 

Re-hate each other ere a week is past, 
Ignoring His blest rule ; 

For did He, think you, who at Bethlehem lay, 

Mean that this “ peace” should live but for a day? 


We also hear much talk about “ good cheer,” 
And viands rich and rare, 

And yet around us many poor, I fear, 
Are starving in despair. 

Oh! move our hearts, then, at this time of mirth, 
To succour those in grief ; 

For He whose birth we ’re keeping, when on earth 
E’er gave the poor relief ! 

And bright, indeed, will be our Christmas Day 

If we can wipe some suff’rers’ tears away. 


In short, Old Friend, inspire us all with glee, 
And, better still, with love. 
Ah! that we might, when you have left us, be 
All selfish thoughts above. 
To all around us happiness impart, 
And sound substantial joys, 
Fill with true bliss each friend’s and lover’s heart, 
And bless our girls and boys! 
So, hoping you will kindly see this done, 
I am, dear Christmas, 
Yours sincerely, 
FUN, 
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Sarah's Discoveries. 


** Madame Sarah has discovered a great poets Rollinat, who is the lion 
of Paris ; and she introduces him to her public, and pays his publishers 
for his collection.” —Les Névroses. 


SARAH found a little bard, 
His name was black as ink, 
His verse was so superbly hard 
It made e’en Browning wink ; 
Caught him classically poor, 
With shirts divinely rare, 
And decked by ome Koh-i-noor 
He’d think a shirt-front bare. 





Sarah's Laureate may not 
Have so sweet a tone, 

Nor such perfect pieces plot 
As Victoria’s own. 

But we’ll venture to engage 
He'll produce enough 

To reward her patronage 
In the way of puff. 


Sarah, since you need must play 
The Columbus part, 

Serve us in another way, — 
Don’t stand still at Art ; 

Since on “‘ finding ’’ you insist, 
My Meceznas Sal, 

Find us a capitalist, 
Find a general. 





Sarah, too, you might afford 
(Though the prayer is cool) 
Say an intellectual Board | 
To establish School ; | 
Say a democratic Czar, 
Say a Fenian wise, 
Or a histrionie star | 
Who won't advertise. | 
| 








A Senate come to Judgment. 


WE are surprised to see that a mere justice and a common 

jury tried the case of Sennett v. Clark. Surely the only | 
proper way to try ‘‘a senate” would be in Westminster Hall | 
before its peers—our House of Lords. 
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PRIDE. 


Coster.—‘'D' YER YEAR—D’ YER WANT SOME 'OLLY, MY DEAR?” 
Servant,—‘*'H’mM! WHO ARE YOU A-CALLING MOLLY MY DRAR, I SHOULD 


LIKE TO KNOW?” 








NEW LEAVES. 


first, and a good earnest of those to come. 


Matthias,” a sweetly simple poem by Matthew Arnold. 

The Theatre. —The present number forms a good finish to the present 
series, and makes good promises for the next. 

The Squire is lively and sprightly in its literature. 

The Century is charming fiom beginning to end. So is St, Nicholas, 
the bound volume of which makés a splendid book. 

The Leisure Hcur, Sunday at Home, and The Boy’s Own Pafer are 
all good, as usual. Zhe Girl's Own Paper has an extra Christmas 
Number called ‘‘ The Christmas Carillon,” full of appropriate stories 
and illustrations. 

Household Words may be highly commended. So may its Christmas 
Number. 

Young England stands well with journals of its class. 

The Child's Own Magazine deserves a word of praise. So does Night 
and Day. 

Life Christmas Annual is a somewhat pretentious issue, with a goodly 
array of both authors and artists. ; 
Vanity Fair with its Winter Number issues a coloured portrait of 
H.R.H. the Princess of Wales, very carefully executed, but poor as a 
portrait and weak as a work of art. 7 

‘* The Children’s Bouquet of Verse and Hymns” (T. Fisher Unwin). 
—Just the sort of bouquet to present to good little children, 

** Little Folk’s Birthday Book” (William P. Nimmo and Co.).—The 
usual features of a birthday book are here given, with a stream of flowing 
verses selected from the purest sources. 

‘The Australians in England” is a ‘‘complete record of the cricket 
tour of the Australia Eleven in 1882,” reprinted from the columns of 
Bell's Life; and will doubtless be prized by all true lovers of cricket as 
a remembrance of that successful campaign in England of their brothers 
from Australia. 





Longman’s Magazine. —The second number is a good following of the | 


The Oxford. 


Mr. JENNINGS gave a capital entertainment on Wednesday, Decem- 
ber 13th, to the soldiers of the 2nd Battalion Grenadier Guards, who 


Macmilian’s is fall of papers of sterling quality, preceded by ‘Poor ave recently returned from Egypt, the warriors in many cases bein 


accompanied by their wives and sweethearts at the manager's specia 
invitation. 
On the beauties of the footlights 
The martial eyes did feast, 
And evermore the halo 
Of Jennings’ light increased, 


when he found all enjoying themselves, and not a jealous wife or sweet- 
heart in the company. 


An Apropos Conundrum 
(Ov.rheard in Houndsditch ). 


‘* Vy ish that ten poundsh you owe me, Villiam, like Mishter Glad- 
shtone’s fiftieth political birthday?” ; 

‘* Becos’ it ’sh a thoushand to one you ‘Il never shee it again, Aaron, 
my boy!” 

‘* Not a bit of it. No; but becos’ it’sh my ‘ due-Billy.’” 





On the Scent. 
THOUSANDS upon thousands are at this season upon the scent for 


_ sweet fancy articles to make presents of to those whose happiness they 
would enhance. They have only to go to E. Rimmel’s, whose extensive 


and sweetly-scented preparations are almost endless and unexcelled for 
beauty, taste, elegance, variety, and capacity for delighting everybody. 
E. Rimmel’s Almanac also is as usual both sweet-scented and pretty. 


Doors a ship’s book become at Christmas a Yule-‘‘ log”? 
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DANCING 


DITTIHS OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MosIC OF THE MOMENT, 


and 


Naw Serizs. No. 25.—A Torrip-DittTv. 


Arr—‘! Zo see if J liked Butter.” 


I MET a rustic maiden once, 
(I didn’t like her much), 
Whom anybody not a dunce 
Would recognize as such. 
Her rather ornamental dses3, 
At which a prude might frown, 
Was of a kind which you ‘ll confess 
One seldom meets in town. 
And tipping a grin, she touched my chin 
Ere I a word could utter, 
Ani she praised me up from dawn to sup 
To see if I liked butter. 


She called it worthy of my pen, 
And very kind indeed, 
To try and get those Sandwich-men 
A decent Christmas feed ; 
She said that I am very kini 
In using all my pains 
To injure railways when I find 
Them overcrowding trains. 
She never was thin in laying in 
The colours of what she'd utter, 
Exhibiting glee in praising me 
To see if I liked butter, 


She kindly said, ‘* Well, you're no fool,” 
(And on it she would harp), 
** You got in Smith for Liverpool, 
And that was very sharp ;”” 
The transitting of Venus (pooh }) 
And Gladstone’s jubilee, 
She had the condescension to 
Attribute these to me! 
And then she'd begin collecting tin 
To rescue from the gutter 
The poor employs Alhambra blaze 
Deprived of bread and butter. 


And then she praised me to my face 
About the fall of snow, 
And pointed out with what a grace 
Mackonochie could go ; 
The City Schools (she ‘d read in print) 
The Prince had opened swe'l ; 
And she was good enough to hint 
I'd do it quite as well ! 
And she praised me up and praised me down 
Without a pause or stutter. 
Oh! the flattery she launched at me 
To see if I liked butter. 





arithmetic are very similar—both deal with ‘| 











can't be helped now. 


LETHAL LONDON. 


THE date was some few years hence, and the weather was the coldest 
article of the kind ever produced at the price; yet no person in the 
whole metropolis was cold, On the contrary, blood circulated furiously, 
and every face was crimson with sustained exertion ; also the physique 
of the Londoner had undergone a marvellous change. 

Indeed, the legend to the effect that ‘Cockney’ had once been an- 
other name for an enfeebled creature with a pale face was now read 
among the stories in toy-books; and the average Londoner stood six 
feet three, measured sixty inches round the chest, and could clear a 
thirty-foot wall ; he never ran to fat, he was all wiry muscle. 

The scene in the streets was a curious one. Nobody walked straight 
forward, but progressed by means of a series of kangaroo leaps and vio- 
lent dodgings. The Londoner’s lavgh was loud and hearty; his draught 
of beer a thing beside which the draught of the yeoman of old wasa sip; 
every City clerk was a wiry acrobat, every student an athlete. True, the 
population of London had diminished to one-half what it is at present, 
and death from natural causes was unknown. 

‘* Hullo!” said a City clerk in a voice like suppressed thunder, and 
pausing suddenly when about to cleara house at a bound with a leaping- 
pole. ‘Who on earth is this decrepit little creature coming down the 
street? A rustic, by his pale face!” 

It was difficult for even the powerful voice of the City clerk to be heard 
above the noise in the air—an uninterrupted chorus of whistlings, 
swishes, and hisses, such as, for instance, wires might make when curling 
rapidly through the air. It was curious that neither the clerk nor he to 
whom he spoke stood still for an instant, but dodged agilely and inces- 
santly hither and thither, as if avoiding something dangerous. 

‘*A stranger most decidedly,” replied the other (a wood engraver with 
a chest like a church organ), adjusting the springs in his boot-heels; 
**by the ignorant way in which he walks straight forward, as if there 
were no more dangers than in a country Jane—by Jove! that was a near 
squeak for his head ; it’s taken his hat off anyhow, and startled hima 
bit. Look out!” The two talkers leaped simultaneously high in the 
air, as an unusually piercing swish sounded along the street. 

‘*T wasn’t quite quick enough for it, though—just took the tip off my 
toe. They seem to be breaking faster than usual to-day. But that 
yokel—we ’d better warn him ; though it hardly seems much use to give 
any warning to a fellow who’s fool enough to walk into London as if it 
were as safe as a jungle, or a burning forest, or a volcano.” 

The object of their conversation was an English farmer, such as we 
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| look upon to-day as a type of health and vitality: he stood five feet ten, 


his shoulders were extremely broad and his chest deep, and his face was 
what we of the present would call downright red; but he could not lift 


| even a large calf, nor jump anything like thirty feet high. 


The two talkers leaped the distance between them and the stranger 


| —some sixty feet—with the object of warning him. But as they alighted 
| another whistling swish caused them to leap hastily on to an adjoining 


roof, while at the same instant the farmer was seen to be cut neatly in 
two at the waist. 

**It’s a pity we couldn't warn him in time,” said the clerk, ‘‘ but it 
” And, as the two friends went acrobatically their 
divergent ways, one of the numberless carts which were constantly em- 
ployed in clearing away the pieces of unfortunate citizens came round 
and removed the bisected farmer. All this was a matter of hourly oc- 
currence. ‘‘ Why?” do you say? Well, really, the question seems 
rather unnecessary. It was the breaking of the ubiquitous telegraph and 
telephone-wires, which at this future time had become so numerous over- 
head that complete darkness prevailed beneath. It was these wires that 
had brought the Londoner to such a pitch of agility in avoicing them, | 
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CONSIDERATE. 
First Conspirator.—** LOOK ovuT, BILLAY, ’ERE’s A’ OLD GAL A-GOIN’ 


Sicond Conspirator, —‘‘GARN! ’T AIN'T NO USE A-WASTIN’ OF A SNOWBALL ON 'ER, UNLESS SHE DON’T SLIP DOWN, AND THEN WE 
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TER “AVE THE CHEEK TER TUMBLE DOWN ON THAT THERE 








A PROFITABLE REVERSF., 


IME for charity, eh?” said 
Great Britain over its 
comfortable fire. ‘‘Christ- 
mas, eh? The time for 
being charitable and for- 
giving everybody as much 
as possible. Let me see, 
is there anybody who 
wants a little charity 
and forgiveness just now? 
Why, yes, there is the 
convict in his cell; I might 
do a little for him just for 


just one treat.” 

So Great Britain put on 
its thickest overcoat, and 
went out to see about it. 
As it emerged from its 
door it spied a solitary 
form tramping slowly past, and disappearing into the cold fog. ‘* Ah, 
that ’s right !”’ said Great Britain ; ‘* Policeman Xx on his beat attending 
to his duty; very steady and deserving fellow.” Then Great Britain 
forgot about the dutiful Policeman X, and went to the butcher’s and 
ordered a substantial joint of beef as a Christmas treat for the burglar in 
his cell. ‘* He did carry a revolver—and uss it, for that,” said , Bes 
“*but we must relax a little in our severity at this time of year.” 

And Great Britain returned to its fire; and as it let itself in, the 
solitary figure, with its steady tramp, passed again and disappeared 
into the fog. Somehow Great Britain could not make itself comfortable 
over its fire that evening; there seemed to be always a faint “‘ tramp, 
tramp’”’ in its ears which made it feel uneasy, and it fancied every now 
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once in a way—give him | 



























_ and then that it heard a patient, deep-voiced ‘‘ Good night, sir,” which 
| sounded hollow and melancholy, and made it shudder. Then it shut its 
| eyes, and seemed to see that solitary form going away into the fog; it 
| did not disappear, however, but could be shadowily made out tramping 
| all alone through dark and silent places; tramp, tramping at the same 
| measured pace through mud and snow; peeping cautiously into dark 
| holes. 
‘* Ah, that’s right!” Great Britain seemed to say to the form; ‘‘al- 
| ways on the alert, I see—looking about for——” ** Deatu,” said the 
| form: ‘*I shall find him presently ; he’s waiting for me somewhere.” 
And the form crept silently round solitary mansions standing in dark and 
silent gardens, and a little after Great Britain seemed to hear pistol- 
| shots, and started awake in its easy chair. 
| Dear me!” it exclaimed, “what an old fool I must be ! 
| turning things topsy-turvy all this time. I ’ll just go and makeachange. 
| Then Great Britain hurried out excitedly, and searched high and low 


I’ve been 


| in the fog and darkness for the tramping form; and in the solitary garden 
of a mansion it found him, looking to the fastening of a back window. 

‘*Thank goodness you’re safe yet, Policeman X,” it said. ‘* How I 
can have blundered like this all this time I don't know, doing my best 
to sacrifice the wrong life inthis mad way! Death shall not wait for you 
any more; you and he shall change places. Here, take this six-shooter 
and wait in this dark doorway ; you shall be the victim no longer—you ! 
shall wait for Atm.” And Great Britain went off to the prison where the 
burglar was enjoying the roast becf, and said, ‘‘ Here, Mr, Burglar, out 
you come, and try your hand at searching for him round the dark 
mansions, Go ata regular tramp—two miles an hour.” 

‘* Well, let’s ‘ave my six-shooter,” said the burglar, 

** Oh, no! We've turned the tables now—/e’s got that,” said G. B. 

Then G. B. watched the burglar tramp off into the fog, and went in 
once more to its fire and easy chair. Its mind was far more comfortable 
now, and it was with no dissatisfaction at all that it held its breath and 
waited—listening. Presently pistol-shots were heard. ‘* Ab,” said 











Great Britain, ** ¢Aat’s more as it should be.” 
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A “PARTY” QUESTION. 
Miss Chevenix.—‘'JusT FANCY, Docror, COLONEL CHALLONER SAYS I HIAVE BROUGHT DELIGHT TO THE PARTY.” 
Doctor, —** QUITE TRUE, MY DEAR YOUNG Lapy, ESPECIALLY TO THE ONE IN THE BACKGROUND YONDER—A PARTY BY THE 
NAME OF FRANK, EH?” [ 7%e artful Old Boy had evidently seen them ** spooning.” 
DOTS BY THE WAY. We hear the silvery church bells chime 
—_——— And help those at the gates ; 
CHRISTMAS. Around the crackling bright yule log 
110, now for a merry Christmas ! 4 yt be cast — 
We hail it with a cheer, And kindly words dispel all fog 
When every lad and pretty lass From rare old Christmas Day. 
Is glad that it is here ; Shut out the cold, shut out the snow, 
The holly and the mistletoe Let warm fires blaze and burn, 
Will make the home walls green, And ruddy faces all aglow 
While song and jest do merry go, Come laughing in their turn ! 
We ’ll good cheer quaff between. Let youth and age make glad the hour 
? 2 - . b e | 
Hlo, now for a happy Christmas ! y ~— joy-belis marty cane, 
of vhs Let no dark thoughts nor anger lower 
As in the days of ole To mar glad Christmas-tim | 
The wassail-bowl did merry pass a ae - 
And drive away the cold, Sic 
Now we will have our wassail-bowl Mr. T. P.O CONNOR, M.P., speaking at a public meeting concern- 
To gladden old and young, ng Mr. Jarnell’s monetary affairs, said, ‘‘ As if they would not be glad 
And drink to memories that roll to see him at the end of the rope.” What a tender candid simplicity 
As joyous songs are sung. } og is about these Home Rulers! In case of an accident any time, we 
Thies dinies tee woties Chttnns-tine, es ber se the ce rong is object to the Ladies . — 
cpapcoor pene Frogs By 7 g le cri ing to purchase a silken cord for their idol. The Inglis 
sovernment is very broad in its views, whatever Marwood is. 





















The Original and only! . 
| Genuine produces delicious | ( 
Custards without Eggs, at | 
FRI ee D ‘Ss half the cost and trouble. | 
Established 1837. —_ 
e ‘ | 
Sold every- | 
6d ard 15, | 
an 1 IRCULAR 
} j 
Alfs Bird & CAUTION. —If 
| POWDER POINT ' . | ) . wa 4 | 
: Have met with geveral approbation. Write as smoothly as s . i- 
: ' tree PAST A "A ’ A ‘ ey 
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lead pencil, and neither scratch nog spurt, the points bei 








Tasty Dishes fos the Dinner and Supper Tal le. Samp Boxz.4d. ; post-free,7 stamps to the W eras Sirmingham PURE aa SOLUBLE iil REFRESHING aa 
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“TELL” EST LA VIE. 
Ethd (showtus the Family View Lcok to her Cousins). —** WHAT IS THAT? WHY, TELL's CHAPEL, AND TILERE’S THE STEAMER WR 
WENT DOWN THE LAKE IN,” 
Dick. —** ISN’T IT AWFULLY GOOD? 
/thel.—**Y8S3 16'S AN INSTANTANROUS PHOTOGRAPH, YOU KNOW.” 
Hlarry “who has been to several Pantomimces).—‘* A PHOTOGRAPH, ETHEL ? 
SHOULD CALL IT A TRLL-AGRAPH MSSELF.” 





Yor CAN SEEM TO SRE THE SMOKE (MING OUT Ol THE FUNNEL, EH?” 


Ik THEY TOOK IT ALL IN A FLASH LIKE YOU SAY, 7 








to realize the fact that the cardiac affection now annually attacking us | 
as a nation is rapidly assuming symptoms quite equal in severity to the | 
New Yearly plague of <¢trennes in Paris. 

Kut, as I have said, Sir, I wish you had looked in on Saturday, for you | 
might then have scen the wife of my b »som, having sent (hristmas greet- | 
ings to the whole of the Staff of the Government Department (a large one 


OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL SPEAKS BY THE (CHRISIMAS) 
CARD. 


I wish you could have looked in at my small but cozy domicile, Sir, | 


some time during Saturday last. You would have found us (I use the 
word in its family rather than editorial sense) in the act of preparing to 
| too) from which her brother James Alexander was lately pensioned, and | 


send off our Christmas cards for the ‘‘current” season, which, during 
plum-pudding time, might be called ‘‘fig”’ s:ason with appropriatemess. | to all her fellow-ticketholders (so far as she could discover their names) 
I need not tell you, Sir, speaking as a family man, what proportions | ina local co-operative store, positively almost weeping because she could 
add that, like Maid Marian of Germany (and Holland), it is sull growing. | her craving, in fact, that later in the day when the washerwoman called 
It has grown in the case of my household to an cxtent whieh has caused { 
in order that she might send Christmas car:/s to them on the strength of 
mas had been cleaned up with bread-crumbs, and duly re-enveloped and 
re-addressed to sundry minor relatives and friends (by the way, Sir, | cards to the Members for the county in which Mrs. E.-S. was born, and 
also to the representatives of all the boroughs in the county; besides 
mas cards they send,—it is awfully spiteful of them to do so). I found 
from the list compiled by my eldest daugh’er and checked by Mrs, | for sixpence as a favour) to all the members of the city corporation on 
| the strength of an inviration I once had to a Lord Mayor's banquet. 
their ca octhes Chrtstmas-cardsenai, if I may be allowed the expression. 
Another year, if our family demand gees on at the same rate, it will | (with a ‘‘y”), who went toa regimental ball at Aldershot last season, 
| and because she forgot the number of the regunent, bought an Army 
of supplying mys-lf. As it is, this one little game of Christmas cards | 
will cost me more than my whist has cost me all the year round. in this country, has managed to send off forty-seven more cards than my 
| wife; and hence the latter is in despair. Her only hope is that she 
books had been ransacked and every relative and friend looked after, 
my duty to my neighbour as far as Christmas carls was concerned was | plcied. Up to the present cach of my daughters has received 4794 on 
on average, and they solemnly assure me they have not begun to post 
Directory, borrowed by the servant from the public house where we get 
our supper beer, an old Court Guide produced by Mrs. Extra-Special, But your E.-S., who pays for the stamps, is sad, Sir, and dreads to think 
that if this Christmas cardiac curse is not soon checked, we may have 
severally searched for the names of further po e ‘‘sendees,” I began nt 





muster 


the dispatch of Christmas cards has of late years assumed nor need I | not think of other recipients for her ‘‘cardy” faveur. So unabated was 
she tried to get from her a list of ladies patronizing her as laundress, 
me to groan also; for even after all the cards received by us last Christ- 
this casual assoeiation. We have already, I may tell you, sent twopenny 
what a pity it is that many people wz / write on the backs of the Christ- 
dispatching a cheaper variety of card (supplied to meat the rate of fourteen 
Extra-Special that grosses of new cards would be required to sati-fy | 
But even now Mrs. E.-S. is not happy. Her neighbour Mrs. Smyth 
pay me to go ioto the Christmas card publishing line merely for the sake 
List, and sent Christmas cards to the whole of the ofticers on active servic: 
I had a vague idea in my head that when once my girls’ birthday- 
will have her revenge when the score of Christmas eards received is com- 
atanend. But I was soon undeceived, and by the time the Lost Office 
cards to themselves as yet! So there is a chance for us even yet. 
and an /mpertal Calenser loaned for this occayon from me, had been 
tually to buy our Christmas cards in by the furniture-vanful ! 
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PUFFS. 





ing in that way cither) and masterly management of ir 


| in the cz 
'a manly struggle, cannot conceal the fact that 
| he is out of place, the cast is very nearly per- 
fect, some artificialities which are here and 
there observable in the performers being no 
'doubt due to the influence of what is ‘'old- 
fashioned "’ in the piece, or, at any rate, not 
out of keeping with that quality. 

The prominent point of the revival is no 
doubt Mrs. Stirling's delcious and thor ugh 
perirmance of Mrz. Malaprop The un- 
conscious serenity with which she commits 
the cruclest outrages upon our common lan- 
guage; the sly look of amused enjoyment that 
lurks in her eyes and lingers round her lips as 
ishe breaks off hee hearty laugh with ‘ihe 
| Captain ‘to call the proposed victim of their 
supposititious plot; her air of gentle supe- 
Hiowity and importance as she propounds her 
ideas on fersle education; in fact, her com- 
plete command of tone, gesture, and manne 
}at every poiot, go far to shake ones disbelief 





iin the excel'ence of the ** palmy days,” urtil 
Fone reminds ore el'wihe nyratulatory pride 
th he lady is of our time, and not of the 
| Pernt rally, | mwevVeE:r, tl think ita pily 
that °} hould allow herself to commit the 


: of Faulkland, in which part Mr, Frank 


v4 


ee 


RnR, THORNE 


having scored 
‘the longest 
run on record ” 
with his excel- 
lent revival of 
Money, has now 


turned Jus at- 
tention, with 
equal = energy 


and the prospect 
of equal success, 
to Tae Rivals, 
Sheridan’s * first 
attempt ? 464 ale 
wayS a favour- 
ite, no Jess on 
account of its 
high spirits than 
of its 


invention of 


prolific 


character (al- 
though its au- 
thor Wa I 


anove DOoOrTraw 


ident; and, except 
Archier, i 


spite of 


} i ‘ ‘ ‘ 
PCTS pcr- 
ll to 
in th 
matter tha t! - 
ress. 


Mr. Thornes 
“1 


perhaps a litile 


wanting in Cco- 
lour, POSSess 66 
a'l that actor's 
geniality and 
quict hum ur, 
and isan excel- 
lent perform 
ance in many 


respects besic« 


' 


rather unreasonable elaboration of the fear of his own letter of defiance, 


I could find no- 
thing to mar the 
consistency of a 
very able whole, 


Sir Anthony 
Absolute, in 
Mr. __‘ Farren’s 
hands, is so evi- 
dently a good 
gt nerous - heart- 
ed old boy at 
bottom, exhibit- 
ing a_ lurking 


CLS pe sition to 
erjov hs own 
wrongheaded 
anid t\yiau tous 
behaviour a 
rather good 
joke, and he 13 


so certainly the 


pt rsOon to ¢ 
the ** ble 


me 


SS-y! le 





‘ 


my - children” Vv r 
on the slightest 
provocation, that we promptly forgive him all his peccadilloes, or rather 


never blame him for them at all. Mr. Henry Neville pl. 
light-hearted Captain as perhaps only Mr. ! 


esult 1S not 
ppy. Wiha 
$ ambitious 
ch ice shemight 
how to 


cdvantage, 


more 
for 


She has a good 


stage presence 
and some expe- 
nence, but she 
labours under 
the ser ousdraw- 
back of an ap- 
parent inabiaty 
tO EXPrlesss any 
fee ling Or emo- 
tion im her face. 


l 
Among hercom- 


pary it may be 





— 
Ww 









lys the pay and 


Henry Neville can play gay and light-hearted 


captains; Mr. A, Wood gives another of his | 


excellent unexaggerated bits of character; 
and Mr Maclean’s Sir Lucius O Trigger is a 
painstaking performance, which affords an- 
other proof cf the common Celtic origin of 
the Irish and Scotch races. 


In the ladies Mr. Thorne is exceptionally 
fortunate. Miss Winifred Emery’s Lydia is 
a distinct advance upon anything she has yet 
done; she has ail the necessary personal 
qualtfications for the part, and for the first 
time (in my experience) she shows a disposi- 
tion to Jook below the surface of a character, 
which is deserving of all encouragement. 
Miss Phillips makes a bright Lucy, and Miss 
Alma Murray a gentle Juha. 

Miss Marie de Grey repeating an experi- 
ment which she tried some eigh een months 
ago is appearing at the Olymyic ‘or a few 
weeks. kssaying a most difficult character 
(ard on moreover, associated with such 


names as Ml'c, Sara Bernhardt and Madame 
mninte sting nlav and rai) ery ir ‘ter \f 
Ulill T¢ LiDg Piay, ang Wl i very iIndarirerent 
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Blissful Ignorance. 


I’m fond of my papers, and likes to peroose 

At the bar of some tavern my ’ 7iser or Noose. 
It’s a jolly good way—when you feels you're inclined— 
Of improving and furbishing up of your mind. | 
I can wor y through most of the words pretty well, 
Though the long ‘uns, I owns it, is beggars to spell ; 
Then there’s allus a rum lot of things coming out 
As we none on us never knows nuffink about. 


Vhen I hears of our Ministers trying to balk 
Irish Members as all+rs is willing to talk, 

I remarks to myselt, with a kind of a grin, 

** Ain’t it wery nigh time as them Tories was in?’ 
Though [ sticks like a leech to the Liberal side, 
' It’s a precious long while since them others was tried ; 
| But there’s allers a rum lot of things coming out 
| As we none on us rever knows nuffink about. 


] 





On Saturday night, which I spends at the play, 

I enjoys it, in course, in a rational way ; 

And I sers 'Arry Hirving is coming it grand 

At his nobby theayter just out of the Strand, 

Why, the pieces he gives is the talk of the town, 
Though the cnckets is pariial to writing him down ; 
For there’s «llers a rum jot of thing. coming out 


As we nus never knows nuthoak about, 





oo 


none ¢ 


er ae 


On Monday I visits the Popular Pops, 

And until the performance 1s finished I stops. 
There is B chand Beethoven and Mr. Moz:rt, 
As is quite a relief to the sensitive heart, 
Yet I thinks as your Brahms and your Schur 
Does us tunes only fit for a low penny gatft. 
Why, there’s allersa rum lvt of things coming ont 
As we none on us never knows nuffink about. 


nann ans 





| There’s books as is cheaper ror ever was known ; 
For ien bob [+ ould make a libratry my own, 
Charley Dickens 1s brought cut uncommonly low, 
A:d the ** Robison Crusoe” of Dannell Defoe ; 
Kut [ never s-ed anythink equ] in style 

To the ** Sartor Resirtus” of Tommy Carlyle ; 
Tnough there s ailus a rum lot ef things ce mir Ou 
As we none +n us never knows nuffink about. 


~_ 





I owns my respect for our National Church, 


—- ++ - aq 
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TERATURE AND 
First Niwospiper Boy (in Street),—“ Wuy pon't T COME AnOUT CF A 
HEVKNINK NOW? Why, I’M HENGAGED AT L)xoorry LANE, 
Sicond Boy. —‘* Wor ,GRORGAY, YER HAIN T GON! 











T HE D iS A M A. 


’ 


ro bf# A HAactor, 





And it won't be, [ hopes never left in the lurch. ‘ 
It | threatens, mayhap, to go over to Rome, ALE VERS | 
[ decides on toe miter by stopping at home. Furst Boy. — No, YER DLOOMIN’ JUGGINS—NOT A ‘PRINCERPLE,’ ONY 
fut it's oO over-easy to hx on a creed A S woPpFRSOOMRY,” 
F or a cove what is very religious indeed, | Sons Boy. ‘Ou! T say, GEORGAY, YER'LL GIVE US A HOoRDER NOW 
When th: re's allers a rum lo: of things coming out AND THEN, WON'T YER?” 
As we none on us never knows nuffin about. Kirst Bov.—**THey WAIN'T NO Horpers civ’—on’y AT Dress Re- 
alii, ital 7 ERSALS, WHEN [HE COMPRRNY TAKES IN THEIR FRIFN! Bur WHEN 
A sup that ts offen seen on the Christmas-tide.—Court-ship. | Ir SAYS ‘Press FXCHPIED,’ I MIGHT PARS#& YER IN, PEKRAPS.” 
| The Vi iW f J 1 I ll f 
1 le] Imes” and ** The Wit ane ym ¢ sort syiton all fy 
NEW LEAVES. ln Routledyve and Sons; all well got up, all ov Mt fully 
‘6 Srrains from the Strand,” by Henry S. Leigh (Tinsley Bre thers). — illustrated, and suitable for gift books to young folks and children, It 
‘the human of yrac may well b called a splendid shower, and tho oh er nme of h books are 


A hook o charninog verse, full of knowledye of 
ful wit and gentile 
already made their appearance 
them have graced the pages of this journal, it will be understood why 

we do not lavish upon them all the prai ¢ they jusily deserve, 
‘©The Cosmopolitan Masonic Calendar, Diary. and Pocket-Book 
is as universally comprehensive as ever, teeming with 


lec i yn ‘*ot ch 


in various perlocica’s. Ax many of 


It 1s acol 


satire. rt pie ces which have 


” 


| (George Kenning 
| information, and invaluable as a book of reference to members of 11 
leraft. It is cra‘tily and artfully compiled. ‘* Prosver the art.” 
“The History of the City of London School,” by Edward Wm. 
Linging (FE. J Stoneham) — This is a work of considerable inferest con- 
cerning the history and progress of the school for which the new building 
fon the Thames Embankment was opened recently by H.R HL the 
| Prince of Wales 
‘*The Bele 





‘C+ Aubyn’s Laddie.”’ and Dolly 


n Scholarshir 


: hae : Ye ae ar 
Dear” (Griffith and Farran) —These three are admirably suited for gift 
boots; “sr Stories about Animals” beicg professedly for lnile 
; = ! 
chi > w ** Poker Ilow to Viay It will be an acceptabie DoOK 
card rs and tot who desire acquaintance with the °’ great 
An ¢ 7 





at all 
good fruit 


taf Sta 
’ ; > 


cert 


VHEN Jones, 
ecting him 


says, «n wt 


fe llow.’ 


VU hen young Bertie, 
Hilton in to cinnes, 1s 


it is to be hoped they sill fructitly and bring torth their 


ys : : 
n due season, Their produccrs deserve to reap a rich har- 
Iden grain.” 


Christmas Crackers, 


e } 7) 


who simply loathes that insufferable cad’’ Smith. 


at the family gathering, ‘‘Glad to see you, old 


who had marcuvred to take lovely little Fl Sy 
asked at the last moment to do the polite toa 


deaf old duchess, and says to his host, ‘With pleasure.” 


W re ny, 


Mi scree 


af er enduring ten minutes’ excruciating torture in listening to 


howl snrick out some high soprano song, you say with the 


ad 7 
greaest apparent delight, ° Thanks very much. 


Wh on the 


’ 
le. the 


“*¢ yt 
I 





Miss Exclusives, who ‘‘reaily cannot know those awful 





Browns,’ decline the latter's invite, ‘deeply regretting they 
but a price engagement, ’ & 

latest addvion to your hosi’s family (a'l of them awfully 
t be red, and you profess to your Lo that 
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yassionless gentieman of regula 
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and genius 





ive minutes to ten. 
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at fi 
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and inrellize 
fortavie, | 
pevery nigh 


, 
on) 


he 


“hag 
t 
e had listed for seven days while his si 


Was a Com 
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A CRITIC WORTH PLAYING TO, 








ar upon it 
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TRANSFORM34TION E&CEN!] 


rc cf P ‘ 
F 4 ; “9 
OLE Carico.) 
\ 


/ 


HERE I am again! 

How d’ye do to-morrow : 
Oli’Un, feel in pain? 

Hlave I caused you sorrc w? 
Sad because you see 

I’m no more a Tory? 

hat’s the way with me, 

l’ve gone in for glory. 


“ Very much have I 
Better'd my condition, 
Join’d the Mintstry— 
Hang the Opposition ! 
Stunning, don’t you know. 
I’m so light and airy 
As the new Colo- 
Nial Secretarry ! 


“ Statty, stir your stumps ; 


Don't stand still and mumble, 


Like aman with mumps 
Have a rouch and tumble. 
[jl make work for you— 


cP ‘. 
rou placed Cl t-cally 


’ 































DECEMBER 27, 1882, 











DITTIHS OF THB DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT. 
New Serigs. No. 26.—A Wronc-nigapeD-pitTy. 

A1rn—From ** Jolanthe,” 


SHE never will accept a fact, however undeniable, 
Oh, he! Rumour isa rogue! 
And says your information is entirely unreliable, 
‘** Taradiddle, tsradiddle, tol-lol lay!” 
You tell her that you've recently been passing melanc/o/y days, 
| But now it’s your intention to negotiate some jolly days 
By ‘‘goiog in a buster” to enjoy the Christmas Holidays, 
‘** Taradiddle, taradiddle, tol-lol-lay !” 


29 

















j 
| You tell the news from Erin, and you illustrate it mappily, 
**Oh, fie! Rumour is a rogue !”’ 
| You mention that the Sultan isn’t situated happily, 
{ ‘* Taradiddle, taradiddle, tol-lol-lay !” 


| Is very nearly well again (expressing what you ought of it), 
| She goes and says the wish of it is father to the thought of it, 
‘**Taradiddle, taradiddle, tol-lol-lay !’ 


Cerne 


You say the Iliggins jury (No. 1) ‘‘ behaved refractory,” 
**Oh,.fie! Rumour is a rogue!” 
But No. 2 convicted him, and that is satisfactory, 
‘** Taradiddle, taradiddle, tol-lol-lay ! 
You make a little catalogue of latter-day felicities, 
[ Che burglaries, and accidents, and militant mendicities, 
[Including Reggy Woodcock and his litle eccentricities, 
‘* Taradiddle, taradiddle, tol-lol-lay ! 








You mention that they're making alterations in the Cabinet 
*°Oh, te! humour Is a r pue !"’ 
You tell her they decide on jutting Derby, who's a dab, in it 


| laradiddle, taradiddle, tol-lol-lay ! 
Informing her that Hartington (assuming in your folly, knees) 


[fas gone to War, while Childers to Exchequer bends his jolly knee 
With Kimberley for India, and Derby for the Colly-kne 


66 “*F*, lsqainiila aninvAla + ! +uU ’ 
‘ Taradiddle, taradiddle, tol-lol-lay ! 





Without the least intention little ‘‘stories”’ for to trump any, 
‘*Oh, fie! Kumour is a rogac!” 
You tell her Dobbs is beaten by that blessed Water Company, 
** Taradiddle, taradiddle, tol-lol-lay 
The fire at Hampton Court you name in manner rather tentative, 
And hint that storing paraffin is scarcely a preventative ; 
And Cetewayo’'s going home, as we have proved relentative, 
** Taradiddle, taradiddle, tol-lol-lay !” 





In short, she is a lady whom you'd hardly love (though mczs7 hate) ; 
**Oh, fe! Rumour is a rogue!’ 

She won’t believe a word you say, however you asseverate, 
** Taradiddle, taradiddle, tol-lol-lay |” 

But “ho the lady 7s that I’m applying of this fab'e to 

[don't believe the Zaitor could find cr put a label to, 

Though, fatling him, the Publisher m iy possibly be able to. 


** Taradidd!e, taradid le, tol-lol-Lay ! 





| Suppose you say that Fawcett—and a toughish fight he’s fought of it- 
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PAINFUL SOSPICIONS, 








SCENE—STATION ON TIE BRiGHron RAILWAY, 

Jones. ID)’ ye know, Brown, I've been very uncomfortable all the 
time I’ve been waiting on this platform; the demeanour of the porters | 
and people is most unaccountable. First tha: collector over there tixed | 
his eye on me; then he spoke to that porter, and they whispered to- 
gether and eyed me suspiciously, and beckoned that guard, and—and 
pointed me out to him; and I beard them mutter something about the 
bulginess of my ;ockets; then they all three went off and spoke to the] 
stationmaster, and he came out and walked round and round me, and 
poked my pockets, and eyed my little black baz, and tried to peep into 
it. Then some rumour seemed to get about ali over the s'ation, and all 
the porters and guards and the rest of em have been staring at me like 
a—as if I was a—as though they imagined | must bea confounded petty 
larcener or some 

Brown. Why, tha/’s it! Z4at's what they evidently take +e for 
too, only I couldn't quite find words to cxpress the queerness of their 
conduct until you put it so neatly. Exactly —a petty larcener or some- 
thing! There, now—the fellow at the barner is peeping into the card- 
case |’m taking my ticket out of, for all the world as if he fancied there 
was some stolen property in it. 

Jones. Why—hist!—Brown, If there isn’t one of the company’s 
policemen petting into the carriage with us. Brown! If you would 
believe it, he’s taken a seat next to me —close to me. Brown! I may 
say he is actually sitting on one of my coat-tails, 

Bsaown, I can well believe it, Junes, for he is in precisely the same 
position with revara to me, 

Jones, Brown! This is very strange—he is actually turning out the 
conients of my little black bag; now he's looking down the back of my 
neck; now he has taken off my boots to look in them; now he has | 
found my six-armed universal watch-key, and is muttering something | 
about its looking hke part of a carriaye wheel—— | 
Browns, A qd, Jor c3} Ile is ripping open the padding of my coat | 

| 











and now he has discovered iny ciyar-holder, and stys that ic sin-lls suse 
piciously of smoke, and looks cory lke an enytue-funne: ; and he says 





my s il is yemarkable lke a buf! r, and that castor-ol capsuigs out of 
Iny waistcoat pocket reminds him torcible ofa Carriape lamp! 
Jon«s, And, Krown! He swears this little charm pine .shion ts the | 
lik thingy to a first-class cushion a: / ever cla; ped eyes on 
BROWN and JoNnt Lasuddcn ‘uton). Vo you kuow, it seems 
to me a. lf we were of sucficion, Why-wearc! I see it alll) 
(Sz i fy from their vici papers) i— 
Phe Brighton Kailway Company have ani inced that there are! 
ny’ from theie roliiny-stock seven first-c Carrlape two composite | 
carriaves, eight secono-class carriages, two secomd-clacs brakes, cleven | 
third-class carnisves, three passengers brakes, four passengers luppyage 
vans, and one horse-box. ‘The above have been missing since October 
22nd.” ! 
Brown, Jones! It’s false—cruclly false! I am in a position to} 
disprove this base sus—— Stay—O Jones !—I was on this very line on | 
the twenty-second of Oct—— 


Jones And—O Krown!—so was I. All is lost! 
BotH, Ob, that it should have come tothis! What—4a/ will our 


poor me thers Say ? [ lhry brcal dc? 2, ant sob, 


———— . 
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ON PRINCIPLE. 


Gentleman (sectnge nothing catraordinary, 


Onjecrs OF INTEREST IN THM CHURCH?” 


Small Boy (whe hat ev de 
you 'VE Gor A MIND TO GIVE ME, SIR.” 


itly sludied Avith 





JouN Hie THs . C O L D E N 


COATED PENS. 


ELEGANT! CLEAN! OURABLE! 
INK aND RUST DEFYING. 
in Ts. Box: 


; 
or ali 97 ationers. 





og.) —** WELL, MY BOY, WHAT ARE 


—‘* INTEREST, SIR? ANYTHIN’ 











Festive Fiends, 


’T was near the time when festive joys 
Are said to reign o’er all the earth, 
When not alone young girls and boys, 
But these of larger growth, show mirth. 
One night (near Yule, as I have said) 
I went, as is my wont, to bed, 
And when one goes to bed, he goes 
I take it, to obtain repose ; 
But did I get it? No; the Fates 
Decreed that there should come ‘‘the Waits.” 


‘* The Waits !”’ a lot of festive folk, 
Who, in the smallest hours of night, 
The calm and wise (like 2) provoke 
To utter things that are not right ; 
A Jot of fiends who squall and play 
The various ditties of the day, 
With vow an anthem played full slow, 
And ¢/-nx that ‘* Bough of Mistletoe.” 
So can you blame the man who hates 
Those midnight demons called ‘‘ the Waits” ? 





At first I started in a fright, 
But as these demons nearer came 
And woke the echoes of the night, 
They fanned my anger to a flame ; 
And as it in my bosom burned, 
I soon for deadly weapons yearned, 
That I might rush into the street 
And cause them quickly to retreat. 
I would have spurned them from my gates, 
[hose brawlers of the night, ‘‘the Waits.” 


If ever I should be M.P. 
(Which, look you, may occur anon), 
These sleep-destroying fiends shall see 
Their noisy occupation ’s gone. 
I'll bring in measures to suppress 
These bands who caused me such distress, 
And all who thus themselves obtrude 
Shall suffer penal servitude ; 
So look to hear of big debates 
On Bills to do away with ‘* Waits.” 
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MADAME TussAUD AND Sons.—At this | 
ever-popular exhibition, where ‘‘ new features ” | 
are constantly being added, portrait models of | 
Lieut.-Gen. Sir Archibald Alison  Bart., | 
K.C.B., and Lieut.-Gen. Sir John Miller Adye, | 
G.C.I3., have just been placed among the cele: | 
brities in that already numerous and wonderful 

collection. | 

Mr. CHARLES FERRIER.—This powerfuland | 
popular reciter recently appeared at Barnsbury | 
Hall, and gave most effective readings from | 
several British poets, eliciting much well-de- 
served applause. His ‘*Mrs. Brown at the 
Play,” was most ably and amusingly rendered. 

ONE should avoid going upon the stage, | 
especially at Christmas-time. It is full of! 
traps, and there are even vampires to be found | 
there. 

THE only difference between a clever dav- 
seuse and the row of lights along the front of 
the stage is that the former is a light foot, and 
the latter are footlights. 


**CHRISTMAS Books,” —Those in which we 
cast upaccounts afterthe ‘‘ merry” seasonisover. 











‘It is always safe 
to use 





Cadbur 
“= Oocoa, 


PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRcSHING !!! 
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